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Invited Over



 



The Peach Valley Spartans were up two points on our rival, the Dalton Bulldogs, thanks to a safety early in the third quarter. It had been an intense shootout between our quarterback, Luke Temple, and Dalton’s QB Aiden Longworth. The defenses of both teams had struggled to keep up with the aggressive passing game, allowing both teams to run up the score and making for an exciting battle of gunslingers.



I inherited my love for football from my dad. I know it’s not a girly thing, but before he walked out on me and my mom he would sit me on his lap and watch the game. Sometimes he would cheer so hard it would be scary, but I always wanted to watch the games with him. Maybe that was why I became a cheerleader.



Maybe it was why, that warm September evening, I stood on the sidelines in my red and white uniform with its short skirt and its tight sweater, red and white ribbons in my long brown hair, shaking my pom-poms as I followed the cheers led by Madison Bentley. The game was inside the two-minute warning and the crowd was easy to rile up with our high-kicking cheers. As the teams lined up again, the Spartans in possession, Madison bounced on her feet, waving her pom-poms to get the crowd pumped.



“Red and white, we’re here to fight! Red and white, we’re here to fight!” We sang along with her. “F-I-G-H-T! Gonna fight for VIC-TO-RY!”



The play started and I stole a glance over my shoulder as I watched Luke Temple drop back from the line of scrimmage into the shotgun. The Dalton defense was in a risky all-out blitz and I could tell one of their tackles was trying to injure Luke. The tackle came through the line like a freight train, straight at Luke, catching him around his waist. Somehow, Luke stayed on his feet, sidestepping with the 300-pound tackle clinging to him. He fired the ball in a perfect cannon shot over the heads of both teams and straight into the hands of Ricky Gutierrez, one of the best Spartan receivers.



“Touchdown!” The nearest stripe-shirted official shouted, his arms going up.



We didn’t have to do much to get the crowd cheering wildly after that. With just over a minute left, the Bulldogs tried to rally, they even connected with a couple good passes, but the clock wasn’t on their side.



As I cheered on our defense I kept glancing over at the bench where Luke Temple sat with his helmet off conferring with the team’s quarterback coach. His shoulder-length blond curls were heavy with sweat and he had a small cut just above his eye that had left a smudge of blood on his face. I wanted to walk over and wipe it clean for him. He glanced in my direction and flashed his perfect white smile.



“Come on, Emily!” Madison snapped at me. “You’re messing up our rhythm.”



“Sorry,” I said, catching Madison’s furious expression. I jumped back into the cheer.



“Stomp your feet!” We shouted and the crowd responded. “Bulldogs can’t be beat!”



My mind was only half on the cheering. I was thinking about Luke and wondering if he would want to hook up after the game. I was lucky he had picked me out of the crowd of girls at Peach Valley High lined up to be his girlfriend. Luke was not just a star quarterback, he was also from a very wealthy family, and a lot of the girls, like Madison Bentley, saw dating Luke as a path to the life they wanted.



Maybe that’s why Luke took an interest in me. I was the one cheerleader on the team from a poor family and I had never even imagined a guy like Luke taking an interest in me. I was looking for academic scholarships and a lot of student loan debt after high school, not a man from a rich family to take care of me. I knew I was attractive, but I also lacked the blonde hair and big tits that every guy seemed to want in their girlfriends in high school.



“Peach Valley High wins it, 30 to 21!” The announcer declared and we shook our pom-poms wildly to keep the crowd going.



The stands slowly emptied and the Bulldogs returned to their locker room. My mom appeared at the railing as we were packing up our cheerleading gear. It always felt weird to see her after a game, probably because watching Luke play football got my hormones going and I was so scantily clad in my cheerleading uniform. It had the feel of my mom catching me making out with a guy in my room.



I had my mom’s brown hair and brown eyes, her same almost elfin features, but her face was drawn and prematurely aged by a difficult life. She had to work two jobs, one to pay for the house and one to get health insurance, and even with me helping out with my job at the Miss Dairy Freeze ice cream stand we still barely scraped by. Peach Valley was an expensive place to live.



“That was great,” said my mom, giving me a hug over the railing. “That pyramid thing you did right before the second half and then, Melanie, is it?”



“Madison,” I said.



“She jumped and you caught her,” said my mom. She leaned closer and said, more quietly, “I bet you missed a few times in practice.”



“We had pads,” I said.



“Well, are you going to see that boy you like?” She asked. “I’d like to meet him. He was the star of the game.”



“Luke? Yeah, we might go out for pizza or something,” I said.



Forty minutes later, Luke and I were having our “pizza” in the locker room.



I had waited until the other players left before walking in. Luke had kissed me and called me “babe,” and I had melted like a pat of butter on a hot skillet. He had showered off and was wrapped in a towel. All he had to do was drop the towel, bend me over the bench in the locker room, flip up my cheerleading skirt, and pull my panties aside. The strong smell of sweat only added to my lust as Luke, muscled and glistening from the shower, guided his cock to my neatly trimmed little pussy. The tiled room echoed with my soft cries of pleasure and the sound of his muscular hips smacking against my ass.



I held onto the bench for dear life as he pummeled my pussy with his intense thrusts. He was always a bit rough for me, and although he turned me on, I never quite seemed to cum with Luke. I could feel it happening again with each stroke; his pleasure building faster than mine, his hands tightening on my slender waist as he pounded his cock into my pussy. My climax was tantalizingly close, but not close enough.



Luke cried out, “Oh, fuck, Emily! Can I cum inside you?”



Not my favorite, to be honest, but it drove him wild and I was on birth control.



“Yes, baby, give it to me,” I gasped.



“Ohhhhhhhhhh!” He threw back his head and pulled my ass back against him, skewering me on his spurting cock. Each pump filled me with the wetness of his load. I felt it dripping out of me before he even pulled his cock out. When he did that, with an audible slurp, the flood of spunk that oozed out was downright disgusting.



“Oh, goddamn, it’s always better after a game,” laughed Luke. He sagged against the lockers, his cock red and obscenely smeared with cum. “Did you cum?”



“Oh, god, yes,” I lied, standing up on my long, shaky legs and cupping a hand over myself. “I’m going to use the toilet real quick.”



“Sure,” he said. “I’d go with third stall over there. The other two were gross.”



I grimaced and walked over to clean myself up. I wondered what was wrong with me. I had been sexually active for years and I had almost never had an orgasm with a sex partner. Here and there, almost incidental to whom I was having sex with and what position, it happened. Alone, fantasizing or watching porn, it happened. But at the age of eighteen it seemed like I should have it all figured out. I was an adult and so was Luke. Sex should have been amazing. The fact that I wasn’t cumming seemed to mean that I was doing something wrong.



Luke leaned over the divider of the stall, invading my privacy and grinning at me as I tried to clean up.



“So, I was thinking you could come over tonight,” he said. “You know, my dad is in DC on a business trip and my mom is cool with me having girls over. She stays out of the way.”



“Oh, um, that’s cool,” I said. “I have work though.”



“Come after work. Bring a swimsuit.” He leaned over the divider a little more and added, “Or don’t bring one. You can stay the night if you want.”



Adult or not, staying the night at a boy’s house, even on a Friday night, was going to get me in trouble with my mother. But she had given me a lot more leeway my senior year of high school. She no longer complained about me sneaking into the house at two or three in the morning. She let me take our banged up old Chrysler whenever I wanted.



“Alright,” I said to Luke. “If I’m not wiped out after work.”



“A late night dip is rejuvenating,” he said. “I’ll get some of those pomegranate hard lemonades you like so much.”



“Um, okay,” I said, although I didn’t want to encourage him with the alcohol. “I’ll try to come after work.”



The Miss Dairy Freeze was a fixture of the Peach Valley boardwalk. With the warm late summer air and the carnival rides going behind it, the ice cream stand made for a popular destination. The glowing and oddly sexualized ice cream cone mascot attracted everyone with a sweet tooth, as well as a lot of bugs that swirled and zipped around Miss Dairy Freeze’s smiling soft serve head.



The lines were seemingly endless that night. Many of the customers were teenagers from my high school out on dates or just hanging out at the boardwalk in big groups.



I was hardly surprised at all when Madison Bentley and Rosa Acosta, another girl from the cheerleading squad, showed up with a group of girls I collectively thought of as Madison’s mean girls. Madison liked to visit the Miss Dairy Freeze after a football game because she knew I worked there and it would remind me that Madison and most of her friends didn’t need to have jobs. They had allowances and leased cars and new clothes whenever they wanted them. Plenty of money to go buy ice cream from the poor girl.



“Well hello, Miss Dairy Freeze,” said Madison, flicking her long blonde hair and smiling at me. “What’s good tonight? What do you recommend?”



“Hello, Madison,” I said. I nodded to the beautiful Latina beside her, “Rosa. Um, well, I’m supposed to promote the new Chocolate Cheesecake Chiller. So, uh, you might like one of those.”



“A what?” Madison laughed.



“Chocolate Cheesecake Chiller,” I repeated dutifully, feeling my face heat up with embarrassment.



“Can you say that again?” Rosa asked, holding up her phone and recording me. I knew I had to make the decision to either lean in or go wild. They couldn’t catch me looking downtrodden.



I’m not exactly a “go wild” sort of girl, so I decided to lean in. Put on my best cheer squad smile, I loudly and happily asked, “Would you like to try our Chocolate Cheesecake Chiller?” I even moved my hands like I was holding pom-poms. Rosa lowered her phone.



Madison winced slightly, but recovered quickly, “We will have zero of those. We’ll take six vanilla Chill Pops.”



I bent down into the steaming cooler to retrieve six of the tube-shaped ice cream treats. Madison leaned her annoyingly big boobs against the counter, looming over me to say, “I heard Luke talking to Coraline Clark after the game. You know, that really cute reporter for the school’s radio station.”



“He has to,” I pointed out. “She the sports reporter.”



“Yeah, but he doesn’t have to look into her eyes like he is going to get lost,” said Madison.



“That will be $9.42,” I said, pushing the six Chill Pops across the counter.



“All I’m saying is be careful of your man,” said Madison. “He thinks he’s still on the market. I’m looking out for you, Emily. Oh, all I have is a fifty.”



There was a sign taped to the window saying we did not accept bills over $20. Despite the sign, I took Madison’s $50 and made change with what was in the register.



“Have fun,” she said. Rosa waved to me and Madison’s mean girls shot me sarcastic smiles.



“She didn’t even say ‘hi’ to me,” said the slightly chubby redhead working the window next to mine.



Alicia Rittenhouse was technically on the cheerleading squad with me and Madison, but she was only ever used in formations. I had been friends with Alicia since third grade and I think she followed me onto the cheerleading squad just because she always did the same activities as me.



“She’s not the nicest person in the world,” I commiserated. “I’m pretty sure she’s trying to get me to start a fight with Luke about Coraline Clark.”



“That reporter girl? She is super hot,” said Alicia. Alicia got a faraway look in her blue eyes long enough that I gave her a confused glance. A customer knocked on the counter to get her attention, snapping her out of her reverie and drawing her away from our brief conversation.



The ice cream stand closed at midnight, which meant my shift ended at close to 1:00 AM. I managed to shave ten minutes or so off of that by getting some help from Alicia cleaning up the restaurant and shutting down all the ice cream machines. I gave her a hug goodbye with a two-handed goose on her plump backside.



“Ah!” She laughed, jumping away from me. “You always do that!”



“Then why do you hug me?” I laughed and pretended to come after her. “I’m going to start thinking you secretly like it.”



“Nooooo,” she said, running for her car.



Alicia had a fun little VW convertible she had been given as a present for her Sweet Sixteen. Like most of the girls in our high school, her family was rich. Somehow, all that money had not turned Alicia into a bitch. I waved goodbye and climbed into my creaky old car. It took three tries to get it started and the engine sounded like it had a sore throat.



It was not the sort of car that should have been driving into Luke Temple’s neighborhood. Everything there was giant lawns, stone fences, and houses that glowed like palaces in the California night. Every other car was a Mercedes or a Jaguar or a BMW and the open garages revealed even more expensive sports cars. This was definitely not my world.



I had only been to Luke’s house three times in the six weeks or so we had been dating. The first time was right at the beginning, when we were still in that “kiss for hours” phase, so nothing more went down between us. I had seen pictures of his mom and dad, I knew his dad was a handsome guy that looked like Luke if he started to go bald and I knew his mom was a blonde with a killer body and incredible green eyes. I also knew Luke had a sister a couple years old than him who was studying science of some sort at UC Berkeley.



The electric gate to Luke’s house was open and I drove up the curving drive to the hilltop house. This was not some McMansion crammed onto a postage stamp of property. Luke’s house was a proper mansion, with unique architecture that reminded me of a California Craftsman house designed with the lines of a Frank-Lloyd Wright. Which, if I had said it out loud would have made me sound like a total know-it-all, but I was into architecture and I spent an indecent amount of time in the school library for a cheerleader.



I parked my growling Chrysler behind Luke’s Land Rover. The path up to the house was illuminated by lights recessed into little bunkers in the ground along the path. The diffuse light made it seem like the bricks were glowing. I felt incredibly nervous as I walked up to the house and knocked twice. I had to knock again before the door finally opened.



“Hey, babe, I was worried you wouldn’t show,” said Luke, opening the door for me. He was shirtless and wearing swim trunks, a bottle of beer in one hand. “Come on in. I hope you don’t mind if I got a head start.”



I followed him out to the immense pool in his back yard. The entire pool area overlooked the neighborhood from its high vantage point and I saw that a few guys from the football team and their girlfriends were already drinking and hanging out in the pool. The girls, I noted immediately, were topless. I recognized them from football games, I think one of them was named Becca, but I could not remember the other three.



“Oh, um, I didn’t know it was a party,” I said. “I didn’t have a chance to go home and get my suit.”



“No problem,” said Luke. “You can borrow one of Olivia’s suits.”



He took me upstairs to his sister’s bedroom. I could hear music coming from a closed door down the hall, but Luke promised me, “Mom won’t bother us. She knows we’ve gotta let off some steam after a big game.”



He switched on the lights in Olivia’s room, revealing a space that seemed more like a studio apartment than a bedroom. There were couches, a big TV, a bed, and a hammock, as well as a mini-deck with a hot tub visible through a sliding glass door. Luke caught me staring at the hot tub.



“Oh, yeah, Olivia was in swimming and she used to take these insane long hot tub soaks after every meet. Over here,” he said and motioned me over to a walk-in closet. It had obviously been picked over by Olivia when she moved out to Berkeley, but it was still more than half full with what seemed to be barely-worn clothes. Luke motioned me to a built-in dresser. “I think she keeps all her swimming stuff in here. I know she has something that will fit you.”



“Alright,” I said and I pushed him gently out of the walk-in. “No peeking while I find something.”



“Maybe one or two peeks,” protested Luke, but he let me close the door.



I rummaged through Olivia’s swimsuits, of which there were many, and quickly realized that her suits were much too big for me. I wasn’t a tiny girl, but I was slender and my curves were modest. Olivia, on the other hand, clearly took after her mother with shapely hips and ample breasts. Her bikini tops were at least two cup sizes too big for me. No wonder she hadn’t gone to Berkeley on a swimming scholarship.



I had to dig all the way down to what I am guessing was Olivia’s middle school age bathing suits to find a one piece that fit me. While it suited my modest mounds it was a bit small in the bottom and my peachy rear swallowed it up so that my cheeks hung out the sides. It was more of my body than I wanted to be showing off, particularly with other players on the football team there, but my only other choice was going topless with a string bikini.



With a deep breath, I opened the door and showed Luke. He was sitting on his sister’s enormous bed, watching me with obvious enjoyment as he motioned for me to rotate for him. I laughed and posed, swallowing my pride and flaunting my round, firm ass for him.



“Damn, you look smoking hot in that suit,” said Luke. “The guys are gonna go wild for it.”



I fell into his arms on the bed, kissing him and enjoying the feel of his strong hands on my ass. I could tell he was drunk by the way he was kissing me and the way his fingers crept into the back of the swimsuit. I shifted atop him and felt the hardness of his cock swelling in his swim trunks.



“Is it making you all horny seeing me in your sister’s swimsuit?” I teased.



“Oh, yeah, baby,” he said, playing it up. “You know I’m horny for my sister. Can you call me ‘little bro’?”



“You don’t feel so little,” I said, squeezing him through his trunks.



“Oh, yeah, big sis, are you going to teach me how to fuck?” He laughed, giving my ass a smack.



“Alright, ew,” I replied. “No. Stop it with the ‘big sis’ stuff.”



“Okay,” he said, kissing me hungrily and palming my peachy rear with both hands. “But will you still teach me how to fuck?”



“You’re going to have to get a few more drinks in me first,” I said, more eager to relax than have sex with Luke again. I could sense him pouting without him even saying a word. Propped up on his elbows, he looked up at me straddling his crotch. I smacked his chest and said, “Stop giving me those puppy dog eyes.”



“I won the game,” he pouted. “Won’t my hot cheerleader girlfriend give me a reward?”



“You have a point,” I said, dipping my lips down to his again and giving him a soft kiss. It lingered and my lips parted. Our tongues twisted together in a hot, beery embrace. Luke was the best kisser of any boy I had ever dated. Even when he was incredibly horny he didn’t stuff his tongue down my throat. He teased my lips and slipped his tongue just inside my mouth. He swirled his tongue against mine and groaned with desire, cradling and squeezing my ass with both of his hands.



I pulled my lips from his and begin kissing my way down his muscular chest and over the washboard of his abs. Luke knew where I was headed and he had already lifted his butt for me to hook my fingers into his trunks and drag them down from his hips. His hard cock bounced free and almost smacked me in the face.



“Scoot to the edge of the bed,” I say, sliding off and onto the floor of his sister’s bedroom. I knelt with my legs folded beneath me and my firm rear resting on my heels. I pulled Luke’s trunks all the way off and tossed them aside with a slightly damp thump. His cock and balls were shaved, which I definitely preferred. None of that funky man-stink as he dangled his legs over the edge of the bed and his big cock was in my face.



“You’re so goddamn sexy, babe,” murmured Luke as I took hold of his cock and began to stroke him.



“Yeah? I think you just like me on my knees,” I said, winked up at him and leaned in to run my tongue over his balls. Licking and sucking Luke’s balls was the weirdest thing. It was almost non-sexual to me, but he went wild when I did it for him, gently tonguing them and popping my lips wetly on his sack as I stroked his cock. I guess I enjoyed that he enjoyed it. He was saved down there, so at least it wasn’t gross.



“Fuuuuuck,” he groaned with a laugh. “Suck it, babe. I know you want to suck on it.”



Presumptuous, to say the least, but he had already won the argument about a reward, so I licked my way back up the throbbing lollipop of his shaft and took his tip into my mouth. I curled a lock of my brown hair behind my ear as I began to bob up and down on his cock. Luke put a hand on the back of my head. He didn’t try to force me down or anything, but it made me a little nervous he would if he started to enjoy things too much.



Without stopping the blowjob, I squeezed the athletic swimsuit’s top in one hand and popped my modest mounds out on either side of the suit. Luke took the bait, releasing my head to lean down more and fondle my breasts. He squeezed my tits and rolled the pebbles of my tan nipples under his fingers. My tits aren’t big, but every guy I have dated has used words like “perfect” to describe their pert shape and my delicate nipples. Luke gave my nipples a good pinch and I moaned around his cock, my pleasure vibrating down his shaft.



“Ohhhh, babe, you are so good at that,” he moaned as I slurped wetly and bobbed faster on his cock. My saliva soaked down his shaft and wet his balls. I began to taste the familiar salty oil of his precum on my tongue. I massaged his glistening stones with one hand and felt them tightening against his shaft. Whether or not he said anything, I knew Luke was close to cumming. I made the decision then and there to take it in my mouth and swallow it to avoid any mess.



“Oh, Lucas, in your sister’s room?” The woman’s voice came from the doorway behind me. A cold jolt went through my body and I was so scared that I almost got Luke with my teeth.



“Mommmm!” Luke cried, pulling his cock from my mouth and covering up with both hands. “You told me I could have a party.”



My face burned with humiliation. I quickly tucked my breasts back into the swimsuit and lowered my head in stomach-twisting embarrassment.



“I said you could have a pool party, Lucas, not get a blowjob in your sister’s room. On her bed, no less.”



I chanced a look over my shoulder and saw, what seemed at a glance, to be an angry goddess.



Charlotte Temple was dressed in a white toga-style dress with a gold belt hanging around her slender waist and resting on her shapely hips. Her blonde hair was worn loose and wild, well past her shoulders, like the storm-swept hair of a mythic maiden. Even her makeup, with her smoky eyes and heavy eyeliner highlighting the glittering green of her eyes, reminded me of Ancient Egypt. The fact that she had maybe the best body I had ever seen and was probably well into her forties made me think of immortality.



“I’m sorry,” I murmured, looking away again.



“Oh, sweetie,” said Mrs. Temple, her tone instantly softening. “This is all on Lucas. I’m sorry I had to embarrass you like this.”



“Mom, please,” whined Luke.



“Alright, take it outside,” said Mrs. Temple, her tone growing angry again. “I mean it. No more fooling around in your sister’s room. Stay out of her stuff.”



The most humiliating part was that she stood in the door, sipping wine from a glass as Luke and I had to walk past her. As I walked past, head down, I caught her scent. It was a faint perfume of vanilla and citrus, with a hint of a more primal note to it, and it cause me to look up for a moment. My eyes met hers, just for a split second before I could look away again. I saw a flash of green wrinkled just a tiny bit at the corners, lidded with amusement, staring straight into me.



Then I was past her, in the hall, and she was watching us go. Luke and I bounded down the stairs and returned to the huge pool patio. We were greeted by cheers from the drunk teenagers in the pool and on the lounge chairs. Two of the topless girls were on the muscular shoulders of two of the players and were jousting with pool noodles. One girl and two guys were sharing the hot tub next to the pool, looking particularly relaxed. Becca was snuggled up against the team’s starting fullback, Isaac, her pale leg thrown over his and her hand stroking his huge, dark-skinned chest.



“You have some fun in there?” Isaac shouted, which raised a cheer from the others.



“Funus interruptus,” said Luke, cracking open a beer and taking a long swig.



Luke sulked and drank heavily for the rest of the night. He wasn’t ignoring me exactly – he seemed content for a long time to sit with his legs in the pool and me floating with my head against his crotch – but he was sullen and unfairly blamed me for what had happened. I tried to whisper to him that when everyone left we could go up to his room and finish what we started.



“Yeah, sure, maybe,” he said, swigging more beer.



I drank a couple of the pomegranate hard lemonades he bought for me. They were as sweet as candy and two was enough to give me a good, pleasant buzz. I floated in the pool, losing track of time as players and their girlfriends left in couples. Some lived in the neighborhood and were walking home; others had called Lyfts to drive them back home.



“Gonna go to bed,” said Luke, barely able to stand. “Got practice. You good? You wanna come up and fuck?”



“Maybe in a little bit,” I said, not relishing trying to get him hard enough to have sex in his drunken state. I was tired and enjoying the pool. Adrift in the water, my ears submerged and sound muffled, my hair like seaweed floating around my head, I felt like I was in another world. I stared up at the stars and smiled serenely.



“Alright, goodnight, babe,” said Luke. He muttered something like, “Make you pancakes in the morning.”



The sliding door opened and closed as he went inside. I was left alone in the glow of the underwater lights. I wondered about my future with Luke. Was he the boy I was going to marry? I never imagined it, but I enjoyed him more than any guy I had dated before and he was so hot. So why did I still feel unfulfilled? Was it just about the bad sex?



I sighed and my thoughts drifted on with the twinkling stars to a more immediate and important future; what was I going to do after high school? My grades were good, but not good enough to get me the sort of full ride I would need to go to a real university. Sure, I could pile up scholarships and aid for having a poor family, but I would still be on the hook for tens of thousands of dollars every year and that terrified me.



“I meant to ask this earlier,” said a warm feminine voice, “but are you wearing one of my daughter’s swimsuits?”



I sputtered a little as I reoriented my body from floating to treading water. The noodle I had been using behind my shoulders shot out from under me and skimmed the top of the pool over to the side of the pool. I blinked away the water in my eyes and saw Charlotte Temple standing beside the pool. She was wearing an untied silk robe over a white string bikini that revealed the luscious contours of her middle-aged body shamelessly. Not that she had any reason to be ashamed. I found myself staring up at her large breasts straining her bikini top, her thick nipples erect and clearly outlined beneath the material.



“Um, yeah,” I said. “That was why we were in Luke’s room. He said I could borrow one of her swimsuits.”



“Oh, and that’s all you were doing?” She raised an eyebrow. “Trying on bathing suits?”



My mouth opened and closed. I was unable to come up with any reply that did not involve either a blatant lie or outright admitting that I was sucking her son’s cock.



“Sorry?” I said, gesturing helplessly.



“Oh, I’m just giving you a hard time.” Mrs. Temple sat down on the edge of the pool and slid her long, supple legs into the water. “I know my son is sexually active. And the suit looks good on you.”



“Oh, um, thanks,” I said and started to swim towards the ladder. “I should probably get going.”



“Everyone else is asleep or gone,” said Mrs. Temple and there was a strange twinkle in her eyes as she said it. “I thought you were gone too, but I can’t say I’m disappointed you’re still here.”



“R-really?” I asked, sweeping my wet hair over one shoulder and squeezing out most of the water.



She patted the poolside next to her. It was like three in the morning and I was drunk and didn’t really feel up to a conversation with my boyfriend’s mom. But something in Mrs. Temple’s green eyes told me she wasn’t going to easily take “no” for an answer. I walked over and sat down beside her, hanging my legs into the water next to hers. The stone patio had retained the heat of the September day and warmed my butt.



“I’ve seen you at Luke’s games before,” said Mrs. Temple. “You’re good. Not all showy like that blonde with the big tits, but you’re a real athlete. Do you do any sports?”



“Track and gymnastics,” I said. “Maybe just track this year. I think I’m too tall for gymnastics.”



“I bet you could have been one hell of a swimmer,” she said, looking me over in a way that made me blush. “You have a better body for it than my daughter. Too much like me. These aren’t great for swimming.”



Mrs. Temple squeezed her breasts in her bikini top, crushing them in her palms in a way that revealed the upper curves of her pink areolas. I felt extra self-conscious about my own modest breasts and quickly looked away.



“Yours are nice though,” said Mrs. Temple. “Despite what boys think, it’s not all about big tits.”



Yeah?
 I thought.
 So please stop talking about them.



When I glanced over at her again, she was staring out at the neighborhood lights visible over the low wall surrounding the patio. She sighed softly.



“You’re not from this neighborhood are you?” She asked.



“No, I live on Winding Creek,” I said. “Over by the mall.”



She nodded without casting any judgment. I could feel it though. Feel her assessing me and my worth as a person based on my family’s income.



“My dad left,” I blurted. “It was all my mom could afford.”



“Despite what you may think about me, Emily, was it?”



I nodded.



“Emily, I was not from a rich family. My husband was. But I was rich before I met him. I had a good friend who gave me a good job and I made my own fortune.” She clapped her hand on my thigh and gave it a squeeze. “And being rich doesn’t make you a better person. It just makes you richer.”



I looked from her hand on my leg and into her eyes. A strange pang went through my body. I was suddenly aware of the heat in my loins and the way my nipples felt rubbing against the smooth swimsuit. Mrs. Temple winked at me and rolled forward into the swimming pool, executing a perfect dive that took her most of the way across the pool before she surface again.



“I, um, I really have to get going,” I said, rising to my feet.



“Would you like me to drive you home?” She swam closer to the edge of the pool nearest to me. “I don’t want you driving if you’ve been drinking.”



“I… I’ll be fine,” I said, noticing the way the water rippled over her lovely body.



“Come by tomorrow,” said Mrs. Temple. “I’ll make some lemonade and we can talk some more.”



I felt a sensation like I was being sucked into a whirlpool inside my own body. The roiling funnel of that all-consuming current reached down somewhere in my lower abdomen. I knew I had to get out of there.



“Uh, sure, okay,” I said, almost running. I was through the sliding door as I said, “Tomorrow.”



“Drive safe, Emily,” I heard her call after me.



The drive home was tense. The alcohol wasn’t really the issue, it was that I kept getting distracted thinking about the two weird and embarrassing encounters I had with Mrs. Temple. Each time I thought about them, my mind focused on some inappropriate detail, like her soft lips or the way her eyes sparkled by the pool. I wondered why I was thinking and feeling these things about a woman.



I arrived home with a desperate need to reassert my heterosexuality. Thankfully, my mom was asleep, giving me a chance to sneak up to my bedroom, lock my bedroom door, and fire up pornhub. I began rubbing my clit to some of the filthiest porn I could find. I went from a stepfather scene to a gangbang to a Blacked scene with the biggest cock I’ve ever seen on a man pounding into a little, lily white blonde. My pleasure tightened in my tummy. I closed my eyes and tried to picture Luke, pounding me like the guy in the video was pounding the woman. I heard him grunting behind me as I got on my knees and plunged two fingers into my tight pussy.



“Yesssss,” I moaned, rocking my hips and fucking back against my fingers.



As my orgasm built, something happened. That image of Luke grabbing my slender waist and ramming his cock into me like a beast slipped away. Mrs. Temple appeared in place of her son. She was on her knees behind me and my fingers became her fingers. She squeezed and caressed my ass as she told me, “Cum for me, Emily.”



“Ohhhhhhhh!” I buried my face in my pillow to muffle my cry of ecstasy. Powerful orgasmic spasms rippled through me, squeezing against my fingers. In my mind it was Mrs. Temple, fucking me with her fingers, dressed in her white bikini, her tits jiggling with each thrust of her hand. I wailed into the pillow and I came for her. I came for Mrs. Temple.



A wave of guilt followed my orgasm. I hugged my pillow against my chest and curled into a ball on my bed.









Going for a Swim



 



I’m not sure why I went. I think I convinced myself that it was to return Olivia’s swimsuit that I had worn home the night before. But that didn’t explain why I brought my own swimsuit, a red two-piece tankini with a white floral pattern and shorts that suited my slender frame much better than Olivia’s athletic one-piece. I still felt mostly naked in the bathing suit as I walked up to the front door of Luke’s house and rang the doorbell.



“Is that Emily?” Mrs. Temple shouted from the patio.



“Yes, Mrs. Temple,” I shouted in reply.



“Come on in,” she said. “I’m already enjoying the sun.”



My heart drummed heavily in my chest as I made my way through the Temple house with its high ceilings and extravagant furnishings and emerged on the sun-warmed patio. Mrs. Temple was stretched out on one of the wooden lounge chairs, her legs crossed and glistening a pale gold in the late-morning sun. She was wearing a red bikini that almost matched the shade of my own swimsuit. Hers seemed designed to show off as much of her body as possible without getting her kicked off a beach. She tilted back the oversized brim of her sun hat and slid her sunglasses down to the end of her nose so I could see the green of her eyes.



“Oh, that’s a cute swimsuit,” she said. “I like the little shorts. Turn around for me.”



“I, um, brought back Olivia’s swimsuit,” I said, holding up the folded suit. “Washed, of course.”



“Of course,” laughed Mrs. Temple. “You know she will never wear it again, right? That hasn’t fit her in years. She has, mmmm, filled out more.”



I turned a little red at the way Mrs. Temple was looking at my slender body and small, pert breasts.



“You have a great ass, you know,” she said, nearly making me choke. “You should really wear those shorts higher. Show yourself off a little more. Here…”



She got up from her chair and stood behind me. In her heeled sandals she felt a foot taller than me, although it was probably only a few inches. She ran her hands from my arms down to my hips, took hold of my shorts, and pulled them upwards. I gasped softly as the fabric cinched into my crack and my cheeks popped out.



She gave me what amounted to a wedgie. I knew some girls wore their shorts that way, but I had never been that much of an exhibitionist. And yet… I like the way it felt and the way Mrs. Temple smiled at me.



Her hand lingered on my hip, her thumb touching the exposed portion of my right buttock just below the edge of the shorts. She leaned her upper body a little closer to me and I caught that same hint of vanilla, citrus, and sexuality wafting from her. I thought she was going to do something, maybe touch me more intimately or kiss me, and the sudden realization made me tremble with excitement. I didn’t quite understand what was happening.



“Emily,” she murmured.



“W-what is it, Mrs. Temple?” I whispered, looking at her over my shoulder and see the heat in her eyes.



She snapped out of it suddenly, releasing me and stepping back.



“It’s a bit hot,” she said as if just noticing that it was over 90 degrees. “Would you like some lemonade?”



“Um, y-yes,” I said. I was relieved that she had backed away and I smiled a little to enthusiastically. “Yeah. Thank you.”



“Perfect!” She declared, betraying a bit of nervousness herself. “I’ll go mix up a pitcher. Why don’t you have a dip? Cool off.”



“Is, um, Luke around?” I wondered.



“Oh, no, he had a long practice today,” said Mrs. Temple. “He won’t be home until three or four at the earliest.”



I was eighteen, but I wasn’t so naive that I did not understand the message she was communicating to me. She was letting me know that we were alone with each other and we would be for hours. The thought that she was telling me that gave me another thrill of excitement. It made me wonder just what the hell I was doing. Charlotte Temple was my boyfriend’s mom. And I wasn’t a lesbian. Was she?



I put down my bag and walked out to the diving board feeling like my entire ass was exposed by the shorts cinched into my crack. Although it was humiliating, it was also strangely comfortable. Maybe a little too comfortable. Each step I took as I walked out onto the board caused the gusset of the shorts to rub against my pussy and clit. Bouncing up and down on the board made it worse. I had to dive into the pool because I was afraid bouncing up and down was going to make me cum.



I shuddered underwater, kicking my legs and feeling the shorts cinch even tighter. I came to the surface on the far end of the pool gasping and it wasn’t for air. I clung to the side of the pool, scissoring my legs under the water and feeling the pleasure building between my legs. I imagined Mrs. Temple’s hands on my hips, her lips close to my ear. I could almost smell that intoxicating scent.



“What are you doing?” I hissed under my breath. “She’s married. She’s your boyfriend’s mom. She’s a… SHE!”



The sliding door purred open and Mrs. Temple emerged from the house carrying a tray with ice filled glasses and a pitcher of lemonade. She beamed her perfect white smile at me, her hips rolling with each step as she brought the tray over to the table nearest to me. I pushed up out of the pool, flipping my hair over my shoulder and squeezing out the water before getting to my feet.



“Water nice?” She asked as she set out the glasses and began pouring them full of lemonade.



“Oh, um, yeah, it’s perfect,” I said, sitting down in one of the sun-warmed chairs.



“Do you swim a lot?” She asked, sitting down beside me in her own chair. “I know we talked about you having a good swimmer’s physique. It’d be a shame if you never got a chance to swim.”



“Oh, yeah, there’s a community pool,” I said and immediately regretted it. Public pools were for poor people, not people like the Temples. They were noisy and crowded and probably slightly unsanitary.



Mrs. Temple betrayed no judgment.



“You can swim here any time you want,” she said. “If I’m not in the office, I’m lounging by this pool, soaking up the sun or going for a swim myself. It would be nice to have company. I like it when pretty young women pay attention to me.”



I almost choked on my lemonade. I set the glass down and saw her watching me.



“It’s good,” I croaked. “Just the right, um, sweet and sour.”



“My secret is a hint of vanilla,” she said. “And you melt the sugar into syrup.”



“Where, um, where do you work?” I asked, eager to keep the conversation away from Mrs. Temple’s flirty comments.



“Oh, here and there,” she said. “I’m a recruiter for a very wealthy woman. Valerie Pryce. Have you heard of her?”



“Yeah,” I said immediately. “Who hasn’t? She is like the richest woman in the world. She runs Maximal Marketing.”



“She runs about fifty companies under Maximal Marketing and she is one of the richest people in the world overall,” said Mrs. Temple. “Not that money matters to her. It’s all just a tool for getting what she really wants.”



“What does she want?” I asked, taking another sip of lemonade.



“That depends on the situation,” said Mrs. Temple. “If it’s about business and she’s talking me, she’ll want me to poach talent from another company or recruit fresh out of college. But Valerie likes power more than anything else. Power over people.”



“She sounds like a super villain,” I said and immediately regretted it. “No offense.”



“Oh, she’d take that as a compliment,” chuckled Mrs. Temple. “I try to remind her she’s still human like the rest of us. I’ve been friends with her for a very long time. In fact, I just went to her wedding.”



“I think I saw something about that on TV,” I said, remembering footage of a typhoon and an island devastated by flooding. “I bet that was intense.”



“It was,” said Mrs. Temple. “I probably shouldn’t be telling you this, but the most amazing part was that because of the hurricane I was practically trapped in the honeymoon suite with her and her wife.”



“Wife?” My eyes widened again. I remembered pictures on the newscast of a beautiful blonde who seemed much younger than the dark-haired mogul. Clearly, I had not been paying close enough attention. “So you were right there on, like, oh…”



“Yeah,” said Mrs. Temple giving me a wink. “I tried not to see anything, but they weren’t quiet about it.”



I felt as if my face was turning purple with embarrassment. Mrs. Temple saw my shocked expression, nudged me with an elbow, and started moaning, “’Ohhhhhh Valerie, oh, yes, right thereeeee!’”



“Oh my god,” I laughed, covering my mouth with both hands.



“She’s a lot of fun,” said Mrs. Temple. “I would introduce you to her someday, but she would try to steal you away from me. From my son.”



There was the briefest pause between her saying “away from me” and “from my son.” Long enough for her to see me recognize what she had done.



“Anyway,” she said, quickly covering. “Just the two of us today. Want to race to the other side?”



She pulled her hair back in a ponytail, stood up from the table, and without waiting for an answer she dived gracefully into the deep end of the pool. I sat there for a moment, wondering what Mrs. Temple was after and why I wasn’t running for the door and back out to my car. What did I really have in common with an over forty-year-old woman? I wasn’t a lesbian!



Even as I said that to myself, I stood up from the table, swept my hair behind my head, and dived into the pool after her. She might have said I had the swimmer’s body, but Mrs. Temple had the swimmer’s strength. Her curves concealed real strength and she literally did laps back and forth with me unable to keep up.



“Alright,” I gasped, struggling to chase her, “you win.”



“What’s that?” She laughed, circling around me. “Did I just hear the teenager surrendering to the old woman?”



“You’re not an old woman,” I pointed out.



“That’s right, I’m not,” she said, circling me faster than I could turn around to face her. She poked my sides and hips with her fingers under the water. “I’m forty-four. In this day and age, that’s a woman’s sexual peak.”



She let me catch her right as she said, “Sexual peak.”



I had my hands on her shapely hips without even realized it. Although she was taller than me, our faces were even as we bounced our toes up and down on the bottom of the pool at the middle depth. Her hands were on my hips. Her face was close to mine. She wasn’t wearing makeup, but those green eyes were just as bewitching. I stared into them as I seemed to get closer to her by force of gravity.



“There’s so much to explore,” she murmured, the water lapping at our necks as we bobbed up and down. “It takes at least thirty to really hit your stride. Unless you have a teacher.”



“A teacher?” I whispered, my face so close to hers that we were almost touching.



She pulled me the last inch or two under the water and I felt the press of her curves against me. Her breasts were so soft they felt softer than the water. My lips were scarcely an inch from hers.



“Yes,” she whispered. “Or a mentor. Someone to show you the path to pleasures you never even imagined.”



Her hand was moving from my hip towards the gusset of my shorts. Just as her lips were about to collide with mine, just as her fingers were destined to find the shorts taut against my pussy, the sliding door hissed open.



“Mom? Emily?” Luke called from the patio.



I pushed away from Mrs. Temple and swam towards the shallow end of the pool. As soon as I could stand up, I walked out of the water. Behind me, Mrs. Temple had not moved from the spot. I glanced back at her and saw her smiling at me. She winked and it was like she plucked a string inside me that resonated through my body.



“Hey, babe,” said Luke, pulling me dripping wet into his arms. He smashed a sweaty kiss to my lips and asked, “What are you doing here?”



“Oh, um, your mom said I could swim,” I said. “And I had to return your sister’s swimsuit, so, um, I was swimming, and we were talking.”



“Sure, cool,” he said, apparently oblivious to what had been happening. “Want to go upstairs?”



He squeezed my wet ass in the swimsuit with both his hands. He smelled like sweat and the grass stains on his Spartans uniform.



“Yeah, um, sure,” I said. I called over my shoulder, “Thanks for the lemonade, Mrs. Temple!”



“Any time, Emily,” she called back, still standing in the same spot.



Upstairs in Luke’s bedroom, he kisses me and fondles me and peels off my wet swimsuit. The stink of maleness is all over him and all over me as he pulls me against him and squeezes my ass with both hands. His tongue thrusts into my mouth, salty with his sweat, seemingly more overbearing than usual.



I’m not ashamed to say that after the conflicting excitement of my swim with Mrs. Temple, I was incredibly ready to get fucked. I think I was more ready than Luke. I climbed onto him on the bed, sliding down onto his cock and riding him hard and fast. I made myself cum on Luke’s big cock, throwing back my head and pressing my hands on his chiseled chest as I made his bed shake.



He flipped me onto my back and plundered my pussy almost as relentlessly. He liked to stare into my eyes, his hair still damp with sweat from practice and hanging in his face. He pulled out of my pussy at the last possible second and sprayed his cum all over my hitching abdomen. I watched his load spurt out in white ropes, glad he didn’t get any in my eyes.



“I’ll get a towel,” he grunted and rolled off the bed.



In the afterglow of that unexpected orgasm, I felt oddly guilty. Like I had the night before when I made myself cum thinking of Mrs. Temple. I turned my head and right at that moment I caught sight of a family photo on the shelf with Mrs. Temple front and center. She was much younger, Luke and his sister were just little kids, but her green eyes stared back at me with the same intensity I had felt in the pool.



“Here you go,” said Luke, tossing me the towel to clean off my tummy. He watched me wiping it up and said, “You were wild. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you so turned on.”



“Maybe, um, I just like you all hot and sweaty like that,” I lied.



“Next time after a game I won’t bother showering first,” he chuckled.



We hung out for a couple hours in his room, talking about the sort of things we tended to talk about, like our immediate plans for the coming week and our schedules of conflicting practices. I had cheer practice on most of the days he had football practice, but I also had track three days a week, which meant really only Tuesday and Thursday nights and then the weekends were available to us.



“Want to do something Sunday?” He asked.



“Yeah, maybe,” I said. “I have to work in the morning, but that would be nice. Maybe go out to dinner or just get a pizza and hang out?”



“Sounds good, babe,” he said, kissing me. “I’ve got to go over to Ryan’s today. Gonna play paintball. You can come if you—“



“No, no,” I said, holding up my hands. “That sounds like boy stuff. Leave me out.”



“Alright,” he laughed. We embraced one last time. He tried to lure me into taking a shower with him, but I wanted to get home.



On the way out of the house, I remembered I had left my bag with my phone out by the pool. My phone was sitting on the table next to the bag. I didn’t remember leaving it there. I picked it up and turned it on and there was a text message from an unknown number. It just said, “Hi” and had a winking face.



I had a pretty good guess who sent me the text.



That night, as I was cuddled up in bed watching an episode of Westworld on my phone, my suspicions were confirmed. The number sent me another text, this one asking, “You still up?”



“Yeah,” I texted back. “Is this Mrs. Temple?”



“LOL! It’s Charlotte,” she texted back. “You can call me Charlie, you know.”



“I’ll stick with Mrs. Temple,” I said and included a smiley face. There was a long pause between texts and I tried to go back to watching my show, but I kept thinking that maybe I had insulted her by saying that.



Fortunately, she texted back, “Was thinking you need a proper bikini. One that fits. Want to go shopping with me tomorrow?”



“For bikinis?” I asked, surprised by the suggestion.



“Sure, my treat,” she said. “We’ll pick out a couple.”



Mrs. Temple could have been Mr. Temple and I probably would have accepted that offer. Good bikinis were expensive and the idea that she was going to buy more than one was exciting. The fact that it was Mrs. Temple asking me out to do it made it ten times as exciting to me.



“OK!” I replied.



“Know a good shop downtown,” she said. “I’ll swing by and pick you up at around 1.”



My eyes widened at the thought of Mrs. Temple seeing the crappy duplex I lived in with my mother. No matter how cool she seemed with me being from the old wrong side of the tracks, I did not want her seeing just how wrong my side was.



“I’ll meet you downtown,” I texted quickly. “Where do you want to meet?”



“Let’s get sushi first,” she suggested. “Baka Bento?”



“YUMMM!” I texted back. I had eaten there exactly once, on my birthday when I turned 17.



“See you then,” she replied and included the kiss emoji.



Slightly surprised, I texted back the sly smile. I went back to watching my episode of Westworld in too much of a daze to understand what was happening.









A Shopping Trip



 



I wore a spaghetti-strapped, white summer dress with peach-colored flowers on the skirt. The fact that I wasn’t wearing a bra attracted some unwanted attention on the bus, but the creepy old man staring at my tits the whole ride downtown at least kept his distance. I was early, but it was a nice day, so I staked out a spot next to the fountain and watched some guys skateboarding on the stairs of the nearby courthouse.



Charlotte Temple was fashionably late, arriving in her Porsche coup with the top down, her blonde hair blowing behind her as she pulled up to the valet. She emerged from the car and revealed that she was wearing a very short dress of pink chiffon with a rose pattern all the way up to the blouse. The strapless dress showed off her long legs, but was surprisingly modest for her bust, with just the very tops of her tanned breasts visible.



Mrs. Temple took her ticket from the valet and watched him pull away in her car. I hurried across the street to join her.



“Ohhhh, you look so cute,” she said, embracing me and kissing my cheeks.



“So do you,” I said, looking her over and realizing that the chiffon was much semi-sheer and much more daring than I thought from a distance. “I love the dress.”



“Thank you,” she said, playing with the skirt as she looked down at it. “I bought it at a vintage store last summer and never had a chance to wear it.”



“Well, it’s hot,” I said, earning a smile from the beautiful older woman.



“You’re so sweet,” she said, hooking her arm through mine. “Come on. Are you hungry? Have you been here before?"



Baka Bento was the sort of restaurant with a waterfall in the entryway and big skylights in a dining area modeled after a Japanese garden. Sort of like a classy Rainforest Café for rich people. We were led through the restaurant, past a huge, cylindrical aquarium swirling with koi fish, and onto the rooftop deck with the koi pond that formed the top of the aquarium. A waitress in a modern take on a kimono served us an incredible spread of sushi chosen from the menu by Mrs. Temple. She seemed to know her way around the menu and I was happy to let her order.



“You should always eat them with your chopsticks,” she said, plucking a salmon avocado roll between her chopsticks. “Do you know how to use chopsticks?”



“Please,” I scoffed. “I grew up in California.”



I then proceeded to drop a seared tuna roll into my lap. My face went beet red as I picked the sushi up and set it aside on my plate.



“Do I need to teach you?” Mrs. Temple laughed.



“I really do know how to use chopsticks,” I said, my face hot with embarrassment. I tried again, smudging wasabi onto tuna sashimi before deftly plucking it from the platter and popping it into my mouth. It was a lot for one bite and a little heavy on the wasabi, but I toughed it out and smiled through it.



“Not bad,” said Mrs. Temple. “My daughter is good with chopsticks but my son insists on a fork.”



I gulped down the sushi, feeling weird that she referred to my boyfriend as her son as if he had no relationship with me. We settled into the lunch and a pleasant, low key conversation. Mrs. Temple asked me about high school and about my plans for college. She seemed particularly interested in how we come up with routines for cheerleading and she seemed to know about or various outfits we wore for special routines or when it was cold.



Mrs. Temple was also more than happy to talk about herself.



“I travel almost every week,” she said. “I go where the talent we need is located, which might be Los Angeles or it might be Hong Kong. I usually don’t know where I am headed more than a week advance. But I fly first class and I read a lot of books.”



“Oh? I love to read too,” I said and immediately felt stupid for saying it that way.



“I mostly read trash,” she said. “Murder mysteries, erotica, and that sort of thing. I prefer my
 Fifty Shades
 about a thousand shades dirtier.”



I had certainly paged through romance novels looking for the good bits, but I tended to read things most other people found boring. I admitted as much to Mrs. Temple.



“Like what?” Mrs. Temple asked.



“History books,” I said. “I can read just about any book about history, but if I’m going purely for enjoyment I go with film history.”



“You’re living in the right state,” she said. “What is your favorite film?”



“That’s tough. Hard to pick just one favorite. I love weird stuff, science fiction and horror and stuff like that,” I said. “But I appreciate the classics too. I think my favorite is probably
 Casablanca
 . Either that or
 Sunset Boulevard
 .”



“Both great,” said Mrs. Temple. “I think
 Casablanca
 is showing at the Cameo next weekend. A double feature with the Maltese Falcon. Maybe we could go and see it together.”



She reached her hand across the table and squeezed mine. She added, “Would you like that?”



I was caught by surprise. I had never really thought about doing things with my boyfriend’s mom. She smiled sweetly at me. I couldn’t see a reason not to do it, other than the usual.



“I’d like that,” I said. “Although, I have a really busy schedule.”



“I’m sure we can make it work,” she said in a confident tone that told me she was used to be people rearranging their schedules for her. She gave my hand a squeeze and returned to eating her lunch.



“What, um, what is your favorite movie?” I asked.



“I like the classics too,” she said. “But I prefer to make movies.”



“Oh, you’re a filmmaker?” I was taken aback. I had seen no evidence of that during my visits to the Temple house.



Mrs. Temple favored me with a mysterious smile and said, “I dabble.”



She was not willing to elaborate without being pressed and I decided not to press her. We finished our lunch and Mrs. Temple made sure I did not see how much she spent on our meal. I had eaten lightly. I didn’t want to feel bloated if I was going to be trying on swimsuits.



We left the restaurant arm-in-arm and Mrs. Temple escorted me to the downtown shops located in the shadow of the luxurious Chesapeake Hotel. The shop windows were full of designer fashion for a well-heeled clientele. We passed Silk, the trendy lingerie shop, and I slowed as we passed the Lariat Boutique, with its riding breeches, velvet jackets, and dressage helmets.



“Do you like horseback riding?” Mrs. Temple asked me with her hand resting on the small of my back.



“Um, yeah, I mean, I’ve only done it a couple times, but it’s cool,” I said. “I like the fashion.”



“English dressage,” she said. “You know, Valerie owns a horse farm not far from here. I’m sure she wouldn’t mind if I popped by with a friend and went riding.”



“Oh, well, I mean, I don’t have any of this stuff,” I said.



Mrs. Temple laughed as if that was no concern. She gently pushed me along, away from the Lariat Boutique and to Sunset Noir. It was the trendiest of the trendy, the sort of shop that placed outfits on pedestals instead of mannequins and sold five-thousand dollar sunglasses. There was a coffee bar inside and a small lounge where two older women seemed to be drinking champagne.



We were greeted as we entered by a pretty young woman with a lopsided bleached-white haircut and the sort of expression of complete detachment only achieved by luxury saleswomen and literal zombies. Her nametag identified her as “Lena.”



“What are you interested in today?” She asked, looking us both over and actually grimacing slightly at my inexpensive dress.



“A bit more enthusiasm,” said Mrs. Temple. “My daughter needs a few swimsuits. They should emphasize her beauty without restraint. Are you able to help me spend a great deal of money or should I take her somewhere else?”



“Of course,” said Lena, straightening up. “My apologies. Were you looking for something in a one-piece? A two-piece? What do you prefer?”



“I, um, I usually go with a bikini,” I said.



“She wants to try everything,” interjected Mrs. Temple.



“Very good,” said Lena. “If you would follow me back to one of our boudoirs, I would be happy to help you digitally model some of our suits. Then you can try on what you like.”



I wasn’t totally sure what she meant, but I followed her back to a small bedroom with a huge TV turned perpendicular to the wall. Mrs. Temple followed behind me. I gave the bed an uncertain look and Lena smiled.



“We like to make our customers feel at home and unhurried,” said the saleswoman. “It should be like you are trying on clothing you already own.”



“Only looking into a big TV screen instead of a mirror,” said Mrs. Temple.



“Yes, right,” said Lena and she picked up a tablet from one of the bed’s night tables. “If you could undress for me, I will take some images of you and we can model some of the outfits.”



I thought it was insane, all of it, and I didn’t really want to stand around naked and have my picture taken in front of Mrs. Temple. Seeming to sense this, Mrs. Temple put a comforting hand on my shoulder and gave it a squeeze.



“I’ll go first,” she suggested. “I have plenty of bathing suits but there is always room in my closet for one more.”



“Very good,” said Lena, stepping back.



My heart raced as Mrs. Temple began to shamelessly undress. She plucked off her heeled sandals and slipped out of her pink chiffon dress so easily it seemed like a burlesque dancer’s trick costume. Beneath her dress, Mrs. Temple wore a boudoir bra so sheer it seemed to be made from lacy cobwebs with a single substantial white band beneath her ample mounds. Her breasts were magnificently pert for their size and her age, with sizable pink areolas and thick, erect pink nipples. She wore matching boy shorts that were completely sheer in back and only covered her mound with a small patch of white.



She looked like a lingerie catalog model. She unclasped her bra and freed her breasts, revealing only the slightest droop and the bikini-shaped creamy white of her breasts in contrast to her tan body. She exposed similar tan lines as she stepped out of her panties. I tried not to look, but the fact that Mrs. Temple’s delicate pussy was waxed hairless was shocking to me. She was astonishingly beautiful and confidently sexual in a way that I found both awe-inspiring and unsettling.



She smiled, her green eyes meeting mine, catching me staring so intently I was unable to look away from her bare beauty even after being caught.



“Stand with your arms at your side, but not touching,” said Lena, calling Mrs. Temple’s attention. “Perfect, just like that. Perfect posture. Turn around. Good, good. And… there we are. Done.”



Almost immediately, a life-sized image of Mrs. Temple appeared on the TV. Mrs. Temple turned to face it, giving me ample opportunity to stare at her plush, heart-shaped bottom. She had a good bit of cheek and the untanned triangle of white on her ass was very sexy. I could see the slightest glimpse of her mound between her shapely thighs. Mrs. Temple being naked, not to mention her naked picture on the TV, changed the atmosphere of the room completely. Lena did not seem to notice, but I became hot and almost breathless with the intense, prickling sensation in the air. My face was so flushed it felt feverish.



“Now,” continued Lena, standing beside Mrs. Temple, “You have a very shapely body, large bust, wide hips, slender waist. I can tell you are not a shy woman, so I would recommend something like this.”



She tapped the tablet with her finger and Mrs. Temple’s image on the screen was suddenly wearing a large-cupped bikini top. The style was a brilliant white with navy blue trim.



“We can go a bit smaller on the cups,” said Mrs. Temple.



“Very good,” said Lena. “How about an underwire balconette style bikini top for support and something with a bit lower cut.”



She tapped the tablet a few times and the bikini on the screen shifted style to reveal more of Mrs. Temple’s cleavage and have heavier shoulder straps. She tapped her tablet again and revealed more than a dozen color combinations.



“Perfect,” said Mrs. Temple.



“And for a matching bottom, we can show off as much or as little cheek as you would like,” said Lean, flipping the image to the rear view photo she took of Mrs. Temple. Her bare bottom was covered a moment later with a full-seated version of the bikini.



“My ass looks huge,” chuckled Mrs. Temple.



It did look big, both on screen and in real life. It was a round, womanly rear, the sort most men would admire and call, “thicc.” There was virtually no cellulite and despite its roundness it seemed quite firm.



Lena tapped her tablet a few times, slowly cycling through high-cut, boy shorts, thong, and even an eye-popping g-string version which threaded a string of pearls almost into the crack of Mrs. Temple’s ass.



“You have these beautiful tanlines,” said Lena, gesturing at the screen, “and I think I can match those. Some people like to show their naughty side by going with a smaller cut. Something like this.”



She cycled back to the high-cut bottoms, which left part of the creamy triangle of untanned flesh exposed on Mrs. Temple’s bottom.



“Oh, yes, I like that,” said Mrs. Temple. “What do you think, Emily?”



“Um,” I could feel my face burning hot as I tried to judge her luscious ass on the screen as she stood their naked, “I think, um, all of them, I mean, I like the high cut, it’s cute.”



“It’s cute,” said Mrs. Temple. “The high cut it is.”



“Very good,” said Lena. “There is a robe in the closet here if you would like to put that on.”



“Sure,” said Mrs. Temple and she glanced at me as she shrugged on the soft, comfortable-looking pink robe. She belted it tightly around her slender waist, leaving the robe’s collar open enough to expose most of her cleavage.



“Now it’s your turn,” said Lena, motioning me to stand in front of the TV.



My heart felt like it was going to explode from my chest. I wasn’t super shy about my body, I changed in front of other women all the time without problem, and although I wasn’t an exhibitionist I had no problem wearing a bikini.



Undressing in front of my boyfriend’s mom was a different story. She sat down on the edge of the bed, crossed her long legs, and stared at me with a smile on her face.



“I, um, alright,” I said, stepping towards Lena.



I could actually hear my heartbeat in my ears as I unzipped the back of my dress and slid it from my shoulders. I was not wearing a bra underneath, so the fabric caught on my erect nipples for a moment, hanging there and sending a faint pulse of pleasure to my clit, before the weight of the dress pulled free. My breasts were pale with small, tan areolas and nipples. They felt so hard they were almost throbbing. I resisted the urge to cover my small breasts with my hands and slipped the dress down over my hips. My panties were nothing fancy, just plain white cotton clinging to my round ass. My heart beat faster as I slipped them down my long legs, a heat in my pussy at being watched by Mrs. Temple. My little cunt was trimmed, just a small triangle of short brown hair. I was mindful that as I bent over to step out of my panties, Mrs. Temple probably caught a glimpse of my dusky anus in the pale crack of my ass.



“Now stand up straight,” said Lena. “Arms at your sides. A little more away from your body. Perfect. Good, no turn around. Arch your back a little. Excellent.”



Somehow, the humiliation seemed worse when my naked picture appeared on the screen. It was like seeing myself in a nude scene in a movie and my boyfriend’s mom happened to be in the room, staring at my small B-cup breasts and my fuzz of pubic hair.



“So, for your daughter,” said Lena, addressing Mrs. Temple, “she has a very even medium-tan and a smaller bust. What about an embroidered bikini, something like this in sea blue, with cute embroidery.”



A swimsuit bottom appeared on the screen covering my mound.



“We have the Poseidon, which has little trident patterns, these large hanging side knots and the bottom is a bikini bottom, very breathable and comfortable, and then for the top we go with this bandeau style top with a central chest ring and straps that will allow you to lift and embellish the bust a bit.”



The top reminded me of a blue bowtie covering my breasts, but there was something playful about it. I liked it. Mrs. Temple stood up from the bed and joined me in front of the TV.



“We can get that one,” said Mrs. Temple, “but she’s gorgeous. We need something to really grab people’s attention.”



At that moment, standing naked beside her, that felt like the last thing I wanted. Lena tapped her tablet and a bright yellow-green bikini appeared on my body on the TV.



“If you want something to draw the eye, then let’s go with a bright color like chartreuse and a dynamic pattern like this turtle scale on a very high cut bikini briefs. Wide side rings show off more skin and the back is available in a thong if she would prefer it.”



“Let’s get both cuts,” said Mrs. Temple.



“Very good,” said Lena, nodding and tapping at the tablet. “And for the top we have the same pattern available in a halter neck with triangular cups that provide good coverage and optional padding if she would like to enlarge her bust. Up to you. I have small breasts as well, so please don’t take offense.”



“None taken,” I said quickly.



“Let me get these suits for you and you can try them on and let me know what you think,” said Lena. “If there is more you are interested in then I would be happy to keep searching.”



Lena excused herself and I went to the closet and picked out a robe. Mrs. Temple watched me put it on with the same hungry look she gave me while I was undressing.



“This place is, um, this is a weird place,” I said, tucking my hair behind my ear.



“It is unusual,” said Mrs. Temple. “These boutiques all sell clothes from the same designers, so they have to offer different experiences. Otherwise, why would anyone pay a thousand dollars for a bikini?”



“A thousand dollars?” My eyes went wide. “Oh, Mrs. Temple, I can’t accept that sort of gift.”



“You will accept it,” she said firmly and took my hand. “After all, it’s purely selfish. I want to see you diving into my pool wearing these swimsuits.”



Her eyes sparkled in the low light of the boudoir. I had a sudden flash of her pulling me onto the bed beside her, yanking open my robe, and ravishing me with her hands and lips. I almost swooned at the thought.



Mrs. Temple wet her lips and looked up at me. My legs bumped against hers. I realized she had uncrossed them when I had approached and I was standing between her legs. Her robed was parted just enough that when I looked down I could see her hairless pussy. I felt a throb in my own.



I looked at her soft lips, into her green eyes, and I leaned down and kissed Mrs. Temple. I held the kiss for only a moment before I realized what I had just done. I tried to pull away, but her hand was holding mine and she pulled me back to her lips.



Charlotte Temple’s mouth opened like a flower to the summer sun and her tongue slid against mine. All of the strange heat between us poured out into the molten sweetness of that kiss. Her tongue slid against mine and explored my mouth. I struggled to do the same, feeling as if my heart would burst, as if I might break into sobs of emotion.



“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned into the kiss, satisfaction and lust vibrating against my lips as her hands cradled my hips.



The door opened behind us and Lena entered the room. I pulled away from Mrs. Temple, my face hot and red in humiliation. I covered my mouth with my hand as if it might reveal some terrible further secret and I ran from the room, grabbing my clothes and my bag as I fled.



“You can’t take the robe,” called Lena, but I didn’t care.



I felt sick and confused. I rode the bus home, trying to dress myself under the pink robe I was wearing while some passengers stared at me with lust and others with disgust. It didn’t matter. I had kissed my boyfriend’s mom! I had initiated it! And then her tongue was in my mouth! Oh, god, my thighs trembled at the memory of that hot sensation, her adventurous tongue, the smell of her body and her blonde hair, and the sweetness of tea from our lunch still lingering in her mouth.



I turned it over and over again in my head. I cried and recovered and cried and recovered until my eyes were sore and swollen by the time I returned home. I checked my phone once, instinctively, on the bus home, and I had several texts from Luke asking me if I was OK and if I still wanted to hang out. I had stood him up! I had totally forgotten about telling him I would hang out and I had gone out with his mom instead. My guilt was overwhelming.



When I got home, my mom wanted to quiz me about where I had been and why I didn’t drive my car. She tried to grab the folded robe from me and demanded to know where I got it. Then she saw I had been crying.



Her tone changed instantly, “What happened, baby? Did something happen?”



“No,” I said. “No, it’s alright. I… I’m having some trouble with my boyfriend, but it’s nothing he did. Okay?”



“You would tell me if something serious is going on, right?” My mom asked, taking my hand and squeezing it. “I will understand. I want to know about your life.”



“I’m an adult.” It was petulant and I knew immediately that it was the wrong thing to say.



“Well, you are an adult living in my house,” she snapped. “While you’re coming and going you can keep me in the loop if you want to live here rent free.”



“Alright, mom,” I sighed. “I’m sorry. I just… it’s been a confusing day. I’m going to go up to my room now, okay?”



“Okay, sweetie,” she said. “Give me a hug.”



We shared a long hug and I couldn’t help but notice the plain shampoo and soap smell of my mom, the smell of working on her feet at the grocery store where she worked in the office, the smell of an afternoon beer. It was unglamorous and un-sexy and it was mom. It grounded me back in the familiar world where up was up and down was down. I hugged her a little tighter and did not let go until she laughed.



“Thanks, mom,” I said, releasing her and heading up to my bedroom on the second floor of our townhouse.



I was so exhausted from the drama of the afternoon that I took off my dress, pulled on shorts and a t-shirt, and flopped face-down on my bed. I fell asleep almost instantly. When I woke up it was dark outside and my face was in a puddle of drool. I reached out for my phone in the darkness and saw that it was after 10PM and I had several more text messages from Luke. I sat up in bed, pulling my knees against my chest as I dialed his number.



“Hey, babe,” he answered. “What’s up? How come you’re ghosting me?”



“I am not ghosting you,” I said. “It has been a bad day, I had this whole thing this afternoon, and then a fight with my mom, it’s… ugh! I’m so sorry I wasn’t around to hang out.”



“It’s alright,” said Luke. “I went with Brady and Josh to that car wash thing some of the girls were doing. I saw Madison.”



“Oh, you saw her at the car wash?” I asked, feeling a prickle of jealousy. I pictured Madison with her big tits bouncing around in a red-and-white bikini that matched the Spartan colors. She was covered with suds and rubbing her tits on the windshield of my boyfriend’s Land Rover, moaning like she was fucking him.



“Yeah, she told me to tell you that she is adding an extra practice on Monday to work on your kewpies,” said Luke as if he was repeating a phrase in a foreign language phonetically from memory.



“Shit,” I muttered. “I am schedule to work tomorrow.”



“Hey, don’t shoot the messenger, babe,” said Luke.



“I’m sorry,” I sighed. “And I’m sorry I crashed and just fell asleep this afternoon. I was definitely not ghosting you.”



“I don’t know,” said Luke. “I might need you to make it up to me.”



He had that tone in his voice that suggested he had something specific in mind. Something naughty. I wasn’t particularly in the mood, but I did feel like I owed him something.



“How can I make it up to you?” I asked in my breath, slutty voice I used sometimes to drive him wild.



“Oh, fuck,” he chuckled. “You’re doing it, babe. Talk to me.”



That was a relief. He just wanted me to talk dirty to him. I wasn’t particularly in the mood to do that either, but it beat getting in my car, driving to his house, and sneaking in hoping I didn’t run into his mom. That was not something I was willing to do. Have phone sex? I could make him think I was enjoying it.



“Ooh, baby,” I cooed. “Have you been bad?”



“No, I’ve been totally good,” said Luke. “I promise.”



“I think you were looking at all those hot girls in bikinis at the car wash,” I said. “And that got your big cock all hard. Are you hard?”



“Yeah, babe,” he said. “My dick is out.”



“You’re already stroking it?” I gasped as if scandalized. “Why, you
 are
 a bad boy.”



“Are you going to punish me?” He laughed, his cocky tone making it hard for me to play the dominant.



“I certainly am,” I replied. “I am going to make you cum. And I am going to make you ruin it when you cum.”



“What?” He said, surprised by my words.



“You heard me, Luke,” I said. “Since you are such a bad boy, you are going to ruin that orgasm for me. Now stop asking questions and start stroking.”



“Ohhhh fuck,” he moaned, beginning to pant into the phone. I could just make out the sound of him flogging his big dick with his free hand. It was turning me on a little bit despite myself.



“Faster,” I hissed. “You were such a bad boy, looking at all those sexy girls. I bet you were looking at their big tits and picturing them wrapped around your thick cock.”



“Ohhhhhh,” he moaned. “N-no, I was thinking of you, babe.”



“Yeah? You were thinking about my tight little pussy popping up and down on your dick?” I growled into the phone. “Riding on your hard cock until you can’t stand it and you just have to explode?”



“Ohhhhhh fuck,” moaned Luke, his breathing getting heavier by the second. “Oh, babe, I’m getting close.”



“I’m going to count down,” I said. “From five to one. When I get to one, you are going to cum, or I am hanging up the phone. Do you understand?”



“Y-yes,” he moaned, his breath blowing hot against the microphone.



“And the moment you start to cum,” I said, relishing his surprisingly submissive turn, “I want you to let go of your cock. Stop stroking and just watch it. Because you’ve been so bad. Are you going to be good and do what I say?”



“Oh, god, babe, yes,” he moaned, the sound of him stroking his cock growing lewd and wet from all his precum. The fact that I was turning him on so much was turning me on despite myself. I ran one hand over the front of my panties and felt the heat of my steamy furrow and some of the gathering moisture.



“Five,” I gasped, rubbing my clit through my panties. “Four… three… come on, Luke, I want your cum. Two… remember, you have to let go… ONE!”



“AHHHHHH!” I heard him let out a familiar bellow of pleasure and then he made several anguished grunting sounds that I had never heard before. It took a few more seconds before he was coherent enough to say, “Holy shit. What a mess.”



I giggled into the phone, slowing my fingers on my throbbing clit.



“Babe, I just shot a huge load all over myself,” he laughed.



“And you ruined it?” I asked.



“I let go and it jerked and went everywhere,” he laughed. “It still felt good, but, like I wanted to touch it so bad. I had to ball my hands up into fists. But… did you cum, babe?”



I was about to answer him when I heard a familiar beeping tone. I looked down at my phone and saw I had another call coming in. Charlotte Temple.



“Yes, oh wow,” I said. “I really have to get to bed now. But I’ll see you tomorrow?”



“Yeah, lunch or something,” said Luke, his voice lazy in the afterglow. “Maybe we could—“



I disconnected before I missed the other call. My heart pounding, I answered the other line.



“Hey, Mrs. Temple,” I said, my voice soft and a little croaky.



“Emily,” she said. “I hope I didn’t wake you.”



“No, I was up,” I said.



“I’m sorry about what happened today,” said Mrs. Temple. “It wasn’t appropriate on my part and I think we should talk about it. Face to face.”



“I can’t come over to your house,” I said. “Luke is there.”



“Right,” said Mrs. Temple. “Let’s meet somewhere.”



I felt a thrill of excitement. My voice was almost a whisper as I asked, “Where?”



“Peak Road,” she said. “Overlooking the valley. There’s an old roadside park up there that doesn’t close. Nobody will see us.”



“I think I know it,” I said, my heart racing.



“Can you be there in fifteen minutes?”



It was cutting it close, but only one answer made sense, “Yes.”



“See you then,” she said and hung up the phone.



I stared at my phone for a second before realizing I needed to get moving if I was going to make that fifteen minute rendezvous. I washed my face, brushed my teeth, and fixed my hair as best I could. I pulled on the same summer dress I had worn out earlier during our lunch meeting. As I crept downstairs and towards the door, I had a jarring moment when I thought I had been caught by my mom. She had fallen asleep watching TV and was snoring softly and slumped on the couch. I resisted the urge to wake her up and send her upstairs to her bed.



By the time I reached my car and pulled out of the driveway, I was down to less than ten minutes. Peak Road was halfway across the valley and up into the hills. The park, which I hoped was the one Mrs. Temple was talking about, was still fifteen minutes away. Fortunately, the roads were completely empty at almost 11PM on a Sunday night. Once I was off the tight coils of the residential streets, I floored it and hoped there wouldn’t be any cops along the way.



It was a hot night, even with all the windows rolled down, and the rare humidity was probably caused by the storm crackling with lightning in the distant sky. That storm seemed to move closer and closer, the wind stirring the trees and making the rural stoplights bob on their cables as I drove under them and up into the hills. The air was heavy with the potential for rain.



I left the city lights behind and ascended to the wooded hills. Here and there were private drives and rural businesses, but most of the land in that part of Peach County was undeveloped. The park was so small and overgrown that I missed it as I drove past, caught sight of Mrs. Temple’s Porsche, and had to turn around and come back.



The light from my car swept across the parking lot and over Charlotte Temple. She stood leaning against the door of her Porsche, her blonde hair loose and blowing in the increasing wind, her billowing white dress stark in the harsh light. I pulled up beside her and she smiled at me and watched me get out of the car.



“I brought your swimsuits,” she said, leaning into her car and picking up a shopping bag from Sunset Noir.



I took the bag from Mrs. Temple, dropped it to the ground, and I embraced her without hesitating. My hands cradled her back as I pressed my lips to hers, demanding she kiss me, begging her to kiss me, and thrilling as she gave me what I wanted. Her lips parted, a laugh vibrating softly, and her tongue met mine.



“Oh, Emily,” she moaned against me.



This was our discussion. This was the reckoning with what had happened. I pressed her against her Porsche and she pulled me against her even more tightly, her body warm and soft, the wind pulling at our clothes.



“It’s wrong,” I said between kisses. “I’m dating Luke.”



“I know,” she said, her hands sliding from my hips and around to my ass to squeeze it through the soft material of my dress. I moaned against her lips. She gasped, “He doesn’t ever have to know.”



“Mrs. Temple,” I gasped, kissing her shoulder and sliding a hand up to feel the softness of her breast through her dress. Her thick nipple pressed against my hand as I squeezed her yielding flesh. She reached a hand up and slipped open the top buttons of her dress, pulling the fabric aside and exposing her right breast, just as I had remembered it, beautiful and creamy, her nipple and areola pink and plump.



I kissed her cleavage and inhaled that vanilla and citrus scent. Her hand on the back of my head guided me to her nipple. I kissed it and bent it gently with my lips. I ran my tongue around it, feeling the bumps of her areola before swirling my tongue around her nipple. I looked up into those green eyes as I moaned and sucked hungrily at her breast.



“That’s it,” she moaned, “suck it. Oh, Emily, suck it like that. Suck… suck the other one too.”



She freed her other breast from her dress and I released her nipple to attack her soft mound. My fingers played with the glistening, spit-wet bud I had just abandoned. As I fondled and sucked Mrs. Temple’s plentiful breasts, she reached a hand between us, pressing it against the front of my dress and finding the contours of my thighs and my throbbing mound.



I moaned loudly around her nipple as she began to rub me through my dress and my panties. I fumbled a hand between her legs as well, slipping it under her skirt and realizing she was not wearing anything beneath. My touch found the hot furrow of her cunt, slick with her nectar, and rubbed at that forbidden seam as my pleasure and desire built in equal measure. A pang of pleasure shot through me and I thrust two fingers into Mrs. Temple’s hot channel.



“I knew,” she gasped, rolling her hips and fucking against my touch, her fingers driving me wild. “I knew from the moment I saw you, cheering at my son’s game, that I wanted you.”



The thought that she had picked me out and pursued me since before I even knew her heightened the thrill of what we were doing. She had pursued me. She had caught me like a helpless doe.



“Oh, Mrs. Temple,” I gasped, breaking my liplock on her nipple. I lifted my face to hers and we kissed, sloppy and passionate, hungry for each other as our pleasure built in unison. “You were so beautiful by the pool. I had never seen a woman like that. Never… mmmmmm… never felt that way about a woman. And then, when you took off your clothes…”



“When you took off your clothes,” she echoed, eyes flashing for a moment in the rush of the night air. She lifted my skirt and sliding her fingers into my wet panties. She did not thrust her fingers inside me, instead focusing on rubbing my clit as she fucked against my thrusting digits.



“I’m going to cum,” I realized aloud.



“Cum for me,” she hissed against my lips. “Cum for me, Emily. Cum for your boyfriend’s mom.”



“Ohhhhhh fuck!” I whined, the taboo thrill of what she said like a whip against my pleasure, stoking me to a peak I had scarcely imagined summiting so quickly. I pressed tightly against her, bucking my hips, rubbing my nipples, stiff beneath my dress, against Mrs. Temple’s thick nipples.



“Ahhhh!” She cried, mouth open wide, hot and hungry against mine. I felt it. I felt her cum against my fingers, her pussy squeezing against my touch, her nectar spilling down my hand. My pleasure pounded through me with the force of a bass drum, thumping into my core and radiating from my aching nipples to the fizzing pleasure in my brain. We wailed our pleasure into each other, bodies wracked and shaking with our mutual orgasm.



As if on cue, the skies opened up with a warm, heavy rain that soaked us seconds. We cried out, no time to bask in our pleasure. Mrs. Temple put up the top on her Porsche and we ran together to the picnic shelter. It was dark and more than a little creepy with the overgrown foliage seeming to reach into the bare, concrete-floored shelter.



“We’re not finished,” declared Mrs. Temple. She lifted me up with surprising strength and sat me on the top of a picnic table. We kissed again, our wet dresses clinging to our bodies and water dripping from our soaked hair. The rain roared all around us and gusts whipped it into the shelter and against our bodies.



Mrs. Temple crouched down, caressing my legs and spreading my knees.



“What are you doing?” I cried over the rush of the rain.



Her answer was in her green eyes as she pushed my rain-soaked skirt up my thighs and began kissing her way to the core of my desire. Her fingers stroked the triangle of my trimmed hair and her thumb gently flicked against my clit. She locked eyes with me as she leaned in and ran her tongue over my hot folds and swirled the tip against my clit.



“Ahhhhhhh!” I cried, jolted with pleasure. I combed the fingers of one hand into Mrs. Temple’s wet hair and I watched her begin to lick me. She moaned with her own lust, lapping at me intently one moment, driving me to the edge, and then teasing me with flicks of her tongue against my clit. She sucked on my delicate folds and I felt her moans vibrating into my pussy.



She devoured my hot little peach, sucking at my juicy cunt and tormenting the throbbing bud of my clit. I arched my back and thrust against her face, working my hips to fuck against her devilish tongue. She pushed me to the brink again and slid a thumb beneath my pussy, her slick digit rubbing at the tender knot of my asshole. I tensed and she sucked harder at my clit, driving me over the edge. As the first contraction of my orgasm rippled through my body, Mrs. Temple pushed her thumb into my ass. I squeezed my ass against her intruding digit and bucked my hips to fuck against her tongue.



I had never experienced an orgasm so prolonged and intense. No amount of fingering or rubbing in my bed, no shower attachment, and no definitely no boyfriend had made me melt into a puddle of pleasure. I fell back on the picnic table and she stood and pressed atop me, kissing me and sharing the sweet taste of my cunt lingering on her lips and tongue.



“You’re so beautiful,” she hissed between kisses. “I want to eat you up.”



“If it feels like that, I’ll climb on a silver platter,” I laughed, cradling her head and kissing her again.



The elation of my orgasm faded and even Mrs. Temple’s smile and her sparkling eyes could not spare me the guilt of our transgression. It hit me in a miserable wave.



I had come here looking for this encounter with Mrs. Temple, I had craved it in some way since meeting her, and not that I had it all I could think about was what I had done to Luke. This wasn’t just cheating on a boyfriend – something I had never done before - this was conspiring with his mother to completely betray his trust.



“He will never know,” she said, as if reading my mind. She stroked a lock of rain-heavy hair from my face.



“We can’t do it again,” I said, pushing her hand away. “It was stupid.”



“How can we not?” She laughed bitterly.



My lips tightened into a frown as I watched the rain spill in neon orange past the sodium light in the parking lot. I reached out slowly and took hold of her hand. I knew she was right. I didn’t have to tell her I knew. She squeezed my hand in hers and our eyes met. I kept myself from blurting out something very foolish about my feelings, but I could not stop myself from smiling.



“We’ll be okay,” she said and we shared a soft, remorseful kiss. There was no mistaking that what we were doing was wrong, but it felt too right to stop.



I had no idea that night how wrong things would get.
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Practice Makes Perfect



 



“You can’t keep rhythm, you can’t kick for shit, and you’ve put on, like, I don’t know, twenty pounds over the summer. Being generous here. You are worthless. That is why you are on reserve.”



Madison Bentley was blonde, beautiful, and an absolute bitch. She crossed her arms over her big tits and stared down at Alicia Rittenhouse. My redheaded friend was sitting on the grass at the edge of the field and hugging her knees against her chest. Tears formed in her eyes and she buried her face against her knees so Madison and the other girls on the squad could not see that she was crying.



I stepped forward, placing myself between Alicia and Madison. My fists were still in my pom-poms as I put them on my hips and thrust my chin forward defiantly.



“Back off, Madison,” I shouted. “Alicia’s rhythm is fine and there are other girls on the squad with worse kicks. You don’t get in their face telling them they are worthless. That’s not how you lead a squad.”



“Don’t you dare tell me how to lead this squad,” hisses Madison, taking a step closer to me. “I’m not going to let some poor girl who can’t even afford a spare uniform tell me how to lead this team. Just because you’re fucking the quarterback of the Spartans doesn’t make you anything but trash.”



“Madison,” I said, stepping so close that my little tits were brushing up against her big, sweater-stretching bimbo boobs, “you say one more thing about Alicia or about me and I am going to smack all that makeup off your face.”



Her lips curled in a sneer. I was sure she was about to make some other snide remark and I was ready to slap her. Maybe she could sense that too, because she backed off and said, “Practice is over for today. Alicia, you had better up your game or you might not even be on the reserve.”



Madison and the rest of the girls turned and walked away across the sidelines of the football field. A couple shot me sympathetic looks, but they were following Madison, so it didn’t mean a lot to me.



“Y-you didn’t have to do that,” sobbed Alicia, still sitting in the ground with her knees up against her chest.



“I wouldn’t have been much of a friend if I hadn’t,” I said, offering her a hand. “Come on, get up. Don’t let that idiot do this to you.”



Alicia wiped her tears and smiled weakly as she took my hand. I dusted the turf off her skirt and the backs of her legs. Despite what Madison had said, Alicia was beautiful, and her extra weight just meant she had the thick thighs, booty, and large breasts that most boys went wild for. But she was shy and self-conscious and Madison preyed upon that.



“Thank you,” said Alicia and she surprised me with a hug.



It was an unusually long, tight hug and it was still going on when I noticed the gorgeous, middle-aged blonde woman descending the stairs from the stands and walking towards the football team still practicing on the far side of the field. Charlotte Temple was more than twice my age and yet I had never been attracted to anyone more in my life. She was stunning, model beautiful, but with the mischievous green eyes and curvy body of a porn star. That first time I kissed her, I knew I was going to get into trouble with Mrs. Temple.



It definitely didn’t help that I was dating her son, Luke, the star of the football team. I watched her interrupt football practice, earning admiring stares from a number of the players as she embarrassed Luke by bringing him his phone. He must have forgotten it and she was dropping it off like a good mom. She turned in a whirl of skirt that showed a tantalizing glimpse of her stockings and thighs. She was staring at me, smiling as she approached. She winked at me, but did not interrupt my uncomfortably long embrace with Alicia.



“Um, Alicia,” I said. “I have to go, um, talk to Luke’s mom about something.”



“Oh, her?” She looked over her shoulder. “Wow, she’s beautiful.”



“Yeah,” I said and then realized I was smiling a little too much. “I need to talk to her about… um… about football.”



It was all I could think of with my mind filled with recent memories of my steamy encounter with Mrs. Temple. Alicia probably knew I was lying, she always was smart, but she was also a good friend and didn’t push the issue.



“Okay, Emily,” she said. “See you tomorrow in Mr. Ross’s class.”



I hurried up the stairs and caught Mrs. Temple just as she was living our high school’s small stadium and heading for her car.



“Wait up, Mrs. Tample,” I called out, jogging after her with my pleated cheerleading skirt bouncing up and down my slender legs and my pom-poms rustling with each step. She stopped and turned to let me catch up.



“Oh, hello, Emily,” she said. “You look very fetching in your little outfit.”



“Go Spartans!” I said, striking a playful pose. “Hey, about what happened between us, I… um…”



“You’re having second thoughts?” She prompted, raising an eyebrow.



“No,” I said. “No, not at all. I was… I mean… it’s complicated, with Luke, you know. But…”



She grabbed me, an arm around my slender waist, and pulled me close.



“So you liked it?” She asked, her voice quiet and her lips close to mine as I turned my face up to look at her.



“Y-yeah,” I said. “It was…”



Amazing. Hot. Intense. Fucking incredible. Somehow I couldn’t think of any of those words to actually say as I looked up into Mrs. Temple’s glittering green eyes.



“Yes, it was,” she agreed. “I think the boys will be practicing a bit longer. Why don’t you show me your school. Perhaps the girls’ locker room?”



“Oh my god,” I whispered, excitement burst from my core like a tiny explosion that radiated heat throughout my body. “Yes. Yes!”



She took my hand inside my pom-pom and fast-walked with me out of the stadium and towards Peach Valley High School’s main building. She clearly knew exactly where the girls’ locker room was located. It was dark inside since there were no girls’ athletics other than cheer practice today. She pushed through the locker room door, twirling as she did and pulling me against her chest.



“Mrs. Temple,” I cried in her arms and her kiss smothered my words.



She was forceful without smothering me like a boy might. My lips parted and her tongue met mine in a hot, sudden swirl. Her sweet smell of shampoo and sun enveloped me and made me feel lightheaded in the best possible way. She overwhelmed me on every level and I loved it.



Somehow, we stumbled into the shower room full dressed, my sneakers squeaking on the tile and Mrs. Temple pressing me against the wall beneath a dripping showerhead. Our nostril-moans and smacking lips echoed oddly in the shower room. I dared to reach around and grope her ample ass with both hands, feeling her cotton panties beneath her sundress. She answered me with a hand pressing between my thighs, lifting my cheerleading skirt and caressing the front of my underwear taut against my mound.



“Luke is practicing,” I gasped. “Maybe we shouldn’t do this here.”



“Don’t talk about my son,” she hissed the words, her breath hot against my mouth. She cupped my pussy through my panties and massaged her fingers against my hot folds. “Not right now.”



Her fingers rubbed deftly against my clit, her hand moving to grasp my throat as if she might decide to choke me. She held me against the wall and my mouth opened and closed mutely as I stared into her eyes. I could not differentiate the shock of having her hand around my throat, pinning met to the tile, and the expert pleasure of her fingers massaging my throbbing cunt.



“Oh my god,” I whispered, my body hot and alive with need.



I tilted my hips and rubbed my pussy against her fingers. Mrs. Temple chuckled softly and leaned in to kiss me again, her tongue thrusting into my mouth as she pulled the gusset of my panties aside and took me with her fingers. I crooned against her lips as two and then three long fingers thrust into my tight teenage pussy. She pushed them all away inside me as I gasped.



“We have to take these moments when we find them,” she whispered, her words hot and sweet against my lips.



I fought back another echoing cry of pleasure and nodded slightly as the pleasure built in my core. Mrs. Temple gazed into my eyes in the dark shower, fucking her fingers into me, relaxing her careful hold on my throat to lift my sweater and my bra. She pulled both up to my neck and exposed my small, pert breasts and my painfully erect nipples. She continued to fuck me with her fingers, harder and harder, pumping them in and out of my clenching pussy as her other hand rolled the tender buds of my nipples and tormented me closer to my climax.



I should have been worried sick about being caught. I should have been terrified that Madison or one of the other cheerleaders would decide to shower instead of going home. Or that the volleyball team might show up early for a night practice and walk in on me pressed up against the wall and getting finger-fucked by my boyfriend’s mom.



“Turn around,” she hissed without warning, sliding her fingers out of my pussy and releasing my throat. Her hands guided my slender waist and pushed my cheek and bare breasts against the cool tiles. She flipped up the back of my skirt and exposed my white panty-covered ass and toned legs down to my knee socks. Her hands explored the peachy roundness of my rear. “Look at you. So sexy. Luke is a very lucky boy.”



She pinned a lock of my silky brown hair behind my ear and leaned over my arched back to whisper, “You need a real woman to show you how good it can get.”



“Yesssss,” I hissed, arching my back even more and offering my firm little rear up to her.



Mrs. Temple nibbled at my ear, kissed my neck, and made me giggle with her tickling touch. Her hand slid down the back of my panties. She stroked and squeezed my ass, following the cleavage of my cheeks, touching my tight anus before moving lower to caress the hot furrow of my pussy. I cooed as she massaged my clit and rubbed her hand into my juicy folds.



Her fingers slid back into my pussy and she began to fuck me again, reaching new points of pleasure inside my tight channel as she lightly spanked my ass with the heel of her hand. She sucked at my supple neck, licked at my shoulder, and reached around me with one hand to play with my nipples. It was incredible and I felt like I was being fucked by her, more and more forcefully by the moment.



“Oh, god,” I gasped. “Oh, Mrs. Temple.”



“Are you close?” She chuckled against my neck.



“Oh my god, yes,” I shuddered, my cunt tightening around her thrusting fingers. “Ohhhhh… I’m so close!”



“I want you to cum for me,” she whispered. “Don’t hold anything back.



“Ahhhhhhhhh! Yesss!” I thrust back against Mrs. Temple’s fingers, wailing as the tightness in my tummy burst into rippling waves of orgasmic bliss. She curled her fingers inside me, finding a spot that I had only found once or twice before with my own fingers. My thighs shook and my unrestrained cries of pleasure echoed wildly in the tiled shower room.



“I love making your sweet little pussy cum,” she said, slowing her fingers inside me as my hips jerked and my thighs quivered with the last pulses of my pleasure.



She slid her fingers out of my pussy, her touch dragging wetly up my crack and out of my panties. I turned slowly, my face flushed, my eyes heavy with pleasure as I looked into her green eyes. She stared back and lifted her glistening fingers to her lips, sucking them into her mouth and cleaning them of my juices.



“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned around her digits.



“Oh, Mrs. Temple,” I softly moaned and a shiver ran through me.



“It’s your turn, Emily,” she said and reached out to caress my cheek. She trailed her other hand slowly over her big, soft breasts, dragging her fingers over one thick nipple poking beneath her dress, down her flat stomach to the hem of her skirt. She knew I was following every movement as she gathered up the fabric and lifted her dress up her thick, powerful thighs to reveal her peach-colored panties taut over her mound. She reached from my cheek up to the top of my head and the downward pressure was unmistakable.



She wants me to lick her pussy,
 I realized with a thrill of excitement and I allowed her to push me down to my knees in front of her. The faint mildew smell of the shower could not compete with the lush perfume of Mrs. Temple’s thighs. I caressed them, feeling her muscles tense and relax, stroking my thumbs up to the mound of her pussy and leaning closer to breathe in that rich, naughty scent.



“Yes, taste it,” she purred, guiding my head with gentle pressure.



I kissed her warm cunt through her clinging panties. Her scent was so thick it made my head spin. Not a bad smell at all, just the smell of an older woman at the height of her arousal. I hooked a finger into the front of her panties and took a deep breath as I pulled them aside to reveal Mrs. Temple’s immaculately shaved, womanly folds. They were a pale peachy color with a hint of her pink pussy glistening between them.



“Thaaaat’s it,” moaned Mrs. Temple, watching my every move. “Be a sweet girl and run your tongue over my clit.”



I flicked my tongue against the bud of her clit, feeling that firm, fleshy pebble shift beneath my tongue. She gasped, her fingers tightening in my hair. I could not resist licking her again and again, beating my tongue against Mrs. Temple’s clit and making her sigh with pleasure. Those sighs grew louder with each swirl of my tongue at the cusp of her cunt. She thrusts her hips and rubbed her pussy against me, pulling a little harder each time. Her flowery smell and her sweet honey flowed over my lips and I tasted it with darting licks over her fleshy cuntlips.



“Such a quick learner,” she moaned. “Do you think about me all the time, Emily?”



“Mmmmm, yes,” I moaned against her pussy, slipping my tongue past her lips and taste the hot, tight, honey-slicked flesh of her channel. “I dreamed about you last night. And, mmmmmm, I was daydreaming about you so much… mmmmmm… I got in trouble in Mrs. Berringer’s government class.”



“Oohhhhhh, to know you are thinking about me…. Ooohhh… it makes me want to give you a taste of my cum. You want to make me cum, don’t you, Emily?”



“More than anything,” I moaned and it was the truth.



“Tilt your head back,” she commanded, pulling on my brown ponytail to force my chin up and my head back.



She stood over me, one leg stepped over my shoulder and my head held tightly against her pussy.



“Stick out your tongue,” she commanded.



I gratefully complied, offering up my tongue as my boyfriend’s beautiful mom mounted my face like I was her personal sex toy. She did not push her full weight down against me as she was still standing, but she lowered herself onto my face, covering my lips, tongue, and even my nose as she began to grind her pussy down against me.



\The sweetness of her juices spilled all over my tongue, down my throat, and covered my nose and chin in her plentiful nectar. I breathed her scent deeply and it drove me mad. I supported her thigh and ass with one hand and reached my other between my legs to fuck myself with my fingers.



“That’s it,” she moaned, sliding and slipping over my tongue. “Ohhhhhh, yes, such a god girl. Luke has no idea what he has with you my… ooohhhhh… my dear! AAHHHHHH!”



She threw back her head and rode my face over the finish line of her pleasure. Although her hips dragged her pussy all over my tongue and chin, it was her thighs squeezing against me that signaled her orgasm. They clenched tight against my face and shoulder, trapping me against the fluttering folds of Mrs. Temple’s glorious cunt. There was nothing but her thighs and pussy in those moments; no shower, no school, no football field where my boyfriend was playing. There was definitely no boyfriend. All that mattered was that I was making Mrs. Temple cum with my tongue.



“Suck it now,” she hissed. “Succcck it!”



She held me tightly with both hands on my head, keeping my head still as she pressed her pussy hard against my face. Despite the heat of her body, the slipperiness of her pussy, and the smothering heat, found her clit and began to suck. As I slurped lewdly on Mrs. Temple’s clit, I bucked my hips and fucked myself hard with my fingers.



 I have always been the sort of girl that could cut loose in bed with my boyfriends, but nothing like I was behaving with Mrs. Temple. I was in full porn star mode and I was sucking her sweet mound trying to impress her.



As her orgasm seemed to subside with the quaking in her thighs, Mrs. Temple released her death grip on my hair and look down at me over her steadily heaving tits.



She looked as if she was about to say something, but I heard a sharp sound like a door opening and closing. Mrs. Temple quickly pulled her panties back into place and dropped her skirt down over her shapely thighs. I nearly jumped to my feet, fixing my panties under my short cheerleading skirt. My fingers were covered with my cum and my face was smeared with Mrs. Temple’s, but there was no time to worry about that.



“I have to get home, Emily,” said Mrs. Temple. “Mike gets home from Brussels tonight and I promised I would make him his favorite langoustines.”



“Right, um,” I looked at my wet fingers and resisted the urge to wipe them on something. “It was good to, um, I mean, that was nice, but I, um, should probably go see what Luke is, um, I mean, I told him I would meet him after practice and maybe, um, you know, I…”



“It’s okay,” whispered Mrs. Temple, slipping away from me and out of the shower. “I was thinking, you’re a fitness buff. We should work out together, Emily. More than swimming. You’re a runner, right?”



“Yes,” I said, following her out of the shower and into the locker room.



“Good, let’s go for a run together,” she suggested.



“I would, um, like that,” I said, another jolt of fear hitting me as I spotted the bulky silhouette of the volleyball coach, Mrs. Hadley, in her dimly-lit office. She was staring right at us.



I knew I was in trouble, but as Mrs. Temple started to leave, I could not resist a moment more of pleasure with her. I darted forward and stole a kiss from Mrs. Temple’s lips. She pulled me in tightly against her soft breasts, sharing her flavor on our tongues for a moment before she stepped away again.



“Miss Vinke,” called Mrs. Hadley, addressing me by my last name. “A word, please.”



My face grew hot with embarrassment as I backed away from Mrs. Temple, giving her a worried smile and wiggling my fingers in a wave. She blew me a kiss in return and left me to my fate with Mrs. Hadley.



The stout volleyball coach was standing in her office door, silhouetted by the light from her desk lamp. Many of the girls mocked Mrs. Hadley behind her back as a “bull dyke” because of her ample physique and short hair. As far as I knew she was married to a man and the silver crucifix she wore in the cleavage of her sweat suits always seemed to make her an unlikely lesbian. Besides, I never mocked teachers like that unless they were very cruel to me. Mrs. Hadley had always been decent.



“Step into my office,” she said, motioning me inside the dimly-lit room.



Once I was through the door, she closed it behind me and the glass windows of the office rattled ominously. She sat down heavily in her creaking office chair and motioned for me to take a seat next to her. I sat, trying not tremble, my knees locked tightly together and my hands in my lap. I felt the arousal lingering between my legs and my flush of embarrassment deepened.



“Relax, Emily,” said Mrs. Hadley. “I am not going to yell at you.”



“Y-you’re not?” My eyes widened with surprise.



“No, but I am going to warn you,” she said and leaned towards me and into the light from her desk lamp. Her expression was very serious. “Fooling around with older women is a recipe for disaster. You are young and have your whole life ahead of you, Emily. Your own wants and desires. An older woman like that doesn’t care what you want. She is just using you to feel young and to deal with an unfulfilling marriage. Maybe she looks at sexy teenagers all day, playing sports and undressing in the locker room, and it just got to be too much and… and…”



She seemed to realize that her lecture had become a little too much like a confession and stopped herself.



“The point I am making is that you are not on an even level with that woman,” said Emily. “She won’t have to deal with consequences if word gets out you were fooling around in the girls’ shower. She can break your heart and toss you aside and not think twice.”



There was truth to what Mrs. Hadley was saying, but there was also a certain threat to it that scared me.



“You aren’t going to tell anyone about us, are you?” I wondered softly.



She took an unnervingly long time to answer before saying, “No. She is a parent, right?”



I couldn’t say it so I nodded.



“I should take it to the school councilor at least. Sexual activity in the shower like that with a parent is serious business.” She leaned back in her chair. “I won’t. This can stay between you and me, Emily. But I don’t want it happening again.”



“It won’t,” I promised.



“Good,” she said, standing up from her chair. “You can go.”



She held the door open for me, but as I passed her, she took my wrist and locked eyes with me. Her blue eyes were wide and serious. She pulled me into an embrace suddenly, hugging me tightly against her big, soft breasts zipped up in her sweatshirt. She smelled like the sun block she used when she was making the volleyball girls exercise outside. The hug was not overtly sexual, but she held me very tightly against her and all I could do was let it happen.



“Take care of yourself,” she whispered in my ear. “I can’t always be there to look out for you girls.”



She gave me an unwelcome pat on my rear before releasing me from the hug and letting me out the door. I smiled nervously at her and retreated from her and from the girls’ locker room just as the volleyball team started showing up for practice. I barely knew the girls on the team so they looked at me with surprise as I left Coach Hadley’s office. I groaned inwardly. It seemed like just the sort of thing to start rumors about me and Coach Hadley, which was the last thing I needed after what had actually happened.



Things only got worse for me as I crossed back toward the stadium and was suddenly grabbed from behind. Whoever had accosted me swung me around roughly and I found myself face-to-face with Madison Bentley and Rose Acosta, Madison’s meanest henchwoman on the cheerleading squad. They had changed out of their cheerleading uniforms and into their regular clothes. They both were carrying designer gym bags like they might swing them at me.



“Don’t you ever do that again,” snapped Madison, jabbing her finger into my chest.



I was so surprised that it to me a couple seconds of stammering to think of anything other than Mrs. Temple pressing me into the wall of the shower and fucking me with her skilled fingers. I remembered the fight over Alicia on the sidelines of the football field.



“You can’t pick on her like that,” I said to Madison, my anger dulled a bit by what had happened in the locker room.



“I am the team captain and what I say goes,” she said. “That means I could kick her off the team for being fat and lazy. And I could kick you off the team for not showing me the respect I deserve.”



I wanted to tell her I would take it up with the coaches, but I knew she would win the fight. Madison was from a rich family, like most people at the school, and I wasn’t.



“You’re right,” I said. “You could kick me off. And I should show you more respect.”



“Really?” She laughed as if surprised by my words. She cast a glance at Rose who gave her a shrug.



“Yeah, really,” I said. “But Alicia is my friend and if you treat her like shit, I will stick up for her every time. She is a real person, Madison. She has feelings. If you want to motivate her, try saying something nice.”



“I don’t need a lecture from you,” scoffed Madison. “You’re both on notice. If you pull a stunt like that again and openly defy me in front of the squad I will kick you and your friend off the team. Am I understood?”



I resisted the urge to slap her across her infuriatingly pretty face and nodded. It wasn’t good enough for Madison.



“Say it,” she demanded.



“I understand,” I said, my voice low to control my anger. “I won’t defy you in front of the squad.”



“Good,” said Madison, tilting up her chin. “As long as you know your place, things should work out.”



She and Rosa brushed past me, their designer clothes immaculate and their bodies and hair perfect. I felt a twinge of desire despite my anger and realized, with a shock, that I was appraising like I might date them. Or at least hate fuck them. I had a sudden flash of Rosa holding me down on my knees with my arms behind my back as Madison forced me to lick her perfect little pussy.



“Bitch,” I muttered to myself and continued on to the football field.



Seeing Luke with his helmet off conferring with the coach filled me with a different sort of desire. Despite my relationship with Luke’s mother, my attraction to him had deepened in certain ways. Maybe I saw the resemblance to her in his eyes and lips. Maybe I felt guilty about having sex with his mom so I needed his dick even more. Whatever the case, as I watched my sweaty hunk of a boyfriend finishing up his practice, my pussy was throbbing with need.



I sat down on the bleachers at a respectful distance and tried to pay attention to my phone.



“Hey, babe,” he said, jogging over to join me when he was done with practice.



He pulled me into his arms and mashed me against his grass-stained jersey and football pads. I kissed his sweaty lips eagerly as he reached around and gave my butt a two-handed squeeze.



“You didn’t have to wait up,” he said to me, smiling down at me.



“Oh, that’s okay,” I said. “I don’t have to be at work for like an hour.”



The invitation was there, I was practically rolling out the red carpet for him to suggest some sweaty locker room encounter. I needed it to make up for what I had done with his mom. She had also left me on the brink of a second orgasm and I knew her son’s throbbing cock could push me over the edge even if it rarely did the trick otherwise.



“I totally want to hang out,” he said. “But Todd has this thing after practice. Like, just me and Todd and Ian. We’re gonna work on our passing drills at his house.”



“Oh,” I said, pouting a little bit.



“You need that dick, don’t you?” He laughed, giving my ass another squeeze.



“A little bit,” I admitted. “Are you going to deny me?”



“Nah, babe,” he chuckled. “Postponed only. We’re still on fore mini-golf tonight?”



It was hard for me to reconcile needing to be fucked by Luke and playing mini-golf with him and his goofy football friends, but I knew there would be an opportunity.



“I’ve been practicing my putt,” I said.



One of Luke’s teammates shouted something from the field. Luke looked over his shoulder and waved to him.



“Alright, babe,” he said, kissing me quickly. “I gotta go, but I will pick you up tonight at 8:30.”



“See you then,” I said, already thinking about how I was going to masturbate in the bathtub once I got home. Maybe if my mom wasn’t there I would even try that waterproof vibrator Mrs. Temple had air-mailed from Japan to my house. 









The Second Hole



 



“You have to put it in the monster’s mouth,” explained Todd Thorp, gesturing with his red-handled putter at the big, green fiberglass monster face. The monster’s mouth slowly opened and closed, exposing and revealing a ramp that went up into its throat and into a tunnel that emerged from beneath its tail. “Then it comes out its butt and rolls into the hole over here.”



“I am too drunk for this one,” giggled Kelly, Todd’s blonde girlfriend. She was so skinny, I believed it. I considered myself thin and in shape, but Kelly was like a toothpick compared to the hulking center of the Spartan’s offensive line. Todd Thorp weighed well north of 300 pounds. When he put a meaty arm around Kelly’s slender shoulders I thought he was going to make her fall over. Instead, she leaned against him, giggling until he started kissing her sloppily.



“We’ll go first,” suggested Luke, since his friend seemed occupied. Todd waved for us to proceed.



Luke handed me the spiked slushy he was drinking and I took a pull through the straw, tasting the heat of the vodka mixed with the sharp blue raspberry flavor. I sat down on the decorative wall surrounding the 10
 th
 hole, my legs bare, sandals hanging from my feet, and my skirt rippling with the warm night wind. I took another sip, the vodka burning its way down to my tummy.



Luke was dressed in cargo shorts and a polo shirt like he was at a golf outing with his buddies. I admired his back muscles in his taut shirt as he lined up his putt. He went for a slow shot that went into the monster’s mouth, but rolled back out and down to the tee.



“Taking a Mulligan,” laughed Luke, chasing the ball as it rolled away.



“Let me take a crack at it,” I said, grabbing my ball and putter and leaving the drink perched on the wall.



I was feeling pretty sloshed, but I thought I could see the trick of it. This one was all about timing and you had to take a hard, straight shot into the monster’s mouth or the ball would come rolling back out even if you made it up the ramp. I took a stance like Luke had showed me earlier, my feet straight and apart and my shoulders squared. The wind caught the back of my skirt, riding up and revealing, for a moment, that I was wearing a thong.



“Damn,” murmured Luke, a grin on his face.



“Quiet, you’ll mess up my shot,” I warned him.



“That ass is looking so good,” he replied, stepping dangerously close to me from behind. “I want to take a bite of it.”



“Oh no you don’t,” I warned him. “If you make me miss this shot I am calling an Uber.”



Properly chastened, he backed away with his hands raised in surrender. I concentrated on the opening and closing mouth of the monster and took my shot. The ball shot into its mouth, up the ramp, down the creature’s throat and came rolling out from under its tail.



“She’s a natural,” said Todd, taking a momentary break from kissing his girlfriend.



“Woooo!” I bounced up and down with such enthusiasm that I toppled over the rail on the edge of the putting green. Thankfully, Luke was there to catch me, laughing and pulling me into a boozy kiss.



“You started it,” he said, groping my breast through my button-down top. “You have to finish it.”



I felt his hardness against my ass, but I took his meaning and twisted out of his grasp.



“Watch the master,” I said, holding my putter up over my head. I walked around to the back of the hungry monster and lined up my shot on the ball only a few short feet from the hole over flat green.



“Don’t get jittery now,” teased Todd. I flipped him the finger without looking back at him. I lined up again, took a deep breath, and took my shot.



It was a disaster. I overshot and bounced back up the tunnel of the monster’s throat, the ball somehow climbing all the way up and spilling out of the monster’s mouth again.



“Ohhhh come on! It’s cheating!” I said as everyone burst out laughing at me.



My moment of triumph ruined, I ended up with nine strokes on the hole, well behind even Todd and his clumsy six. Luke comforted me by making out next to the windmill while Todd and Kelly played on past us.



Luke’s hands squeezed and molded my firm ass through my skirt as his tongue swirled eagerly in my mouth. I was pressed so tight against him that I could feel his cock bulging in his shorts and rubbing against my waist. I knew other couples were playing up on us and had a good view of my amorous groping with Luke, but I was too drunk to care.



Finally, one of the girls from the golf shack came up to us and said, “You need to keep playing or get a room.”



I went beet red as Todd apologized to the family trying to play through. He covered his obscenely bulging shorts with one hand and grabbed me with the other, leading me off the green and into the loud, cool darkness of the video game parlor adjoining the golf course. The smells of pizza and beer wafted through the air. My already stiff nipples grew even harder and more sensitive in the air-conditioned air. I wasn’t wearing a bra under my blouse, so everyone could see my excited state.



Luke took my hand and made a beeline for the photo booth. He fed in five dollar and once the curtain was drawn his tongue was in my mouth and his fingers were in my panties. I was too drunk to care that anyone could hear me moaning or see us on the screen. He worked his fingers roughly in and out of my pussy as I gasped and the camera snapped its photos. I managed to get my hand into his shorts and wrapped my fingers around the hot, thick shaft of Luke’s cock.



“Oh my god,” I gasped against his lips. “I need you to fuck me.”



“I want to do what we talked about,” he said between kisses as I jerked his cock in his shorts.



Drunk and nearly overwhelmed with lust, I moaned a yes before I even remembered fully what he was talking about. Luke and I had had sex in his room a few nights before with a porno on his TV. As he had fucked me and finished all over my tummy, the woman on the screen was getting railed from behind in her tight asshole. It clicked that Luke had been feeling up my ass all night, every time we kissed. He wanted anal and I had just given him the green light.



“Not here,” I gasped.



“Yeah, right,” he said as I slid my hand back out of his shorts, smearing my hand with his precum in the process. “Let’s go to Todd’s van. Wait here. I’ll get the keys from him.”



Todd had a Honda Odyssey that looked like a mom minivan on the outside and had been tricked out as his personal sex shack on the inside, with a fur rug, a bin of condoms, and a mini-refrigerator built into a padded cabinet that (I had been told) was perfect for doggy style. The idea of getting banged by Luke in Todd’s van was not high on my list of fantasies, but I was too horny to think clearly.



I grabbed the photos from the slot and winced at how stupid I looked in the pictures with my hair all sweaty and my face red. I tucked them into my purse and re-applied my lipstick in the small mirror on the side of the photo booth.



“Got ‘em,” said Luke, jingling Todd’s keys and grabbing my hand. He hurried me through the arcade, past the tables of couples and groups of people eating pizza and drinking beer, and out into the parking lot. Todd’s van was parked near the back of the lot. Luke opened the back hatch and revealed the carpet-covered interior with the fur rug on the floor. A tiny chandelier turned on, casting amber colored light over the cozy inside of the van.



“Ew,” I said and tried to pull away. “I’m not doing it in there.”



“C’mon, babe,” said Luke. “He said he’ll text before coming near us. It has tinted windows and everything. I’ll turn the lights off, nobody will know.”



“Do you still have that flask?” I asked him, referencing the hip flask that had earlier turned my slushy into a vodka and blue raspberry concoction.



Luke fished the silver flash out of his cargo shorts and passed it to me.



“Ew, it’s warm,” I said, but unscrewed the top and took a long drink.



Luke seemed impressed. I handed the flask back to him and then grabbed it back and took another long gulp. Pure vodka roared down my throat and I winced as the harshness of it burned up into my sinuses. I didn’t enjoy it, but it was what I needed. With a fresh flush in my cheeks and liquid courage burning in my belly, I crawled into the secret sex nest in the back of Todd’s van. Luke gave my ass a playful smack before climbing in behind me and closing the hatch.



Todd was not shy about what he wanted. He ran his hand over my pussy and his fingers followed my thong between my cheeks. He massaged my thong against my pink asshole, muttering, “Oh, baby, I know you want to do it.”



I lowered my head into the darkest corner of the van, letting Luke slide my skirt up and expose my ass and my bikini tan lines. I remembered his mom touching me there in the shower in the girls’ locker room, briefly exciting me with her naughty touch before moving to my pussy. Luke’s attention wasn’t moving on. He peeled my thong out from between my cheeks and stripped my underwear down my slender thighs.



“I’m going to eat it, babe,” he murmured.



I shivered, but said nothing, tensing my hole in expectation as Luke stroked my firm cheeks and spread them a little wider. A moment later and I felt his tongue slide the length of my crack. I sucked in a breath, tensing against him, and he began to lick and kiss my tight rim.



Having my ass eaten in the back of Todd’s van was not how I planned to spend my evening. After some self-consciousness and tension, Todd’s hot tongue on my tender hole began to relax me. He seemed to sense this, because he began to thrust his tongue into my asshole as he reached between my thighs and massaged my throbbing pussy.



“Oh, babe, you’re soaking wet,” he said. “I’m going to have to fuck your pussy too.”



“Do it first,” I whispered.



“Nnnnnnnnn,” he answered as he continued to tongue my tender asshole.



He seemed to really enjoy eating my ass before finally lifting his tongue from between my cheeks and kneeling behind me. I push myself up on my hands and knees and looked at him over my shoulder.



“Fuck my pussy,” I whispered. “I need that dick.”



I needed it to forget about his mom. I needed it to remind me that I was his girlfriend and he was the star quarterback on our team. God help me, I needed an alpha.



“Oh, babe, I’ve got this dick for you,” growled Luke as he rubbed his cock against my slick slit. “You need this dick, babe?”



“Yessss,” I hissed, tilting my hips and pushing back against the fat head of his cock. I remembered Mrs. Temple’s fingers, taking me from behind as she pressed my face against the wall of the shower. Three fingers, stretching my tight little pussy. And then Luke was inside me, opening me up with his cock. It was thick, it was hot, but it could not match his mother’s fingers.



He fucked me gently when I needed it hard. I even begged him, “Fuck me harder!” I moaned it over and over and he held back, stroking a bit faster, but not pounding me like I craved. I was dripping wet too. I could feel it trickling down my thighs like each thrust of his cock was squeezing a warm washcloth between my legs.



“Oooooooh, fuck me,” I crooned and he gave it to me a little harder.



“I need to… need to fuck that ass… before your pussy makes me cum,” gasped Luke, clearing on the brink of blowing his load after maybe two minutes.



“Put it in my ass,” I moaned, reaching a hand between my thighs and rubbing my clit. “I know that’s what you want, Luke. You’ve been asking it for it all week. Fuck it. Fuck my ass.”



I had given him signed and stamped consent for anal. He lined his cock up against my tight hole and I tensed up and clenched tight. He pushed and I did not relax.



“Hold on,” I gasped, unable to will myself to let his cock inside me.



I thrust my fingers into my pussy, swirling them inside my molten depths. I twisted my upper body, reaching my slicked fingers to my asshole and pushing until one and then two digits invaded my velvet divot. I spread my juices as much as possible, working my fingers in and out as Luke stared at what I was doing.



“So fucking hot, babe,” he said when our eyes met.



I pumped my asshole with my fingers, listening to the soft, lewd sound under Luke’s heavy breathing. I pulled my fingers out and whispered, “Do it. Fuck me.”



He pushed his cock to my slightly gaped anus and with pressure stretched my sensitive ring, wider and wider, taking my breath away until finally his cock popped past my clench and slid deep into my ass. I was not sure if he couldn’t control the depth of that first thrust, but taking every inch of his cock up my ass in one fairly quick thrust was shocking. I felt like something deeply wrong had happened. I tried to say something to him, to ask him to go slow, but all that came out of me was a sort of animal sound like a hurt calf.



He took it as encouragement.



“You like that dick in your ass? Ohhhhh… fuck… that is… TIGHT!” He slammed his cock in and out of my throbbing asshole, spanking his hips against my cheeks.



“OoooooaaaaAAAHH!” I wailed, not sure whether to yell at him to stop or try to crawl away from him.



As it turned out, I didn’t have to make up my mind. After a few dozen strokes, Luke let out a roar of pleasure and drew his cock out of my clenching ass with a raunchy pop. A moment later I felt the warm splash of his cum on my back. I looked back at him as he jerked his crimson cock, spraying his spunk all over my back, my ass, and down the backs of my thighs.



It was a mess. I slumped my head back down into the corner, my ass raised and dripping with Luke’s cum as I fought to catch my breath. He groaned, stroking out the last of his cum and wiping it on my ass.



“Babe, your ass is so amazing,” he panted. “You made me bust my nut, like, instantly.”



My aching ass attested to the fact that Luke had not busted his nut as instantly as I might have hoped.



“Do you think, um, you can find something to clean me up with?” I asked, still slightly out of breath and sweltering in the closed up back of Todd’s van.



He found, of all things, a drawer containing three neatly-folded and perfectly fluffy white towels. Luke used one to clean himself off and the other to wipe the cum off my back, ass, and legs. I could still feel the film of it clinging to my body, but at least I wasn’t glistening with jizz.



“We’d better get back to golf,” said Luke.



I wanted to go home, but I gamely agreed to get dressed and go back to the mini-golf course to meet up with Todd and Kelly. I was a bit tender and kept feeling like I was walking funny and everyone was staring at me. I had not even come close to cumming or even really enjoying my first experience with full-on anal sex.



We finished up with golf, had pizza, and Todd somehow got us a couple pitchers of beer with his terrible fake ID. At least the beer seemed to make things a little better. I almost passed out as Luke drove me back to my house. I could tell he was fishing for an invite, but I was too tired and my mom would have heard us fooling around. I gave him a long, sloppy kiss, gave his cock a squeeze, and stumbled out of his card.



I felt embarrassed as he let me out in front of the modest townhouse, but even more embarrassed as I walked into the house feeling like my ass was swollen and pulsing with a giant cartoon bee sting. I flopped down in my bed face down and contemplated getting an ice pack for my sore ass. Even though I was drunk and tired, I hit some sort of second wind as my body began to compensate for all the booze and beer. By 1 AM I was wide awake and still dangerously buzzed.



“Are you up?” I texted to Mrs. Temple.



“Yes,” she replied quickly. “Just heard Luke get home. Did you have fun?”



“He did,” I replied and added the pained face and an eggplant for emphasis.



A moment later, my phone began to vibrate and “Luke’s Hot Mom” appeared on the caller ID. I quickly answered with my voice low to try to keep from waking my mother.



“Hello?”



“So you have been a very naughty girl with my son tonight?” Mrs. Temple’s voice was soft and echoing as if murmuring to me from the bathroom next to her bed.



“It’s what he wanted,” I said. “He had been groping me and asking for it all night and we…”



I hesitated just before blurting out that we had been drinking. I had to remind myself that although I was in an intimate relationship with this woman, she was still Luke’s mother.



“And you what?” She asked.



“Um, we got carried away,” I said. “In Todd’s van. I decided to give him what he wanted and he evidently wanted it very badly.”



“He was rough with you?” There was a hint of anger in her voice.



“No! Nothing like that, I think he just didn’t know what he was doing to me. I wasn’t very communicative with him about it. And,” I added with a smile on my face, “it was over so quickly.”



“Oh was it?” She chuckled. “My son could not hold back?”



“Oh, he held my back alright,” I giggled. “And then he covered it.”



“My word! Very naughty girl!” Mrs. Temple laughed. “Did you enjoy yourself?”



I had to think about that. “I enjoyed the taboo feel of it. I liked, um, the preparation for it. That was weird but also fun. But now I am living with the consequences.”



“Anal sex can be a wonderful thing, Emily,” said Mrs. Temple. “But you need to do it very carefully, particularly those first few times. You need to use plenty of lubrication and you and your partner need to be in constant communication. You also need someone who knows your body very well.”



There was an implication in that last statement that was not lost on me. A tremor of desire ran through me and caused my tender ass to clench.



“Did he at least make you cum?” Mrs. Temple asked.



I was quiet for several seconds. Mrs. Temple laughed in a deep, throaty way that came through the phone like her lips were pressed against my ear. I shivered and almost cried out at the strangely intimate sound.



“Does he ever make you cum?” She whispered, her tone definitely changed.



“Yes,” I said. “It’s… not often.”



“Poor girl,” she whispered. “Pounded in your pretty, pink asshole and sent home without an orgasm. I bet you were aching for it, especially with my boy’s big cock shoved inside you.”



“Y-yes,” I admitted, my voice barely a whisper.



“You still need to cum, don’t you, Emily?” She spoke in a way that I could hear the sensual smile in her voice.



“Oh, yes,” I moaned, unable to hide my desire from her.



“Are you wearing your panties?” She asked.



“Yes.” I propped myself up against the wall behind my bed and spread my legs so that my skirt rode up my thighs and revealed the front of my thong. Moisture darkened the fabric taut over my mound. I could see that wet line even better in the mirror near the foot of my bed.



“You are wet for me already, aren’t you?” She chuckled. “You don’t have to admit it, Emily. I can hear it in your voice.”



“Oh, yes, Mrs. Temple, it’s true,” I moaned, running my fingers over the mound of my pussy and stroking myself through the front of my thong.



“Take your panties off,” she commanded.



I lifted my bottom off the bed and slid my thong down my legs. I unrolled them slowly and tossed them off with a kick of my left leg. The cool air of the air-conditioning soothed the aching heat of my pussy.



“Do not touch yourself yet,” said Mrs. Temple, her voice firm like a teacher’s. “Take off your shirt and bra.”



“I’m not wearing a bra,” I said as my fingers worked the buttons of my blouse. I shed the light top and exposed the modest mounds of my breasts and my stiff, light tan nipples to the cool air.



“Pinch your nipples for me,” whispered Mrs. Temple, her voice becoming more intense. “Lick your fingers and use them to pinch your nipples.”



I wet my fingers in my mouth and plucked lightly at my hard nipples. I pinched a little harder, rolling my tender buds between my fingers as I hissed with pleasure into the phone on the pillow beside me.



“Oh, Mrs. Temple,” I moaned, pinching them again. “I wish you were here.”



“So do I, Emily,” she said. “I would hold your beautiful breasts in my hands. I would run my tongue around your nipples and suck those sweet little cherries.”



“Ohhhhh,” I moaned louder, pinching my nipples again and sending painful pleasure shooting through my body to my clit as I imagined Mrs. Temple roughly sucking my breasts. I rolled my hips, thrusting my pussy into the cool darkness, craving her touch and pinching my nipples again.



“You want it.” Her voice purred from my phone. “Not yet, Emily. Pinch your nipples until the throbbing in your little cherries makes you forget what my son did to you. Makes it so you can’t think about anything other than me.”



“Yessss,” I moaned, pinching and twisting my nipples between my fingers and thumbs. I cried out, the pain exquisite as it jolted from my tormented nipples to my needy clit.



“Now,” she hissed. “Turn over in the bed. Lift that luscious little butt up in the air. Let the cool air soothe your ass and reach between your thighs. Touch yourself, Emily. Just your folds and your clit. The lightest brushes of your fingers.”



“Mmmmmmmm,” I moaned, obeying her every word and lightly brushing my clit as the cool air soothed my tender bottom.



“You want to put your fingers inside, don’t you?” She teased. “You want to fuck yourself and rub your clit?”



“Oh, yes, please,” I moaned, gyrating my hips and touching my clit with my fingertips.



“Slowly now, my sweet,” whispered Mrs. Temple, her voice almost in my ear again as I leaned my face down to the pillow. “Two fingers, gently, and use your palm against your clit.”



“Mmmmmmmyessss,” I moaned, curling my middle two fingers into my slick pussy and pressing the upper edge of my palm against my clit. I began to move without thinking about it, rolling my hips slowly as if being fucked and letting that motion work my fingers in and out of my clutching pussy. I sighed loudly into the phone.



“Do not rush it,” said Mrs. Temple. “I know you want to cum, but it will be much more intense if you let it build instead of forcing it.”



“Yes, oh my god, yes, I understand,” I cried, pushing up on my free and, pumping my fingers faster and faster in time with my moving hips. It was an intense natural progression, tightness in my tummy that coiled tighter with each passing moment and each long roll of my hips. I softly cried out, growing louder with my pleasure.



“Yessss! Yes! Let it build,” whispered Mrs. Temple, her enjoyment of my pleasure evident in her tone.



“Ohhhhhhh!” The coil tightened more with each passing moment. “Ohhhh yes! YESSS!”



I wailed with pleasure and cried, “I’m cummmming!”



The tension in the spring in my tummy exploded and intense spasms of pleasure wracked my body. Each contraction of my orgasm echoed as faint pinch of pain as my anus clenched. It was a faint reminder of the dissastifaction I had suffered with Luke overwhelmed by the waves of pleasure Mrs. Temple could give me even over the phone.



My orgasm subsided and I collapsed onto the bad, laughing and also feeling a little guilty.



“Good girl,” said Mrs. Temple, laughing with me. “That was a big one, wasn’t it?”



“Yeah, I haven’t cum like that since—“



My words were interrupted by a loud pounding on my bedroom door that stabbed terror through my body. I squealed in shock as my mom shouted, “Some of us have two jobs to work tomorrow! Please, for the love of god, Emily, keep it down.”



“H-how much did you hear?” I murmured.



“I heard way too much,” she said. “Now keep it quiet and go to bed.”



I buried my face in my pillow to keep from screaming. I listened to my mother’s footsteps pad back down the hall to her bedroom and then turned to the phone.



“Are you still there?” I whispered.



“Yes, I am,” said Mrs. Temple. “Did I get you in trouble?”



“No,” I said, not wanting to blame her. Then, “Well, maybe a little.”



“That’s good,” she said. “I intend to get you in a whole lot more trouble.”



Her knowing, conspiratorial tone made me shudder with lust.



“Why don’t we go running Thursday morning,” she said. “That should give you time to recover.”



“I think that sounds fun,” I replied, already starting to fantasize about what Mrs. Temple would look like in her running outfit.



“Come by before school,” she said and yawned deeply. “I’ll give you a good workout.”



It was all I could think about for the next two days.



 









A Morning Workout



 



My silky brown ponytail bounced behind me with each stride, sweeping back and forth and tickling my shoulder blades in my racer-backed running top. It was four kilometers to Luke’s house across town and I was almost there as the sun began to peek over the hills overlooking Peach Valley. I had left my tight suburbs far behind and entered the wonderland of manicured lawns, winding driveways, and houses that leaned on hills like castles made from glass and stone.



I had gone with simple black shorts for the run. Very short and almost too small even for my tight, round ass. The shorts had drawn two catcalls from passing cars on my way to Luke’s house. A simple, “Great ass, baby!” and an invitation from a Latino man who was old enough to know better, but who wanted me to sit on his face. I declined.



I reached the Luke’s familiar river stone mailbox and ran up the hilly driveway towards the beautiful house. My boyfriend’s Land Rover was in the driveway. It was still almost an hour and a half before school was supposed to start, so he was probably still in bed. I climbed over the fence surrounding the pool patio and over to the sliding side door that led into the kitchen.



It was where Mrs. Temple had texted me that she would be waiting. I saw her standing in the kitchen wearing a robe cinched tight around her slender waist, the white terrycloth somehow still showing off her shapely bottom. I grinned at the sight of her, made a fist to knock, and stopped as another figure moved into view.



Mike Temple was a few years older than his wife. His sandy blond hair was peppered with gray at the temples and his physique had clearly not seen the same level of maintenance as Mrs. Temple’s. He was dressed in a blue shirt with a large white collar. He approached his wife and she helped him finish the Windsor knot on his striped tie.



He looked like he was dressed for work at a bank, but I remembered he worked in the entertainment industry as a lawyer. Luke never bragged about know celebrities, but I had peeked into Mike’s office and the walls were decorated with framed photos of him with half the A-listers in Hollywood.



I stepped back from the door so I would not been seen and held my breath, listening to the murmuring of voices and trying to make out what they were saying. His conversation with Mrs. Temple seemed to go on for an eternity. At one point, he raised his voice as if in anger, but a few seconds later his tone was conciliatory.



“… go to New York… sort this out with…” I heard him say as he stepped ominously close to the sliding glass door and then away again. He circled back again a few seconds later and I heard him say, bitterly, “…arrange another flight then and get this cunt to sign. Okay. Alright. See you tomorrow.”



I was furious for a moment at what he said, then I realized he was talking on his phone, calling someone other than his wife a “cunt.” Not very cool, but better than dropping the c-word in Mrs. Temple’s direction, which would have made me hate Mike Temple forever. I guess I wasn’t really worried about his feelings much even if I didn’t hate him. I was at his house presumably so that his wife could cheat on him with me.



Would he have minded if he had caught me? Thankfully, I did not learn the answer to that question until much later in my relationship with Mrs. Temple.



Mr. Temple walked out of the kitchen and I faintly heard his feet climbing the stairs to his office on the third floor. I quickly moved around to the sliding glass door. There was no need to knock since Mrs. Temple was already waiting for me. She grinned as she slid the door open.



“I thought I saw you skulking around out there,” she whispered.



“Are we still going to work out together?”



Mrs. Temple answered me by holding up a finger and hurrying over to the refrigerator. She opened it for my benefit and plucked a water bottle out from behind the milk and orange juice. She then untied her robe and then revealed that her plentiful curves had been crammed into a workout outfit in pink and peach colors. It was clear from the outfit’s tightness that she was not wearing a bra or panties. She looked stunning.



“Wow,” I whispered, taking in the sight of her. “You look fantastic.”



“Yeah, I do,” she agreed, glancing down at her body. “Let me grab my shoes and I will join you on the deck.”



She put one foot up on the chair and started to lace up her shoe.



“I’ll do that for you,” I said, feeling a hot thrill as I made the offer. I sunk down to a knee and she smiled at me as I began to lace and tie her tennis shoe. I glanced up at her, at the seam of her pussy visible through the pink of the leggings, at her breasts and thick nipples straining her workout top. I finished the knot and she took her foot down and offered me the other. I took my time, enjoying the view as I tied her shoe, basking in the simple act of submission.



“Very good,” she declared. “You know the falls at Kinsey Peak?”



“The waterfall?” I said. “I think went there on a school trip in fifth grade.”



“The park is closed this early, but the ranger doesn’t mind me running there. Come on, it will be fun.”



She strapped on her exercise tracker to her toned bicep and we set out through the patio gate, leaving the mansion and hillside community behind as we climbed higher.



“Your ass looking amazing in those shorts,” said Mrs. Temple after a few looks. “Running behind you is hypnotizing me.”



“I remembered how you pulled up the shorts on my swimsuit,” I said. “I thought you would like the look.”



“I like the look,” she said, moving to run alongside me.



“Well you look hot in the legging and the, uh,” I stared at her breasts bouncing with each step despite her workout top, “the part up here.”



“My boobs,” she laughed. “You like looking at my boobs? Eyes front, sweetie. I don’t want you running off the sidewalk. Some pretty steep drop-offs up ahead.”



She was kidding, but she was also right. The higher we went, the wilder the sidewalk became, until we were cutting across an unfinished subdivision called Outlook Park and running up the side of a grassy hill. It was exhausting going, even for me. Mrs. Temple, though drenched in sweat and huffing and puffing, did not complain. Past the unfinished subdivision, we followed a county road, running along the pea-gravel shoulder as the occasional pickup truck or SUV roared past us.



“Hey, you girls want a ride,” shouted one man, slowing down.



“No thanks,” I replied.



“You can ride my dick,” shouted his friend.



“Fuck off!” Mrs. Temple shouted and picked up a chunk of broken asphalt. She hurled it at their truck and it rattled off their rear bumper as they roared with laughter and sped away. She turned to me and said, “Assholes. Come on. We’re almost there.”



She gave me a pat on the bottom and ran past me. I admired her swinging hips and bouncing cheeks for a moment before falling in behind her. We soon reached the entrance to Kinsey Park. There was a chain across the drive and we ducked under it and continued up the drive to the main parking lot and the ranger’s house. It was a small craftsman house that had seen better days. A handsome, dark-haired woman a few years older than Mrs. Temple stood on the porch holding a cup of coffee. She was dressed in a green ranger’s uniform and wearing aviator shades. She leaned on one of the porch’s columns and raised her cup in salute.



“Morning, Charlie,” said the woman.



“Good morning, Abby,” said Mrs. Temple stopping at the bottom of the stairs.



“Coffee or tea?” Abby asked. “You and your friend are welcome.”



“No, we are going to run up to the falls,” said Mrs. Temple.



“Ah, romantic this time of morning,” said Abby. “You two have fun.”



She turned and headed back into the ranger’s house, a screen door creaking open and banging shut behind her.



“How do you know her?” I asked Mrs. Temple as we began our run up the winding path through the redwoods and spruces.



“Oh, I’m a frequent donor to the park here,” said Mrs. Temple. “In fact, my friend Audrey and I paid for the Kinsey Falls Lookout Point. I might have also had sex with Abby a few times back around 2003. Donor parties here at the park, too much champagne; you know how things happen.”



She waved her hand as if explaining an everyday occurrence for her. Then I reminded myself that Mrs. Temple had liked the look of me in my bathing suit lounging by her pool and decided she wanted to have sex with me even though I was dating her son. And I had gladly gone along with her.



“I know how things happen,” I said, earning a sly look from Mrs. Temple. I jostled her hip with my elbow and ran past her up the trail.



The forest towered around us, vast, dark, and ancient. The coolness of the shading trees promised a journey back in time to some primeval world if only we veered off the path. I continued on, higher and higher, slowing a bit to let Mrs. Temple catch up. We held that pace, pushing ourselves, but not too hard, all the way up to the lookout point.



The forest opened up, the roar of the falls intruded on the quiet path, and finally we emerged from the darkness and into the misty morning sunlight. The fall thundered almost 200 feet down into the valley below, forming a pool of crystal-clear blue that churned white directly beneath the falls. A spray of water filled the air and the sunlight formed multiple rainbow bands that seemed to hover in the mist before our eyes.



“Oh, wow,” I said, slowing as I jogged the last few steps to the railing. The view was incredible, looking out over miles of dense forest slowly being revealed as the morning mist burned away. Mrs. Temple leaned a hand on my shoulder, breathing heavily and sharing the view with me.



“That will wake you up,” she said.



“Also a 9K run,” I said. “Four to your house and five up here.”



“Yeah, that will get your juices flowing,” she said and gave me a swat on my bottom. “Want some water?”



She offered me her bottle. Despite the bottle’s insulation, the water was mostly warmed from being so close to her body. I didn’t mind. It poured out in a refreshing stream that overflowed my chin and spilled into my cleavage.



“Messy girl,” she laughed, taking the water bottle back and having another drink.



I grabbed her hand and turned her back to me. Our eyes met for a blazing moment, our sweaty bodies glistening in the mist of the falls, our hearts beating almost as one after that long run. I lunged at her with my lips, throwing myself into her surprised arms as she pulled me against the soft cushion of her breasts. She was so warm and alive against me. Our lips opened hungrily to one another and our tongues tangled. I moaned loudly with lust and she finally pushed me away, her hands forceful on my shoulders.



“Not right here,” she said. “The park will be open any minute.”



“Where?” I asked, taking her hand. “The woods?”



“No, come with me,” she said. “There’s a special place.”



She took my hand and led me to a small gate that was marked with a sign that said “CAUTION: FALL DANGER, DO NOT ENTER.” I hesitated, but Mrs. Temple opened the gate and pulled me down a narrow path overgrown with weeds. It became too loud to say much of anything as we approached the falls. Cool water drenched our bodies as the heavy spray washed over us like a torrential rain. It was terrifyingly loud and close, but Mrs. Temple pulled me straight for a small stone outcropping that had been built behind the falls.



For a moment, I was sure she was leading me to my doom. Then we emerged into a dark, damp, secret space behind the waterfall. The cave was reinforced with concrete and there were portions of it that were dry. The rocks beneath our feet were wet and slippery, but someone had bolted metal railings into the middle of the cave, allowing us to climb up to the dry area.



“I’m surprised there aren’t bugs in here,” I shouted.



“No way to get in,” she shouted, looking down at how drenched she was from the falls. “It’s not like the falls ever turn off.”



“I had better take off these drenched clothes,” I shouted and boldly peeled my racer-back over my head, the sports bra beneath catching on my tits and slightly lifting them. My little mounds and my hard tan nipples popped free as I shucked the top off over my head.



Mrs. Temple said something that was lost to the roar of the water and she pulled me into her arms, kissing my neck, shoulders, and down to my tender breasts. Her tongue flicked at my nipples and she caught one in her teeth, biting just hard enough to make me yelp in shock. Her warm mouth closed around my little nipple and the pain was forgotten as she soothed my straining bud with her urgent suction.



As she kissed, tongued, sucked, and playfully nibbled my breasts, her hands moved to my waist and she began to forcefully pull my drenched shorts down from my ass. I gasped with each yank until she had free the shorts from my crack and yanked them down my slender thighs. Her kissing and sucking of my breasts became hungrier as she filled her hands with the toned roundness of my ass, squeezing and shaping my cheeks with her firm touch.



Her kiss began to move lower, down from my breasts and over my firm abs.



“Mrs. Temple… I…”



Maybe I was self-conscious about how much I had been sweating. Maybe I wanted to tell her that I should pleasure her first. Even if I had known what to say in that moment, my words were lost to the thunder of the falls and Mrs. Temple was proceeding with her agenda.



My shorts were around my knees as she reached my waist, her hands still squeezing and caressing my ass. She looked up at me, those green eyes of hers bright in the darkness of this secret place behind the falls. She said something, her full lips sensually forming words that I couldn’t hear, and then she nuzzled between my thighs and ran her tongue over the delicate folds of my teenage pussy.



“Ohhhhhhh,” I moaned, my thighs shaking so badly that my knees almost gave out. I steadied myself on her shoulders as she began to lick me in earnest. Her eyes remained locked on mine as her hot tongue circled and caressed my clit, divided my folds, and allowed her to suck my honey into her mouth. I balanced against her as she drove my pleasure with skilled flicks of her tongue.



One of Mrs. Temple’s hands supported me by firmly holding my ass. The fingers of her other hand began to tease between my crack. I tensed as her fingertip rubbed at my anus. I had recovered from my first anal adventure with Luke, but was still tense about being touched there. She mouthed words that I could not hear and began to forcefully suck my pussy and clit as she rubbed her fingertip, gently, against my asshole.



I could not believe where I was and what was happening to me. It was too surreal and the pleasure was too intense. A spasm jolted from my clit through my entire body. I leaned my shoulders and head back, encountering the wall of smooth rock, my little tits heaving as my orgasm rose like some vast undersea creature surfacing suddenly.



“AAAAAAHHHHHH!” I wailed, thrusting my hips forward, my body agonizingly tense for a moment and then that tension releasing in throbbing waves.



I felt Mrs. Temple saying something with her tongue lashing my clit, her words to soft for me to hear over the falls but vibrating into my cunt as I came all over her tongue and into her mouth. As my pleasure began to recede I felt the clenching of my ass against her fingertip and realized that at the height of my climax she had pushed the very tip of her finger into my asshole.



The force of my orgasm had reduced me to jelly and my knees finally gave out as I sunk to my knees. She embraced me on her level, kissing me hungrily and sharing the sweetness of my cum on her tongue. It was a sloppy kiss that managed to hold my excitement and keep me from sliding down into a complete puddle. She fell back onto the cool stone of the floor and pulled me atop her body, feeling her warmth and the softness of her breasts as we kissed.



She pulled off her tight top and compression bra and only broke our messy kiss for a few seconds. Her damp breasts and thick pink nipples mashed against my little tits. I thrust a hand into her leggings and felt the hot, waxed groove of her pussy. I thrust a finger inside her as I slid down her body and began to kiss and explore the mounds of her breasts.



Mrs. Temple’s breasts seemed so big, even with her on her back, and I buried my face in them and inhaled her sweet scent. I ran my tongue over her fat nipples and sucked them each in turn. I drew her left nipple into my mouth and her breast against my face with suction, lifting it slightly and letting it pop free and jiggle back into place. I repeated this on her other breast and I could see she was laughing even though I could not hear it over the thundering waterfall.



She began to move her hips as I fucked her with one finger and then two, lavishing her lovely breasts with attention as my fingers plundered her pussy. I could have spent all day kissing, sucking, and fondling her breasts, but I needed something more. She pushed her legs straight up and I helped her peel off her leggings to reveal her pink pussy and the pink knot of her asshole. It was still strange to see these things up close and her body was so different and more mature than my own.



Mrs. Temple keeps her thick, muscular legs lifted almost straight up, feet high above her, confronting me with that raunchy view of her body. She reached a hand between her thighs and curled a finger, beckoning me closer.



Even washed by the falls, I could smell the sweat of her exertion, the faint musk of it in the air mingling with the richer scent of her arousal. I followed her finger closer and caressed the backs of her thighs. I cradled her plump ass with my hands, squeezing and spreading it a bit wider. She spread her pussy with her fingers, revealing her deep, glistening pink to me.



I did not have to hear what she was saying to me to know what do next. She was more than twice my age, but so beautiful I ached with the need to pleasure her.



“Oh, Mrs. Temple,” I moaned, kissing the backs of her thighs, the tan lines on her round ass, and making my way to the parted pink folds of her pussy. Her clit was much more prominent than mine and I sought it with my tongue, lashing it again and again, only pausing in licking her clit to run my tongue over the hot pink seam of her cunt. I tasted her sweat and dipped my tongue into her hot, sweet honey pot.



She grabbed the back of my head, holding me by my ponytail and moving me against her pussy. I sucked at her clit the way she had sucked at mine, eliciting cries that cut through thundering of the waterfall. I thrust two fingers into the silky channel of her pussy and rubbed the knuckle of my pinkie against her clenched asshole. I pumped my fingers in and out, sucking and licking her clit relentlessly as her cries of pleasure echoed through the cavern behind the falls.



“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, yes, Emily!!” She wailed and suddenly lowered her legs around me, wrapping my head and shoulders and pinning me against her pussy. I certainly did not resist her, face down in her steamy cunt, licking and sucking furiously as my fingers slid in and out of her slick depths.



There was no mistaking her orgasm. She crushed my head between her thighs so tightly that all I could hear was my own heartbeat thumping in my covered ears. She twisted and bucked roughly against my face, smothering me as her juices flowed profusely into my mouth and dripped from my chin. Her inner walls squeezed tightly around my fingers. For a moment, I thought her powerful thighs might pop my head like a balloon, but then she relaxed and released me from her squeezing legs.



I climbed atop her, my fingers still inside her and thrusting gently as I kissed her passionately. We were soaked with spray from the falls and from our sweat and our bodies seemed to melt together in that moment. I rested my head on her soft chest to catch my breath. After I had recovered, she pressed her lips to my ear to be heard and said, “Let’s go home. I have something I want to show you.”



We dressed with stupid grins on our faces and made our way out over the slippery walkway and back onto solid ground. Abby waved to us from the back of a 4-wheeler she was driving up the trail. The run back to Mrs. Temple’s house in the hills was downhill and much quicker and easier than the run up to Kinsey Park. Luke and Mr. Temple were both gone, she assured me, as we started making out in the kitchen.



“Wait right here,” she said, pulling away. “I’ll go get the thing.”



“I am already late for school,” I said, fighting my curiosity. “I really need to get going or I am going to get into trouble for skipping.”



“You’re a senior,” she scoffed. “I’ll call in for you later and give you an excuse. Alright?”



“Okay,” I sighed.



“Okay, wait here,” she said, leaving me standing up against the kitchen island in my sweaty work out clothes.



“Why don’t we go upstairs to your room?” I suggested.



“Just be a second,” she called from the stairs.



I heard her thump up to the second floor and hurry to her bedroom. She took several minutes to return, by which point I had indulged myself with a nectarine and a tall glass of water. I was just cleaning up I the sink when I heard, “Ta-da!”



I turned around and almost shrieked in surprise.



Mrs. Temple was completely naked and she had grown a penis even bigger than Luke’s. She burst out laughing, flexing her knees and making the big cock bounce up and down. It was as it moved that I noticed a faint mismatch in the color between the cock and her bikini area and a fine line, almost invisible, that shifted as she made it swing up and down.



“It was a gift from Audrey Pryce,” said Mrs. Temple. “Some crazy custom Japanese dildo she gave me when I went to her wedding on her private island.”



I was not surprised that Audrey Pryce owned an island. She was the richest woman in the world. But even for the richest woman in the world, a custom Japanese dildo still seemed like an odd party favor.



“Oh my god,” I murmured, staring at it. “How is it… how are there no straps?”



She held up her hand and curled a finger slightly then pantomimed inserting the finger into her pussy.



“It feels good,” she says. “And it presses against my clit any time, you know, there is pressure from the other side.”



I might not have been very versed in the ways of lesbian sex, but I had seen enough porn to know about a strap-on. I had never seen anything like Mrs. Temple’s strapless dildo.



“It looks real,” I said, stepping closer to admire the fleshy design with its thick cockhead and bulging veins. Up closer there were even tiny capillaries and a few freckles.



“You can touch it,” she said. “Go on.”



I wrapped my hand around the strange dildo and squeezed it. I was surprised at how warm and lifelike it felt in my grasp and even more surprised as I gave it a gentle stroke and felt the skin seemingly move over a harder inner shaft. The tip was like a firm sponge and Mrs. Temple let out a gasp as I stroked it a little harder.



“Oh, that feels nice,” she said.



“Really?” I stepped closer to her, running one hand over her breasts and thick, erect nipples as I worked my other hand up and down her strapless dildo. I leaned my lips close to hers, searching her eyes as I stroked her cock a little harder. “Like that? Do you feel it moving inside you?”



“Oh, just like that,” she said, kissing me softly and teasing open my lips with hers. She spoke with our hot breath mingling. “I want you to get down on your knees and suck it. Suck my cock like you suck Luke’s.”



It was incredible perverted, but I could not resist her command. I slid down her body and to a crouch in front of her dangling cock and her powerful thighs. She still had the smell of sweat clinging to her body and the faint scent of her arousal wafting out from beneath the base of the dildo. The dildo itself smelled like a freshly-washed cock.



I looked up into Mrs. Temple’s green eyes as she peered down at me over the swell of her breasts. I ran my tongue over the fat tip of her cock and was amazed that it felt and even tasted like a cock. I closed my eyes slowly and took her warm tip into my mouth.



I have always enjoyed sucking cock, in some ways more than having sex, and the opportunity to do it for Mrs. Temple and demonstrate my skill was exciting to me. I moaned as I sucked her cock, bobbing my lips on it and taking her fat tip to the back of my throat. With each bob of my head I felt the cock move slightly and elicited a soft gasp from her.



She rested her hand on the back of my head, guiding me as she purred, “That’s it. Suck it like a good slut, Emily.”



I am not ashamed to say that I gave her the full porn star treatment. I deep throated her cock and made myself drool on it. I pulled off, gasping, trailing mucus between my lips and her fat tip. She moaned at my enthusiasm and pulled my face back down, thrusting her cock between my lips and fucking my eager mouth. I choked a bit, but I held it all together, eyes watering as I slurped and sucked at her obscenely.



“Oh, Emily, you dirty little slut,” moaned Mrs. Temple. “Make me cum. Make me cum with those pretty dick-sucking lips. AhhhhhhhhHH!”



She held my head tightly, her fingers wrapped in my brown hair as she worked her hips and fucked the length of her cock in and out of my drooling mouth. I tried to suck her, but as her pleasure seemed to reach a crescendo, she fucked deep into my throat.



“GGGGgggrrkkkk ggggrrkgggglllk!” I think I said something like that with several inches of realistic cock shoved down my throat. She finally recovered enough from her orgasm to realize that she had pushed me too far and she pulled her cock from my throat and mouth with a wet gurgle.



“Oh, sweetie, I got carried away,” she said. “It felt so good. Are you alright?”



“Yes,” I croaked. “Yeah, I’m fine. If you were… anyone else… I would be mad.”



“You don’t let the boys treat you like that?” She said, raising an eyebrow.



“Never,” I said, rising to my fight.



“Good girl,” she said, pulling me in for a sloppy, smothering kiss. I reached around her and cupped her plump ass with both hands as her tongue dominated mine in the embrace of our kiss.



“Now it’s my turn to get a little naughty,” she said. “Turn around and bend over the counter.”



“Oh, Mrs. Temple,” I said. “I really need to get to school.”



“I told you I would handle that,” she said, a bit of edge to her tone. “Now turn around, young lady, pull down your shorts, and bend over that counter.”



The gleam in her intense green eyes sent a thrill from my pussy through my body. I turned around to face the marble-topped kitchen island and drew down my tight running shorts. I bent over the island and Mrs. Temple was on me in a moment. She crouched behind me, kissing and gently sucking at the supple flesh of my rear. Her fingers stroked the tan folds of my little pussy, but her kissed moved distinctly towards my crack.



“W-what are you doing?” I gasped, looking back over my shoulder.



“You have to be properly prepared before fuck your ass,” she said, as if surprised I even needed an explanation. “I was going to give your pretty little ass a proper licking.”



“That’s not… ohhhhhhh…”



My concerns about hygiene after running back from the falls were forgotten as Mrs. Temple’s hot tongue flicked teasingly against the sensitive clench of my anus. She did not dive in, but instead drew out the wet tickling sensation of each lick, tracing the round crinkle of my asshole before swirling her tongue wetly over my tender divot. I had been surprised by how much I enjoyed her son’s efforts at analingus in the back of Todd’s van, but Mrs. Temple’s efforts were on a whole other plane of pleasure.



“Ohhhhh my god,” I moaned. “That feels so good.”



“Nnnnhnnn,” she agreed, the sound vibrating her tongue against my asshole. She lifted her lips just enough to say, “You have a very cute little asshole, by the way, Emily. It is not a compliment paid often enough, but yours is quite lovely.”



My face blushed at her lewd words. Again, my embarrassment was forgotten as her hot tongue rolled over and around my tender hole. She began to slowly fuck my pussy with her fingers as her licking intensified. The combination of sensations was exquisite and without even being conscious of what I was doing I began to roll my hips.



“That’s… incredible,” I moaned, gripping the edge of the marble countertop.



I was attuned to the environment, staring at the fancy, neon-lit clock on the wall across from me. It was right above a cat-shaped cookie jar and a framed photo of Olivia Temple, Luke’s older sister, and Mrs. Temple sitting on a beach drinking out of pineapples. The photo seemed to be a few years old, which meant Olivia, blonde and beautiful in her blue bikini, was roughly my age.



As Mrs. Temple licked my ass, I could just make out the wet sound of her tongue against the ticking of the clock and the birds chirping outside on the deck. Her fingers swished even more softly in and out of my slick pussy. The whole time, Olivia watched me from the framed photo.



“Oh my god, I am going to cum,” I gasped, realization hitting me a moment before the intense wave of pleasure.



“Do it,” she hissed hotly into my crack. “Cum on my fingers while I rim your perky little asshole.”



“Ohhhh my god! Ohhhh, Mrs. Temple! Ohhhh your tongue… AAHHHHH!” I threw my head back, pushing my ass against her face as I came all over her fingers. My juices spilled between her digits as my silky walls clenched tightly around her touch. I arched more and more until I reached my absolute peak and finally, my pleasure fading, slumped panting onto the counter.



“Now I am going to fuck that little ass,” said Mrs. Temple. “I am going to do it properly and it will not hurt a bit.”



She slid her fingers out of my pussy and stepped over to a nearby cabinet. She retrieved a jar of coconut oil and unscrewed the lid. She scooped out a small lump of the white gunk inside, the smell of coconuts strong and pleasant. She stepped behind me and I watched over my shoulder, my heart pounding as she smeared the oil all over the cock and then began to massage the rest into my ass. The greasy solid was soon liquefied by my body’s warmth and Mrs. Temple worked a finger gently into my asshole.



“Is that good?” She asked. “Do you want another finger first?”



I glanced at the size of the cock jutting obscenely from her loins.



“Make it three,” I suggested.



“Alright,” she laughed. “Here is… two…”



The pressure only built for a moment before her second finger had slipped into my tender asshole. She began to slowly fuck these two fingers in and out of my oiled hole before adding a third. This one took a bit more effort and stretched me wider than even Luke’s cock. Mrs. Temple was very careful and used another dollop of the coconut oil to lube her fingers.



“It’s good,” I gasped, pushing back against her thrusting fingers. “It’s big… ooohhh… but it’s good.”



“Good, sweetie,” she said, her other hand stroking my lower back. “You’re relaxing and getting used to the thickness of it. Are you ready for the cock?”



“A little more,” I gasped, wiggling my hips a little.



“You want me to make you cum with my fingers?” She asked, leaning over me and dropping the weight of her breasts against my back as she kissed my shoulder and neck. “There’s no limit to how many times you’re allowed to cum.”



“Y-yes,” I admitted, feeling my pleasure flutter through me again. “Please, make me cum.”



She pressed hard against my back, her hand spanking my ass with each thrust of her three fingers into my stretched asshole. It was a fullness and pleasure I had not experienced with Luke. She was stretching me and making me hers with each thrust of those fingers. And I loved it.



“Oh, yes, fuck meeee,” I whimpered as she kissed my neck.



“Tell me what a little anal slut you are,” she hissed, nipping at my tender flesh.



“I’m an… an anal slut,” I gasped, feeling my ass clench against her thrusting fingers.



“You love it, you want your little ass fucked,” she whispered.



“I want my ass fucked,” I cried, my orgasm on the cusp.



“You need my cock so much more than my son’s,” she hissed, something almost angry in her voice.



“I need it… need it more than Luke’s,” I cried. “Oh, Mrs. Temple, I’m going to… I’m cumming!!”



It was a strange, intense, and prolonged orgasm. My ass clenched around her fingers with each spasm, which shot a pulse of pleasure to my clit, which relayed it through my body like crackling electricity. Again and again these electric pulses of pleasure hit me, my whole body trembling beneath Mrs. Temple. My ecstasy was new and profound.



“Ohhhhh, yes, thank you,” I cried gratefully.



“You are ready now,” she said, her weight lifting from my back. “Turn over and sit on the counter.”



She withdrew her fingers very gently from my ass and helped me to turn over and sit on the counter with my ass slightly overhanging the marble edge. She held my legs beneath my knees, pushing them back and exposing my pussy and ass.



“Play with your clit,” she commanded, releasing one of my knees to take hold of her cock. “Strum that little clit while I put this in your ass.”



I needed it more than anything. I began to rub my throbbing bud as we both watched her line up the head of her cock on my tan divot, gaping and greased with the coconut oil. She pushed and her cock slid inside me easily, stretching me around the tip, sliding deeper and deeper until I was filled with her strange dildo. We moaned together as she began to gently, but steadily, fuck my asshole.



There was none of the pain I had experienced with Luke and certainly none of the fear. Mrs. Temple leaned over me, her tits dangling against mine as she brought her lips down and kissed me. I moaned into her kiss as her cock thrust in and out of my well-lubed hole. Sometimes my reflex got the better of me and I tried to clench tightly against her thrusting length. She pushed past my clench each time, forcing the slippery cock easily inside me.



“Ohhhh yes, oh, Mrs. Temple, fuck my ass,” I gasped against her lips as her tits swung against my mine with each thrust.



“Cum for me,” she moaned. “Cum with me.”



I could feel it in the growing intensity of her thrusts. She was fucking me harder and harder, chasing her own pleasure as I furiously strummed my clit and took each deep stroke of her cock in my ass. I looked into her eyes and saw my building ecstasy reflected. She kissed me passionately, her tongue meeting mine, her cry of pleasure vibrating against my lips.



My orgasm exploded from my clit and my ass simultaneously. I wailed against her lips, my tongue flicking against hers as hot waves of ecstasy rolled through my body.



“Yes!” Mrs. Temple cried against my lips. “Yes! Ohhhh!”



I felt her orgasm in the strange, deep strokes she took, nearly scooting me back off the edge of the counter. She pounded her toy cock deep into my teenage hole and I wailed and came with her, seizing against her thrusting cock again and again. I moaned my pleasure into the heat of her kiss. Our pleasure reached a crescendo together and receded. We gasped with exertion, lips still brushing against each other and our bodies still twitching.



“That was incredible,” I said and broke into a grin.



“You are incredible,” laughed Mrs. Temple, cradling my cheek and kissing me again. Our tongues flicked together for several seconds.



“I would go with ‘fucking unbelievable,’” said an angry woman’s voice next to us.



Fear shot through me. I jerked my head away from the kiss and saw a beautiful younger version of Mrs. Temple, but with blue eyes instead of green, standing just inside the kitchen. She had a backpack over one shoulder and a wheeled suitcase in the other hand.



“Olivia,” gasped Mrs. Temple, standing up straight, the counter thankfully blocking Olivia’s view of the dildo. “This isn’t what it seems.”



“Oh, really?” Olivia walked towards us and I hurriedly covered up. “Because it looks like you are fucking some teenager up the ass on the kitchen counter.”



That was how I met Olivia Temple, Luke’s older sister.



Things only went downhill with her from there.
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“So you two are a couple now? Does dad know? What did Luke say?” Olivia Temple, a few years my senior, asked the questions rapid fire as she came towards me. Though her angry blue eyes were staring at me, she was jabbing her finger at her mother. Olivia was supposed to be away at college, but had just caught me and her mother completely naked and having sex in the kitchen.



“Calm down, Olivia,” warned Mrs. Temple, making no effort to cover her bare breasts. “Go up to your room and we will talk about it after Emily has had a chance to put some clothes on.”



“Emily?” Olivia sneered with disgust. She feigned an unconvincing smile and said, “Hello, Emily, a pleasure to meet you.”



I stared at her offered hand, trying to figure out how to shake it without uncovering either my breasts or my pussy.



Mrs. Temple interrupted, “Upstairs, Olivia. We will talk about this in a few minutes.”



“Fine,” snapped Olivia, throwing her hand up as if to shield herself from the sight of her naked mother. “But don’t think you can buy me off like that time with the TV installation girl. This is totally fucked up.”



Olivia swept past us both with a flip of her pale blonde hair and loudly took the stairs two at a time as she departed for her bedroom.



“TV installation girl?” I wondered aloud quietly.



Mrs. Temple either did not hear my question or ignored it.



“You should get dressed and go to school,” said Mrs. Temple. “I’ll call you a car.”



“What about, um, Olivia?” My hands were shaking as I pulled on my clothes. The adrenaline was going crazy in my blood, making me feel like I had just chugged several cups of coffee. I was practically hyperventilating. It occurred to me, as I rolled my workout top over my pert breasts, that I had never been caught in a situation like this before meeting Mrs. Temple. I had never even cheated before.



“Don’t worry about Olivia,” said Mrs. Temple, her tone soothing and her smile sweet and familiar. She pulled me into a comforting embrace and kissed my neck, cheek, and then my lips. Her kiss was warm and soft, her lips parted a bit, but her tongue only teasing mine. “She is being overly dramatic and making a scene to try to get something out of me. Everything will be fine, I promise.”



“Al-alright,” I said. “I don’t want to cause trouble in your family.”



“First of all, this is all on me, Emily,” said Mrs. Temple. “Secondly, you sweet young girl, this is not causing any trouble. I’ll smooth things over with Olivia and Luke will never get word of what happened here today, I promise.”



“Maybe I should—“



“No,” said Mrs. Temple firmly. She opened the refrigerator and fished out a cold bottle of water. She pressed it into my hands. She began gently pushing me towards the front door. “Go out and wait out front, please. The car will be around shortly, I’m sure. Don’t look sad. Nothing to be sad about. You and I and Olivia are all fine. Okay? We’ll talk soon, sweetie.”



She pushed me out into the mid-morning heat and closed the door before I could say much of anything. I could practically hear the sigh of relief that Mrs. Temple breathed once she was on the other side of that closed door. I let out my own sigh of resignation and sat down on one of the decorative benches in the front. I was still buzzing with adrenaline and tired from the intense running I had been doing for most of the morning. I unscrewed the cap on the water and gulped the cold liquid.



“What are you doing, Emily?” I wondered aloud to myself, brushing away a sweat bee.



The wait for the Lyft was interminable. I stayed tense, as if Olivia might burst out through the front door and start screaming at me for ruining her parents’ marriage. When the car finally arrived, I was picturing Olivia chasing me around the Temples’ circular drive as she tried to stab me with a pair of scissors. I climbed into the back seat of the Camry and breathed a sigh of relief.



“Hello, my name is Rajeet,” said the middle-aged Indian driver.



“Peach Valley High School,” I said.



“Already in the GPS,” said Rajeet. He eyed me in his rearview as he pulled out of the drive. “Are you okay, Miss Temple?”



“Miss Temple?” I shook my head. Of course, Charlotte Temple had used her account to call the car. “Yeah, uh, everything is fine. I’m just late for school.”



“I will get you there in a jiffy,” said Rajeet. “School is very important.”



Needless to say, I did not relax during the drive. From the intensity of the pleasure I’d experienced with Mrs. Temple to the strange look in Olivia’s eyes when she caught me with her mother, it was all too surreal to absorb. My face flushed at the memories of Mrs. Temple’s fingers, her tongue, the taste of her, the smoothness of her thighs, and that look from Olivia. Smoldering. Hungry. I had seen a flicker of something more than outrage from Olivia. It had only lasted a moment before Olivia had concealed it, but that only made it all more disturbing.



I checked my phone, hoping for a message from Mrs. Temple, but there was nothing.



“Front entrance?” Rajeet asked.



“Oh, um, no,” I said, leaning forward and realizing we had almost arrived at the school. “Pull around to the side lot. I don’t want a bunch of people seeing me show up late in my workout clothes.”



“You are very pretty in these clothes,” said Rajeet with a smile. “Instagram goddess.”



“Oh, um, thanks,” I said.



Rajeet was cute for a middle-aged guy, but I wasn’t exactly shopping for dates with my Lyft driver. Thankfully, he did not push the issue. Still dressed in my workout clothes, I headed into the school. The wide hallway was empty and quiet, with the muffled sounds of conversations only audible as I passed the doors to classrooms. I passed Gretchen, a girl I knew from my Trigonometry class, and she gave me a curious smile.



“Laundry day?” She asked, looking at me over her shoulder as she continued on.



“Something like that,” I muttered, hurrying to my locker. I had a change of clothes stashed inside. Not my fashion A-game, but something that was a bit more decent than what I was wearing. I managed to duck into a bathroom, freshen up, and change into the old pair of jeans and my mom’s Radiohead t-shirt.



The bell had just rung when I stepped out into the hall and I joined the throngs of students heading to their next classes. I had creative writing with Mr. Elderberry and then, mercifully, a study hall. I turned down the hall, heading towards Mr. Elderberry’s room, which went right past the smaller of two gyms at Peach Valley High.



This was the domain of Mrs. Hadley, the girls’ volleyball coach. She was standing at the door to the equipment room, dressed in one of her trademark sweat suits, arms folded over her ample breasts. She was an all-around ample woman, with a short, intentionally unkempt blonde haircut and sharp brown eyes that regarded me with suspicion. I tried to look away before our eyes met, but I was too slow.



As I passed, I knew Mrs. Hadley had detached from her perch at the doorway and was following me down the hall. All that I needed after my wild morning was being dragged over hot coals by Mrs. Hadley for when she caught me with Mrs. Temple in the shower room. I heard Mrs. Hadley start to speak, but before she could address me my bestie, Alicia, appeared from the crowd and glued herself to my hip.



“Sooo word is you showed up at school late,” said Alicia. “What happened? Car breakdown.”



“Worse,” I said. “I went for a run and went way too far from school. Had to take a Lyft to get here at all.”



“Ouch,” said Alicia, knowing that I was usually broke. “Do you need a ride home after cheer practice?”



“I can take the bus if I have to,” I said, glancing back over my shoulder. Mrs. Hadley had evidently abandoned her approach when she saw Alicia join me in the hall. That raised other questions about Mrs. Hadley’s intention, but I did not have time to worry about it.



Alicia followed me into Mr. Elderberry’s classroom and over to my desk on the side of the room. She had art class across the hall and liked to hang out with me until the bell rang and sent her running back across the hall.



“How are you and Luke doing?” Alicia prodded.



“It’s complicated,” I said with a sigh, the last of my adrenaline gone and replaced with a dull, full-body ache. “He thinks it’s great. I’m not so sure.”



Alicia swept a lock of scarlet hair from her face and leaned forward, her plump breasts straining her blouse. Her eyes glittered as she looked at me over the rims of her glasses. I blushed and looked away from her piercing stare.



“No,” she said. “That’s not good enough. What is up with you and Luke? Are you… did you meet somebody?”



I could not keep from breaking out into a guilty smile. Alicia grabbed my bicep excitedly and said, “You are! You dirty slut! Who? How did you meet him?”



“It’s… it’s not a him,” I whispered. “It’s a her.”



“Oh.” Alicia’s eyes widened. “Oh my god. Wow. I always thought maybe, I mean, it was possible. But I didn’t—“



“Shut up,” I said, smacking her arm. “I’m not a lesbian. I’m… I like guys. I just, well, I don’t know. I’m figuring it out still.”



“Girl, we all are,” laughed Alicia. “All the time.”



“Right,” I said, my face hot with embarrassment as I tried not to think about my best friend maybe having a crush on me. I sat down at my desk.



“So tell me about her,” said Alicia, scooting her butt onto my desk.



“Not now,” I whispered, glancing at the clock. “Class is about to start.”



“Does she go to the school?” She asked. “You can at least tell me that much. Is she a student? A teacher? Oh my god, is it a teacher?”



“No!” I said, a bit too loudly, earning glances from the students seated nearby. I repeated, more quietly, “No, she’s not a teacher and she doesn’t go to this school.”



Alicia had all the information she needed to figure it out. She was one of the few people that had seen me disappear into the locker room after practice with Mrs. Temple. Of course, Mrs. Temple was known as Luke’s Mom to Alicia. Maybe the idea that I was involved with my boyfriend’s mom was too audacious for her to contemplate.



“God, I have to know. Please, just tell me,” said Alicia.



“Soon,” I promised. “You have to get to class.”



“Right,” she said, sliding off my desk. “But I am going to get it out of you.”



“You will,” I agreed.



She started toward the door and turned back. “Are you going to Madison’s party tomorrow after the big game?”



“You are?” I was shocked after the nasty dressing down Madison had given Alicia at cheerleading practice.



“Uh, yeah, duh,” said Alicia. “I’m going with Bryce.”



He was one of the wide receivers on the Peach Valley Spartans football team, a lanky, sort of goofy guy. He was likable, at least. A bit of a prick to people outside his circle, but I was dating Luke so I guess that put me in Bryce’s circle.



“Yeah, I guess I’ll go,” I said. “Luke will want to go.”



Alicia seemed about to say something about Luke and I how I was cheating on him when the bell rang and mercifully cut her off. She dashed out of the room and across the hall to her class.



Mr. Elderberry glanced with annoyance at Alicia’s rush out of the room. He cleared his throat, stepped in front of the class, and began talking about POV and the effectiveness of first person characters when conveying a character’s inner life. I zoned out what Mr. Elderberry was saying and started thinking about Mrs. Temple and Olivia. What was that sparkle I had seen in Olivia’s eyes? She had seemed almost… excited.



My state of distraction got me into trouble more than once throughout the day. At cheer practice after school I flubbed one of the offense cheers and fell doing a handstand.



“Get your head in the game, Emily!” Shouted Madison after my fall, her pretty face twisted into a familiar expression of anger. “You’re worse than Alicia today.”



Alicia helped me up and I dusted off my butt.



“I can understand why you’re distracted,” said Alicia, nudging me with her elbow. Madison harangued us back into formation and spared me further interrogation from Alicia.



Coach Cuddy let the Spartans off the practice field early and several of the players came jogging over to watch us finishing our practice. Bryce was watching Alicia and making cracks to Randall, one of the running backs. Luke smiled to me from the sidelines.



It was Luke’s presence that completely prevented me from being questioned by Alicia. She was obviously desperate for me to reveal the identity of my lesbian lover, but could not risk getting me caught by my boyfriend. For once, Luke’s simple urges worked to my benefit.



After practice, still dressed in my cheerleading skirt and sweater, Luke pressed up against the side of his sun-warmed Land Rover and smothered my lips with a hungry kiss. He was a giant in his full football pads. I parted my lips to him and our tongues intertwined.



“Oh, babe, I like you all hot and sweaty,” he laughed against my lips.



His hand slipped under my sweater, fingers squirming under the cup of my bra as he fondled my left breast. Naturally, his fingers found my left nipple almost instantly and he began to pinch it and play with it between his thumb and index finger.



“Ahhh, Luke,” I hissed. “Not so rough.”



“Getting me all worked up, Emily,” he said, roughly lifting my bra above both of my breasts inside my sweater. His hand stretched the material over my right breast as he moved on. My left nipple, still throbbing, stood out beneath my sweater. I protested and he kissed me again, his turf-smeared football pants pressing between my thighs and lifting my skirt. I felt the scrape of dirt against my leg and I finally grabbed his pads and shoved him away.



“Alright! You’re getting me all dirty!” I said, brushing the turf from my thigh.



“You like it dirty,” he said, stroking from my slender waist down to my hips.



A couple players from the team walked past us on the way to their car in the parking lot. I took the opportunity to create a little more distance between me and Luke.



“Are we going to Madison’s after the game?” I wondered.



“Whatever you want to do, babe,” said Luke, pulling me roughly against him as I tried to shift my bra back into place without sticking a hand under my sweater. “We can just watch some TV and get a pizza or something if you’d like.”



Luke wanted to munch on pizza, pour some liquor from his dad’s liquor cabinet into cups full of orange juice, grope me and make out with me while some idiotic super hero movie exploded on the giant TV, and then turn off the lights and have sex. Maybe, if I was lucky, he would go down on me. More likely, he would want me to give him head and that would be the end of our fun.



“Alicia is going with Bryce,” I said. “You know how Madison picks on her. She needs me there in case Madison tries to make some sort of scene.”



“Yeah, alright,” said Luke. “We can go.”



“You’re the best,” I said, rising on my tiptoes to give him a sweet kiss on the lips.



“Why do I feel like you’re buttering me up for something else?” Look tilted his head and looked at me side-eyed.



“Do you think you could give me a ride home?” I asked, toying with his pads. “I’ll make it worth your while.”



“I was gonna say ‘no’ so I could hang out with Todd, but I can’t refuse you making it worth my while.” Luke squeezed my rear under my skirt with both of his hands and smashed another kiss to my lips.



“Good choice,” I laughed.



Luke stripped off his pads and tossed them into the back of Land Rover. Once we were underway, I leaned across the center console, my legs folded beneath me on the seat and my skirt riding up my firm ass. I slid my hand into Luke’s lap and set to work on the belt and numerous laces on the front of his football pants. Luke’s cock was bulging in his grass-stained pants by the time I managed to get everything untied and unlaced.



“Oh, babe,” he moaned, sliding a hand over my back to cup my ass through my panties. “Suck on it for me, okay?”



I answered him by stretching down his briefs beneath his hard cock and heavy balls and wrapping my soft hand around his shaft. Maybe it was guilt or maybe I just enjoyed sucking cock in addition to my lesbian desires, but I began to give Luke one hell of a blowjob. The Land Rover filled with the wet slurping sounds I kept making as I bobbed my head up and down on his lap. At every stop light, he rested a hand on the back of my head to keep me from rising too high and revealing myself to surrounding vehicles.



“Oh, babe, that is so good,” he moaned, squirming in his seat as my spit soaked his cock and my tongue flicked against his fat tip. Sucking his cock became this whole zen thing for me. A part of me was there, stroking his shaft and bobbing my soft lips on him, but another part of me detached and was thinking about Mrs. Temple, Alicia, and even Mrs. Hadley.



I saw these three women in various stages of undress, moaning and encouraging me as they touched themselves. Picturing Mrs. Temple like that was no surprise, seeing my best friend, Alicia, with those eyes was disturbing, but it was my mind including Mrs. Hadley that really shocked me. She was an overweight gym teacher, not a scorching hot stunner like Mrs. Temple or a sexy cheerleader like Alicia.



I imagined Mrs. Hadley with her plump thighs parted and three fingers pumping in and out of her pussy, her sweat suit was unzipped and her polo was pulled up over two big, fairly droopy tits with fat nipples. Instead of her usual crucifix necklace, her coach’s whistle hung in her cleavage as she pinched a nipple and kneaded her breast.



“How can you call yourself a lesbian with that cock in your mouth?” Mrs. Hadley teased me, pumping her fingers into her pink pussy. “I should write you up for this.”



“Don’t listen to her,” interjected Mrs. Temple, her perfect tits heaving and seemingly oiled as she fucked herself with that weird strap-on dildo she used on me. She gasped with pleasure, thrusting the cock deep into her pussy before moaning, “Go on, sweetie, give my son a good blowjob.”



“Why don’t you come over later,” moaned Alicia. “You can tell me all about your hot lesbian affair and then I can spread your legs and bury my face between your toned thighs like I have been craving ever since I was bottom of the pyramid and you were above me.”



This last one nearly made me pull off Luke’s cock to make sure that this fantasy was not somehow real and in the Land Rover with us. My horny, lesbian Greek chorus continued to moan and gasp and I managed to keep my lips wrapped around Luke’s fat tip.



“Ohh, babe, I’m going to… FUCK!”



That was all the warning I received before Luke started to cum in my mouth. Hot, powerful gushes of his salty spunk hit the back of my throat and covered my tongue in that familiar, nasty flavor. I resisted the urge to gag and swallowed. Forcing myself to swallow his cum, it occurred to me that I had enjoyed swallowing before. Suddenly it was like take an unwanted dose of medicine. I managed it, but it left me feeling sick as I lifted my lips from his cock and sat back in my seat.



“Oh, babe, that was awesome,” laughed Luke, shoving his cock back into his briefs. “You give amazing head.”



I grabbed a bottle of sports drink that had been sitting in his car and gulped several ounces of the warm liquid.



“Any time,” I said. Maybe it was my guilt about what I had been doing with his mother that very morning that made me add, “I love sucking that big cock.”



“I can tell,” he laughed and started elaborating on my love for sucking cock. I tuned him out, smiling and staring out the window as we passed from the well-heeled neighborhoods of Luke’s people to the working class modesty of my crowd. Lots were parched from the drought, houses were small and often in ill-repair.



It was embarrassing every time Luke dropped me off at the tiny townhouse I shared with my mother. He pulled me in for a surprisingly tender kiss.



“I’m going to win the game for you on Friday,” he promised. “Then we can really celebrate.”



“Focus on the winning part,” I said, patting his shoulder. “The celebration can come later.”



It was a relief to get into the quiet darkness of my house. My mom, working two jobs, was not home. I headed upstairs and took a shower, letting the water wash away my sweat and tension even as my mind returned to being caught by Olivia and created fresh worries. Was she a ticking time bomb waiting to blow up my relationship with Luke? Could I even still see Mrs. Temple with her daughter aware of what we were doing? Why hadn’t Mrs. Temple called or texted me all day?



By the time I was toweling off, I was tenser than I had been when I climbed into the shower. I crossed the hall to my bedroom and flopped down on my bed, the towel falling open and the air-conditioning blowing over my damp body and stiffening my little tan nipples.



Somehow, I fell asleep like that. I was awakened to the sound of my phone vibrating on my nightstand. I stretched an arm out in the darkness and felt for it. Almost midnight and I had a text from Mrs. Temple, still listed in my phone as “Luke’s Hot Mom.”



“I need to see you,” she said. “Tonight.”



I thought for a second. My mom usually got home from her second shift job by 11:30. I listened for her and heard the faint sound of her snoring in the bedroom down the hall.



“My mom is asleep,” I texted. “I could sneak out.”



“OK,” she texted back. “Will come to you. Text you when I’m outside.”



She followed that text with a heart, which was an intense relief. I quickly texted her three hearts in reply. I didn’t want her to see my shitty house or my tiny bedroom, but it was worth her knowing where I lived to get to see her. I texted my address and slid quietly out of bed to begin getting dressed.



Moving like a ninja assassin, I put on a pair of shorts, a tank top and wore knee socks with my tennis shoes. I brushed my dark hair and pulled it back into a ponytail. By the glow of the streetlight through my bedroom window, I put on eye shadow and lipstick. I turned on my phone’s light just long enough to be sure everything looked as good as I thought.



My heart thrummed in my chest as I kept watch out the small window. Every slash of car’s headlights and every engine rumble excited me anew, until finally I saw her familiar Mercedes pulling up outside my house. By the glow of the dash, I could make out the soft curve of her bust and her beautiful face.



“I see you,” I texted. “Out in a second.”



I crept down the stairs, avoiding the two steps that creaked and going out the back door because the front made too much noise. I slipped around the roaring air-conditioner and dashed to the Mercedes.



There were a million things I wanted to say to Mrs. Temple, but all I could do when I climbed into that car was kiss her. Our lips collided and we seemed to melt together again, our moans mingling softly as our tongues intertwined. I slid fingers into her blonde hair hanging loose beneath her ear and she rested one hand on my hip, squeezing as our lips parted and closed and parted again. My lipstick was probably getting all over her mouth, but neither of us cared.



“Oh, Mrs. Temple,” I gasped.



“I have it bad for you, Emily,” she whispered against my lips, our foreheads pressed together. “Every time we are apart you are all I can think about.”



I kissed her again several more times, quick kisses and dart of my tongue, emotion welling within me so powerful that I felt the urge to cry. I held back the tears and let reality intrude on the moment, “I’ve been worrying about you, about us, all day.”



“Oh, sweetie, it’s fine,” said Mrs. Temple. “Olivia won’t bother us. She doesn’t know about you and Luke and I calmed her down, okay? She’s a good girl. We surprised her, that’s all.”



Her kisses in reply to mine grew more heated, her hand slipping to cup my breast through my tank top. My nipple was stiff and sensitive against her hand. I gasped against her lips. Suddenly, I didn’t want to talk anymore. I wanted to put all my feelings into action.



We embraced over the shifter, her blouse unbuttoning before I even realized it was my hands and fingers opening it. Her breasts were encased in merlot lace, her areolas peeking above the cups. I moaned her name as I pressed my face to her cleavage and squeezed her softness and sweet scent against my face.



“Oh, Emily,” she cried, holding me there, trapping me against that precious valley. I kissed her breasts and reached behind her to open the triple clasp of her bra. She leaned back just enough to shed the cups and tossed her bra aside.



Her smile and those glittering green eyes were all the permission I needed to resume kissing and nuzzling the creamy softness of her breasts. I sought one of her thick pink nipples, brushing my lips against it, licking it, and finally sucking it into my mouth. I looked up at her, latched to her breast like that, as my fingers explored her other breast and rolled her other nipple gently.



I wanted to stay like that forever, kissing and sucking and licking and smothering myself in her magnificent tits, but the car’s shifter was poking me right in my tummy and starting to hurt. I finally let go of her breasts and sat back in my seat, gasping, my pert breasts heaving with my excitement. I glanced at the much more spacious backseat.



“Maybe… maybe we should move in the back,” I suggested.



“You read my mind,” she said. “After you.”



Crawling between the seats and into the back left my shorts riding up and my peachy backside vulnerable. Mrs. Temple took full advantage, smacking my ass and then kissed it when I cried out. I crawled the rest of the way over the center console and slid onto the back seat. She crawled into the back with me, a bit more awkwardly and with her big breasts bare and dangling beneath her.



I helped her onto the seat beside me and then pounced, kissing her passionately and fondling her breasts with one hand as my other pressed between her thighs. She was wearing a skirt and, I quickly discovered, no panties. My fingers touched her hot folds and excitement burned through me. I moaned against her breasts, stroking her hot groove and rubbing deftly against the fat bud of her clit.



“Ahhhhh, that’s it,” she cried. “Oh, Emily, you know just where to touch me.”



I wanted to do more than touch her. I kissed my way from her breasts down her impressively toned tummy to her skirt. She lifted her ass just enough for me to slide her skirt up her muscular thighs to her waist. She turned on the seat, one leg dangling off and the other bent and up against the back of the bench. I slid down with my knees in the footwell, kissing her inner thigh and petting the hot, velvet furrow of Mrs. Temple’s cunt.



For a moment, I flashed to Luke and his hard cock. The way it smelled and tasted, the revulsion I had to overcome to do something I used to enjoy so much. The way his hot cum almost made me gag.



Mrs. Temple was not like that at all. She was supple and clean, her scent, though very faintly musty, was exciting and mostly floral. My kiss moved up her inner thigh and closer to the warmth radiating from her vulva. She cradled the back of my head, drawing me towards her hot core.



“Lick me, Emily,” she said with a hint of command in her voice. “Pleasure me. I can tell you’ve been thinking about it.”



“Oh, god, yes,” I admitted as I brushed my lips against the hairless folds of her pussy. I breathed her scent deeply and felt a pang of need in the depths of my pussy. My fingers traced her outer lips and parted them gently to reveal the slick pink beneath glistening in the streetlight. I ran my tongue over her velvet folds and had the faintest tangy taste of her. I slipped my tongue past those lips, feeling the hot, tight walls of her cunt and pressing my tongue into that sweet channel.



“Ohhhhhhh, that’s it,” moaned Mrs. Temple, her head thumping back against the side window and her hand urging me towards her bulging clit.



Her thigh bumped against my face and her fingers tightened in my hair. I held her soft cuntlips open and lashed my tongue against her womanly clit. I looked up at her, god she was so beautiful, her bare breasts heaving and silvery in the streetlight, nipples jutting, her lips parted in a wordless gasp of pleasure. The harder I licked her clit, the more intently she pulled my face against her pussy, smothering me in her scent and the squeeze of her thighs closing around my head. Her heels were on my back as she pulled me against her. I began to suck at her clit, relishing each girlish cry of pleasure and each deeper moan.



“Fuck me,” she gasped. “With your fingers. Three fingers. Ohhhhh… yes… just like that, Emily!”



I pumped three fingers in and out of her pussy as I sucked her clit, watching her arching above me, her head against the steamy window and her free hand clutching the back of the driver’s seat. She bucked her hips, smearing her juices over my hand and against my chin. I sucked harder in reply, eager to push her over the edge.



“Ohhh! Oh, yes! I’m cumming! I’m cummmmmmmingggg!”



She bucked so hard she nearly threw me off the seat. I pounded my fingers into her clutching cunt as she crooned my name and made it nearly impossible to properly suck her clit. But I tried. I licked her bud each time her thrashing prevented me from sucking it. She was so loud that she hurt my ears, but I didn’t care. Watching her move and tasting her sweet nectar was worth going temporarily deaf.



Mrs. Temple was gasping and recovering from her orgasm when a light suddenly shined into the car. We both sat bolt upright and blinked against the bright light diffused by the steam on the windows. Mrs. Temple covered her body with her discarded blouse; I wiped her juices from my chin and tried to see who was out there.



“Take it indoors, ladies,” said a stern voice.



The light switched off, revealing the side-mounted spotlight of a police cruiser and a cop with a very amused expression. He waved to us, I waved back, and the cop car pulled away. We watched the taillights recede down the street, exchanged a shocked look, and burst out laughing so hard that I began to cry.



“Oh my god, what a day,” laughed Mrs. Temple.



“That is the third time I have been caught with you this week,” I said, watching as she buttoned her blouse over her breasts.



“Right, because I lose control around you,” she said.



“I know the feeling,” I said, my face getting a few degrees hotter as I averted my gaze from her green eyes.



“Want to go somewhere?” She suggested. “I’ve got a full house, but we could get a hotel or something.”



“It’s getting pretty late,” I said, imagining the process of finding a hotel, getting a room, and then getting back into the groove with her. “Maybe I should just head back inside and go to bed.”



“I could,” she walked her fingertips over to my thigh, “go inside with you.”



She could. She totally could go inside with me.



“Yeah,” I said, my excitement growing despite any embarrassment over showing Mrs. Temple the inside the tiny townhouse. “Yeah, alright. But my mom is asleep in there. We have to be very quiet.”



“I can do quiet,” she said.



“No more screaming my name,” I added.



“No more sucking my clit then,” she countered. “But I will try to keep quiet. Maybe a wooden spoon to bite on?”



We climbed out of the car as I suggested, “How about a pillow?”



We crept across the street and in the back door. I wanted to apologize to Mrs. Temple for the small, dingy kitchen, but I also wanted to defend my modest living situation. Being quiet was more important than defending my poor girl honor.



I led Mrs. Temple to the stairs and tried to point out the creaky steps. She understood what I was doing as I stepped over the dangerous spots. She stepped over the first without making a sound, but then stepped almost directly on the second. There was a distinct creaking sound and I heard my mom’s snort in her sleep. I motioned for Mrs. Temple to be quiet. She clung to my hips as we waited for my mother’s snoring to return to normal.



Mrs. Temple hugging against my hips did not help me remain quiet, particularly when she began to draw down the back of my shorts, exposing half of the pale peach of my ass. I covered my mouth to keep from crying out and climbed the rest of the stairs to escape her. She pursued me quietly into my bedroom. There was no time to feel self-conscious about my cramped room or my unmade double bed. I scrambled onto the rumpled blanket and Mrs. Temple caught my hips again, pulling my ass toward her.



“Get back here,” she whispered.



I covered my mouth again to keep from crying out as Mrs. Temple drew my little shorts down from my ass again. This time, I did not try to escape as she worked them down from the firm globes of my teenage rear and slipped my shorts down my thighs. At the sight of my dusky pussy, parted crack and tan asshole, Mrs. Temple let out an almost inaudible cry of delight. She stroked my cheeks, squeezing and spreading them and admiring me from behind as she dipped her pretty face to my tense rear.



“Oh my god,” I whispered as her lips made contact with my supple flesh.



Her lips explored the smooth terrain of my ass, skipping over my crack and moving from one mound to the other as her dangling hair tickled against my thighs like feathers. She reached between my thighs and cupped the sensitive mound of my pussy. She caressed me knowingly, parting my folds and running her fingers over the tiny, tender bud of my clit. I sucked in a breath as her lips moved towards my crack. She chuckled, her breath hot as against my tensed asshole, her fingers rubbing insistently at my clit.



“Relax,” she exhaled.



“You’re teasing me,” I moaned, arching my back.



“I’m exploring you,” she whispered. “Reminding myself of how beautiful you are. Everywhere…”



Her face pressed against valley of my ass and her lips found my tinder hole. Being kissed there was maddening and accompanied by her fingers insistently strumming my clit. As her warm, wet tongue ran over my clenched hole it took everything not to scream with pleasure. A grabbed an old octopus stuffed animal that had been a gift from a past boyfriend and shoved it into my face, moaning against its plush body as Mrs. Temple, without hesitation, began to lick my teenage asshole.



It was something boys had done to me before and left me feeling self-conscious. Not with Mrs. Temple. The relish with which she tongued my clenched hole was exciting and naughty. She loved licking my ass, she loved the way it tensed against her tongue with each lick and the way I whimpered while she was doing it. My face and breasts dropped into the bed and she began to fuck me with two long fingers as she ate my ass.



The swirling pressure of Mrs. Temple’s tongue against my asshole provided steadily rising pleasure for the sharp lashes of ecstasy as her fingers worked in and out of my pussy. She was both gentle and insistent and knew to brush her knuckles against my clit with each thrust of her fingers.



When her tongue began to fuck against my clench and open my asshole, I lost it, wailing with my face buried in the bed as I came against her fingers and tongue. Each spasm of my climax squeezed my ass against her tongue and caused my pussy to tense against her thrusting fingers. My toes curled and my fingers twisted in the blanket beneath me as I screamed into my mattress.



My orgasm spent, my thighs quivering, I collapsed completely onto the bed.



“Oh, sweetie, you needed that,” whispered Mrs. Temple.



“You’re so… so nasty,” I gasped, trying to catch my breath as I turned onto my side. “You went right for my ass.”



“Mmm, it was in my face when we were walking up the stairs,” said Mrs. Temple, stroking my cheeks and sliding onto the narrow mattress next to me. “How could I resist?”



Our lips met in a languid kiss that quickly became heated. Our bodies pressed together and we undressed each other without breaking contact. I could not resist kissing and fondling her breasts and she stroked my dark hair as I moaned against her soft mounds. Our legs intertwined, her thigh against my mound and my thigh against hers. Our hips moved as we kissed and squeezed our breasts against each other.



Her fingers returned to my pussy and I looked into her eyes and began to fuck her with my fingers. It was an incredibly intense, intimate moment, both of his fighting to be silent as he we fucked each other with our fingers. She knew how to touch me, how to stroke my clit and fuck me at the same time, and I came first, but it was close. Our bodies trembled together, our lips met again and was communicate our pleasure in the heated swirl of our tongues.



I tasted her again before the night was over, I even dipped my tongue lower and licked at the pink clench of her ass, eliciting a cry loud enough that I had to stop for fear she would wake my mother. Her tongue was even more eager than mine, lashing my clit again and again until I had cum several times against her eager mouth.



It was a night like none I had ever experienced with a boyfriend, so sprawling and endless that we pleasured each other to exhaustion.



My alarm awoke me just after 6:30 AM. I groggily hit the snooze button, rolled over in bed, and nearly screamed when I realized Mrs. Temple was asleep in bed beside me. Her ample breasts were rising and falling and the small mattress could scarcely contain her curves as one of her legs dangled over the side. My blanket was doing a poor job of covering her up.



“Mrs. Temple?” I whispered, nudging her. “Mrs. Temple. Charlotte. Wake up.”



Her eyes fluttered open, their emerald light slowly coming into focus as she regarded me sleepily.



“Hey,” she croaked, reaching out to caress my hip. “Did you sleep over?”



“No, you did,” I hissed. “And my mom is going to freak if—“



I was interrupted by my alarm going off again. The moment I switched it off, my mom tried to open my door. My heart nearly stopped. Luckily, I had the foresight to lock the door last night. My mom began to pound.



“Get your butt out of bed, Emily! I had messages you were tardy yesterday! Not again!”



“Alright mom! I’m getting up!” I shouted in reply.



Mrs. Temple sat up in my bed, drawing her knees against her big soft breasts in a position that exposed her pink pussy to me. I felt a twinge of desire, but it could not compete with my fear at being caught with my boyfriend’s over forty year old mom sleeping over.



“My mom likes to make me breakfast,” I said. “I’ll go downstairs and keep her busy. You wait for my signal and then sneak out the back through the kitchen.”



“Oh, god, can’t I just—“



“No,” I cut her off. “This isn’t a game. My mom won’t let boys sleep over and she has no idea that I’m… that….”



“That you’re a lesbian?” Offered Mrs. Temple.



“Not a lesbian,” I said. “I mean, maybe. I’m figuring things out, okay.”



“You seem to know exactly what you wanted last night,” she teased, leaning towards me for a kiss.



I slid out of reach and off my bed. I could not let her get me going again or I was going to be in real trouble. “Just wait for my signal.”



“Alright, alright,” said Mrs. Temple, searching for her blouse on the floor beside the bed. “Covert. I get remember sneaking around when I was a teenager.”



Somehow, my plan to get her out of the house without being caught worked. My mother had her back turned when Mrs. Temple crept past and out the door. I excused myself after a quick breakfast and managed to slip out to the street to give Mrs. Temple a last kiss before she left me.



“I want to see you again tonight,” she said.



“Can’t,” I replied quickly. “The Spartans play tonight and I have a party to go to afterward.”



“Oh?” She said, raising an eyebrow.



“With Luke,” I said, reminding her of the totally fucked up web we had woven together.



“Right, well,” she opened the door to her Mercedes. “Be a good girl. I wouldn’t want you getting into trouble with my son.”









Looking for Trouble



 



I was exhausted after my long night with Mrs. Temple, but I made it to school on time and reasonably awake thanks to three cups of coffee. Alicia appeared at my side as I made my way to my first period class, peppering me with fresh questions about what I did the night before and who I did it with.



“Anyone you want to tell me about?” She teased, still trawling for more info about my lesbian affair behind Luke Temple’s back.



“We can talk at Madison’s party,” I said.



“Luke is going to be there,” she reminded me.



“The whole team will be there,” I said. “We’ll have a chance to talk.”



 It was the only olive branch I had time to offer. I was running dangerously close to being late to class despite my best efforts. Alicia had a class on the second floor of the school, so we went our separate ways in the flow of students.



I was almost to Miss Harding’s English class when a hand reached out of seemingly nowhere and grabbed my wrist, pulling me out of the students headed to classrooms and into a nearby room. They pulled with such strength I was expecting Luke or one of the other football players, but when I turned, I realized I had been apprehended by none other than Mrs. Hadley.



The middle-aged teacher’s cheeks were ruddy and her eyes were intense and puffy as if she had been drinking. Her sweat suit was unzipped halfway down to the soft pad of her tummy and her huge breasts were heaving excitedly in her white polo shirt, her nipples erect and her tits apparently braless.



“Mrs. Hadley,” I gasped as the door closed behind me. “What… what did… did I do something wrong?”



She reached past me and pressed the lock on the door. We weren’t in a small classroom, as I had initially thought, but some sort of janitorial storage room with shelves of filled with institutional rolls of paper towels, toilet paper, and huge jugs of floor cleaner. There was a small workbench and a few chairs beneath a single strip of flicker fluorescent lights. The floor was bare concrete, unlike the tiles used throughout the rest of the school.



“You know what you did,” said Mrs. Hadley. “Fornicating with that woman in the showers.”



She fingered the crucifix hanging over her polo almost like she was trying to ward off a vampire.



“I’m not looking for trouble,” I said. “I thought the shower was empty and… and… I didn’t know where else to go. I’m sorry, Mrs. Hadley, I got carried away.”



“Carried away?” She snorted, her gaze roaming down my body to take in the sight of me in high-waisted denim shorts and a ruffled blouse that barely showed any skin. “Seems to me like you
 are
 looking for trouble.”



She bulled closer to me, pressing me back against the door with the weight of her tits. I could smell the wine on her breath.



“Mrs. Hadley,” I whispered, feeling the drunken heat radiating from her body. “What are you doing?”



“Something I should have done years ago,” she said, letting go of the crucifix. “Something I knew I had to do when I saw you in my locker room with Luke Temple’s mom.”



“W-what’s that?” I whispered, my pulse racing at the realization that she had recognized Mrs. Temple.



I wasn’t sure if she was going to smack me across the face or kiss me. Her gaze was as intense and overbearing as her body pressing me back against that door. She was taller than me, even taller than Mrs. Temple, and I felt like she could throw me across the room if she wanted.



Mrs. Hadley did the last thing I expected. She got down on her knees, her hands resting on my hips, and she began to cry.



“Mrs. Hadley,” I said as she clung to me. “What… what are you doing? What’s wrong?”



“I hear everything they say,” she moaned, tears streaming down her face. “They call me the fat bull dyke. They say I’m creeping on the girls on my volleyball team. Never. I never did any of it.”



“I never said those things,” I said, resting my hands on her shoulders.



“I’m a married woman,” she said, looking up at me as tears continued to drop from her eyes. “I never looked at those girls… never… and then you and Mrs. Temple come into my locker room and…”



“I’m sorry,” I said, pleadingly.



“And I can’t stop thinking about you since I saw you,” whispered Mrs. Hadley. “Don’t you get it? I’ve avoided it. I’ve pretended. But they were right. All those whispering girls. It’s what I wanted. Please… please… just…”



“Are you blackmailing me?” It came out angrily before I had a chance to stop it.



“What?” She wiped her tears. “What? No, Emily! No, I’m saying, I can’t stop thinking about you. That… that I’m a lesbian. I thought you would understand.”



My anger relaxed as I finally realized what was happening. This wasn’t a woman with power over me threatening me with blackmail; this was a woman with no power at all reaching out to me in desperation. She had been haunted by her desires and probably wracked with guilt about those desires. I felt sorry for her and the sight of her on her knees, an older woman who could have me suspended from school for what she had caught me doing, but instead was so desperate to connect with me, well, it turned me on a little bit.



I know, probably not a healthy reaction.



“Tell me what you want from me, Mrs. Hadley,” I said and stroked her face.



She looked up at me gratefully, turning her face against my hand and kissing my palm. A shudder ran through her body. What was I doing? I wasn’t attracted to Mrs. Hadley, not really, and I certainly wasn’t interested in a relationship, but the submissive way she kissed my hand was such a strange thrill after my experiences with the much more dominant Mrs. Temple.



“I want… I want you, Emily,” she said.



“But you can’t have me,” I said firmly. “I’m with Mrs. Temple.”



Even as I said it, I reached my other hand down to the button of my shorts. Mrs. Hadley watched as I unbuttoned them and unzipped them, revealing my white and pink-striped panties taut over my mound.



“I understand,” said Mrs. Hadley, mesmerized by the sight as I wiggled my hips and drew my shorts down my toned legs.



It was maybe the naughtiest thing I had ever done in my life, pulling my shorts and panties down in front of Coach Hadley. She stared with awe at my trimmed hair and my dusky teenage pussy. I reached my free hand down and spread my folds so she could see my inner pink. She gasped with amazement. A hand on the back of her head was all the encouragement it took.



Was I proud of what I did? Nah. Was I ashamed? Also, nah. Mrs. Temple had me cheating on my boyfriend with her. If anything, this was an act of charity.



And oh my god, Mrs. Hadley was good at it. All that pent up sexual energy came out as she buried her face between my thighs and proceeded to lick, suck, and deeply, powerfully tongue-fuck my pussy. I had to hold her head with both hands to keep from falling over. She clung to my hips, lapping at my cunt with such absolute abandon that I had to keep telling her to be quiet because she was making too much noise grunting and slurping.



I was overcome by what was happening. Part of me wanted to stop it, to push her head away from my slender thighs, but I had started it. This is what I wanted.



The pleasure overtook my confusion and I began to moan. This only seemed to encourage Mrs. Hadley as she vigorously sucked my clit, sliding her hands from my hips to my firm ass and pulling me against her face. I was practically riding her hungry mouth as my orgasm exploded from my clit and throbbed deep into my core. Mrs. Hadley moaned with her tongue against my clit and I felt the vibrations in my pussy. She sucked and licked until I finally cried out with over-sensitivity to her rough sucking and pushed her away using my knees.



“I can… can keep going,” She panted the offer, looking up at me hopefully, her face flushed a deep red and her forehead dewed with sweat. Her lips and chin glistened with my juices. “I have a… have a vibrator in my desk back at the—“



“No,” I said firmly, wiping up some of my juices with a coarse wad of paper towels. “No, Mrs. Hadley. I have to get to class now and you have to, well, do whatever you do during the day.”



“I can write you a note and we can go out and—“



“I said no,” I told her, my eyes narrowing. “We’re not in a relationship. We won’t be in a relationship.”



“Oh,” she said, her fingers playing at her lips.



“But,” my tone softened, “now you know what you want. You can find someone who can give it to you.”



“Y-yes,” she said. “Oh, right, yes. Thank you, Emily.”



After all that, we hugged. She didn’t even wait for me to put on my shorts, she just wrapped me up in a tight hug, squeezing my face against her breasts through her polo. I patted her back and shoulders, telling her everything would get better while my mind reeled at what I had just done.



The morning passed me in a daze. At lunch, Alicia prodded me for answers. I admitted that it was someone she knew and then Luke came over and ruined her interrogation.



“Hey, babe,” he said, practically lifting me out of my chair and into his arms. He pulled me into a kiss and I replied with a torrid, tongue-twisting liplock that left several girls at the table muttering and fanning their faces. He looked at me with a grin on his face, “What has gotten into you, Emily?”



“Just looking forward to the party tonight,” I said and winked.



What was I going to say? That I was feeling insanely guilty about spending the night with his mom in my bed? That was before I made the girls’ volleyball coach eat my pussy in a supply closet. I needed the sloppy, familiar, extremely hetero kiss with Luke to ground myself. Everyone seemed duly impressed by the public display of affection, with the exception of Alicia, who smiled but had very judgmental eyes.



My afternoon classes were uneventful and there was no time to chat with Alicia before the game with Madison playing busty blonde Nazi with the cheer squad. She wanted both me and Alicia to work on our kicks, throws, and split drops, which was time consuming and exhausting. With an hour break before the game, I excused myself and drove to eat some ice cream and think about my totally crazy day.



I was halfway through a banana split from Miss Dairy Freeze, sitting on a bench at the Peach Valley Boardwalk, when my phone began to vibrate. It was a text from Luke’s Hot Mom.



“Olivia is coming.”



“Sounds ominous,” I texted in reply. “Coming where?”



“To the game tonight,” replied Mrs. Temple. “She’s going to be sitting with me in the stands.”



“Fuck,” I replied.



Yeah, fuck. I was a cheerleader. I was going to be doing jumps and kicks wearing a short skirt and a sweater in the Spartans’ red and white. I was going to have ribbons in my hair and I was going to be doing a lot of cheering. There was no hiding from Olivia.



“So she’ll know,” I said. “I can’t keep Luke away from me.”



The typing ellipses appeared on screen for a very long time, suggesting either a long text message or a lot of revisions. The message I finally received from Mrs. Temple read, “Olivia won’t do anything. I won’t let her.”



Her message ruined my appetite and put me on edge for the game. I headed back to Peach Valley High to get ready.



Running out onto the field to get the crowd pumped up, I felt like a Secret Service agent watching for suspected assassins. The stadium was nearly at capacity and the red and white of the Spartans was up against the green and gold of our opponents. It was the fourth game of the season and the Spartans had won every single matchup to date, but tonight Peach Valley was playing San Hernando, our rivals to the south, and rumor was they had incredible pass coverage and a great running game.



“We’re gonna fight! Yeah!” We began our first cheer, pom-poms rolling and skirts flipping up to reveal our white panties. “We’re gonna play! Yeah! We’re gonna win! Gooooo! Spartans!!”



We repeated the cheer several times as we formed our pyramid and launched Madison into the air followed by drop splits from me and Rosa. We pulled it all off and the band began to play to announce the Spartans.



It was as the Spartans took the field that I noticed Mrs. Temple and Olivia sitting a few rows up in the stands. Mrs. Temple was watching the Spartans run out to wild applause, but Olivia was staring daggers at me. This was not a



Things went poorly from the start. A botched kickoff allowed the San Hernando Wildcats to return it for a touchdown. Their defense kept Luke relying on short passes and his running backs and held the Spartans to a field goal. By the half, it was 17 to 10. Worse, a late first half drive had looked like it might end with a touchdown for the Spartans, but had ended instead with a demoralizing interception and nearly a return for a touchdown.



Luke was in an obviously bad mood as he jogged into the locker room, his hair dark and shining with sweat and his uniform heavily stained from being sacked twice. Despite my complicated relationship with Luke, my heart ached to go to him and comfort him, but I had a feeling Coach Cuddy would not have appreciated one of the cheerleaders showing up in the locker room. Besides, it was my duty to cheer and dance in between performances by the school’s marching band. Every chant and every kick was done under the baleful gaze of Olivia Temple. Worse, I caught sight of Mrs. Hadley in the crowd with her husband and two youngish children, reminding me of the fucked up thing I did with her in that supply closet.



“Get it together, Emily!” Madison snarled when I fumbled a handstand. When Olivia mouthed something at me and I screwed up a chant that earned an angry shove from Madison and a nasty, “What the fuck?”



The Spartans took the field again and were forced to kick off at the half. Fortunately, our defense came through and stopped the Wildcats cold at their thirty yard line. That left us with a good field position and before I knew it Luke was connecting a long pass with Bryce who ran it in for the touchdown. This set the stage for an exciting back-and-forth between the offenses. By the fourth, it was 28 to 24 with the Wildcats in the lead.



We were working our butts off to keep the crowd going, but it wasn’t really necessary. The crowd was hanging on every play. With just over a minute left, the Spartans had possession and started a halting drive up the field that used the sidelines to shave precious seconds off the clock. With five seconds to go, failed to connect on a third down, but there was no room for a field goal to tie things up. It was fourth and long, almost 30 yards to the endzone.



“Dougherty snaps to Temple!” The announcer’s voice echoed from the booth. “It’s a blitz! The defensive line is crumbling as Bryce Bartlett breaks away for the Hail Mary. The Wildcats have their hands on Temple but he is staying up! Throwing! The pass is… good! Touchdown, Spartans!”



The crowd went wild, including me. Swept up in the excitement of the moment, I ran onto the field, threw my arms around Luke’s neck and kissed him passionately as he picked me up in his arms. It was only as he put me back down and gave me a pat on my rear that I realized what I had done.



Olivia Temple knew everything. She knew I was dating her brother and having sex with her mother.



When I glanced up at the stands, Mrs. Temple was sitting alone. Olivia was gone.









Madison’s Party



 



We were all trying to hold onto the high of the win over the San Hernando. I was driving us to Madison’s in my beat up Chrysler with Luke beside me and Alicia and Bryce in the back seat. They were going at it like they intended to fuck in the moving car, kissing, groping and grinding on each other without concern for me or Luke. Meanwhile, Luke kept his hand on my thigh and his fingers kept teasing between my legs and under the skirt I had picked out for the party, brushing his fingertips against my panty-covered mound.



“You’re making it really hard to drive,” I laughed.



“We could pull over,” he suggested, only half-jokingly. “Bone in a parking lot.”



“Bone?” I laughed.



“Sounds like a good idea to me,” said Bryce from beneath Alicia. He had her skirt pulled up and over her ass and his fingers in the back of her panties to squeeze her creamy cheeks. Alicia made eye contact with me, her eyes lidded and her face flushed with desire.



“Yeah, pull over, let’s have an orgy,” she giggled.



“You two are out of control,” I said. “No more drinking while I’m driving.”



Luke confiscated their flask bottle of cheap sugary booze and stashed it in my car’s glove compartment. Alicia and Bryce went back to making out loudly and grinding on each other, apparently unconcerned that their liquor had just been taken away.



“We’re definitely going to bone,” murmured Luke, giving my thigh a squeeze.



Madison’s house was almost as annoyingly huge and perfect as Luke’s. No, more annoyingly huge and perfect, because Madison lived in it. The house was a white Mission revival style house with a tile roof. It looked like the Hacienda of a drug lord, surrounded by palm trees and designed around a central courtyard that contained a massive swimming pool. The party was clearly the place to be and finding parking meant squeezing my Chrysler between two massive SUVs parked on a side lawn next to the guest house.



We ran into Rosa and her boyfriend Paulo, a handsome, soft-spoken Brazilian exchange student, as they were making their way inside. Rosa smiled at me and gave Luke a big hug, her tits bouncing in her slit-sided dress. “You were so awesome,” she effused. “You too, Bryce!”



“Mmm?” Bryce broke his kiss with Alicia for a moment to say, “Oh, yeah, thanks!”



Madison had gone all out for the party. There were kegs, a poolside DJ, and her pergola had been turned into a light show that swept colored lights back and forth over what seemed like the top 300 hottest people going to Peach Valley High School.



“I’m gonna go get us some drinks,” said Luke, shoving away from me and towards the kegs. “Try not to get hit on by too many guys while I’m gone.”



“You came?” Madison poked me in the back with one of her fingers, which gave me the momentary impression of being stabbed.



“Oh, hey, Madison,” I said. “Great party.”



She swept her perfect blonde locks from her shoulder and gave a smile so fake it would make any politician proud. She was dressed in a clingy white dress that showed off her perfect body with see-through panels that started just below her nipples and her long, toned legs with an indecently short skirt. It made me feel a little underdressed in my hip-hugging skirt and perky halter top.



“Yeah? It is a great party,” said Madison. “I can understand why you’d show up. But try not to screw things up as badly as you screwed up your cheers earlier.”



“I’ll, um, keep that in mind,” I said. I was relieved to feel Luke’s presence at my side. He passed me a large cup of strong-smelling fruit punch.



“Luke, oh, I was just talking to Emily about the game,” said Madison, her tone changing and her smile brightening. “You were fantastic out there. I knew the Wildcats couldn’t beat us.”



“I wasn’t so sure,” said Luke. “That linebacker had my number in the first half and Simms is one hell of a QB.”



“Not like you,” said Madison dreamily and she touched Luke’s chest.



I felt the sudden urge to slap her across the face. That would definitely “screw things up” at her party. But I knew my place in the high school pecking order. A poor girl, even a popular cheerleader like me, would not survive laying hands on the school’s number one rich bitch.



“Uh, I think I just saw someone we need to talk to,” I said, drawing Luke away from Madison’s clutches. “Talk to you later, Madison.”



“Yeah? See you, Luke,” said Madison, having the audacity to wink at him. He grinned in reply as I had to physically drag him away from her.



“What the fuck, Luke?” I demanded. “You know I hate her.”



“She wants my dick,” he laughed.



“You are so gross,” I said, shoving him.



He laughed again and picked me up easily, kissing me and carrying me as we continued through the crowd. Caught up in the need to show that he was my boyfriend and not available to Madison, I wrapped my long legs around him and clung to his shoulders and head, kissing him hungrily. It was hard not to spill my drink while doing this, so I paused just long enough to take a huge gulp of the shockingly strong punch.



Luke bumped me through the crowd, out of the courtyard, and into the relative quiet of one of a number of guest rooms. Some were full of people smoking weed, making out, or judging by the sounds coming through locked doors, fucking wildly.



The DJ’s trap music blared through the wall, but it was dark and there was a bad and that was all Luke and I needed. He closed and locked the door and my hand, groping for a lamp on the nightstand, also discovered a small basket filled with condoms.



“How thoughtful of Madison,” I giggled, plucking a ribbed Trojan from the basket.



“To boning,” said Luke, kneeling beside me on the bed and proposing a toast.



We bumped our plastic cups together and chugged the cold, sweet, very strong alcohol. It was enough to heat me up and provide a mental excuse for my sudden urge to get fucked. For once, there was no guilt involved. I unbuttoned his trousers as he knelt beside me, turned onto my side, and began giving Luke somewhat awkward head. It was still a blowjob and he enjoyed it, clearly, as he cradled the back of my head gently and moaned.



“Oh, fuck, Emily,” he chuckled, finishing the last of his drink and setting his cup aside.



As I bobbed my soft lips on his surging cock, he stroked my legs and slid the back of my skirt up. Kneeling above me, he had access to most of my body. He peeled my panties down from my ass and fondled my bare cheeks. I moaned around his cock, some spit dribbling out of my mouth and down my cheek. He reached between my thighs from behind and began stroking my hot groove. His touch was awkward, unpracticed, but he could definitely feel how wet I was getting.



I pulled my mouth from his cock, gasping and overheated.



“I need your cock,” I moaned.



He took the condom from me and tore open the wrapper. I turned onto my back, my skirt lifted and my fingers playing at the front of my damp panties as I watched him unroll the latex sheath over his hard cock. I parted my thighs and he moved between them, kneeling above me, stroking his condom-wrapped cock up and down the groove of my pussy through my panties.



“Take them off,” he growled.



I put my legs up and unrolled my panties up my legs, exposing myself to him completely. He rubbed the crinkling, latex-sleeved hardness of his cock against my bare pussy. I sucked in a breath as he thumped his hardness against my clit, sending little jolts of pleasure through my body.



“Stop teasing me,” I whined, sitting up more and looking up at him fiercely. “Fuck me!”



“What’s got into you?” He laughed, but obeyed me, thrusting his cock into my aching core. That first stroke, as he stuffed me with his condom-wrapped cock, reminded me more of Mrs. Temple’s weird strapless strap-on than of Luke’s flesh-and-blood maleness. He pounded into my pussy with all the force and enthusiasm of a pent-up teenage quarterback after winning the big game.



“Yesss, fuck me,” I cried as the bed creaked beneath us.



“Let me… mmmm… see your tits,” he grunted, working his hips and fucking in and out of my slick channel.



I untied the halter behind my neck and flipped it down from my tits, revealing my jiggling little mounds and my stiff nipples. Luke’s hand sought one of my perky tits. I gasped as he cupped my left breast, pinching my nipple lightly and squeezing my pliant flesh as he pounded his cock into me. The bed squeaked with each impact of his hips and each shift of his muscular weight. I caressed his chiseled shoulders and thick neck.



“Ohhhh, Luke,” I cried. “It’s so good.”



And it was. His cock felt amazing and was driving me closer and closer to an orgasm, my pleasure tightening around him, my core like a spring compressing with each thrust of his hips. I tangled the fingers of one hand in the sheets, willing him to fuck me. Moaning wordlessly as I looked up at my big, hunky, football star boyfriend.



“Fuck, Emily,” grunted Luke, the muscles in his shoulders tensing. “You’re so tight. You’re going to make me cum.”



“What? No, not yet,” I gasped. I sat up more, grabbing the bag of his head and pulling his lips against mine for a kiss. He continued to thrust into my tender cunt, his body so tense it felt made out of stone as it pressed against me. I knew my orgasm was only moments away, but I could not stop him.



“Ahhhhhhh! FUCK!” He growled with a mixture of anger and pleasure. I felt his cock throb inside me and his strokes slowed. I tried to keep moving beneath him, to work my hips and fuck myself using his cock, but he groaned with over-sensitivity and pulled out of my pussy. His wet, condom-wrapped cock slapped against my hitching tummy.



“Ohhh, no, please,” I moaned. “I need to cum.”



I reached past the condom with its cream-filled reservoir tip to massage my clit. As I frigged myself, Luke rolled off me and onto the bed beside me, noisily stripping off his condom and disposing of it in the garbage. The stark necessity of what he was doing took me out of the moment completely and I whined with frustration and smacked my hand on the blanket beside me.



“What’s wrong, babe?” Luke asked. “Did you cum?”



My initial reaction was to scream at him that no, I didn’t manage to cum, because he ignored my pleading for him to hold back and went ahead and shot his load in his condom. Instead, I rolled onto my side and pretended everything was perfect.



“Yeah,” I said. “You took me to the edge. I just needed to give myself that little push over it and I came so hard.”



I had that empty, slightly stretched feeling of unfulfilling sex and I wanted to hang around in the bedroom until I could coax Luke back to full attention. I needed to have another try at an orgasm. Unfortunately, someone started knocking at the door and saying, “Hurry up, we want to use the room.”



Apparently, Madison’s designated sex rooms were operating at maximum capacity. Luke and I laughed and exchanged a glance as we hurriedly dressed. We found Luke’s friend Todd and his girlfriend Kelly waiting to use the room. Todd sniffed the air.



“Damn, it smells like sex in there,” laughed Todd, obviously drunk. “You two been boning?”



“Todd, shut up!” Kelly smacked his big bicep.



“Time to increase global warming,” said Todd, scooping Kelly up and slinging her over his shoulder like he was rescuing her from a burning building. He paddled her bikini-covered ass through a sarong tied around her waist. Luke and I made way for Todd to carry his giggling girlfriend into the room.



“I’ll go get us some more drinks,” suggested Luke.



“Sounds like a good idea,” I said. “I’m going to see if I can figure out what Alicia and Bryce are up to.”



“One guess,” shouted Luke over his shoulder. Before I could shout anything back, Luke disappeared into the crowd dancing around the pool to dubstep.



It was almost impossible to spot anyone in the crowd of teenagers packed into the huge pool area and the sweeping colored spotlights were starting to give me a headache. I decided to look for Alicia indoors. It wasn’t much less crowded in the house, with couples and groups covering every couch and chair, playing beer pong, and listening to competing music on the huge stereo in Madison’s cavernous living room. No joke, I could have fit my house’s entire square footage into the airplane hangar of Madison’s living room.



There was no sign of Alicia on the ground floor, so I went upstairs. It was supposed to be off-limits, but the chain that Madison had put across the staircase had been moved aside and I could make out talking and laughing from the bedrooms on the second floor.



I heard a voice that sounded like Alicia coming from behind one door and I pushed it open, only to find Dexter Powell, halfback of the Spartans, sprawled out on a bed with his enormous cock sticking up. Two very naked blonde white girls were fawning over his massive manhood. I knew these girls weren’t from our school but I vaguely recognized them.



“Ohhh, hey, Emily,” called Dexter. “Join the party.”



The thought of trying to fit what looked like 14 inches of cock inside me was horrifying. I imagined it feeling like childbirth in reverse. As if to prove the impossibility of the task, one of the two blondes leaned over and tried to suck Dexter’s cock, but she could barely fit even the full plum-sized cockhead into her mouth.



“N-no,” I said. “It looks like they have everything under control.”



Before I closed the door, I caught a glimpse of green and gold pom-poms and rumpled uniforms next to the bed. In the darkness of the hallway, I turned to continue to search the other bedrooms and froze in fear. I was face-to-face with my biggest fear.



Olivia Temple stood scarcely two feet away from me, a cruel smile on her lips and her hands on her shapely hips. The blue-eyed blonde, only a few years older than me, was just as gorgeous as her mother. She wore a white Spartans belly shirt stretched tightly over her ample breasts and revealing the flatness of her tummy. Her pale blonde hair fell loose around her slender shoulders and she somehow made a pair of tight brown Capri pants look like something a sexy action heroine would wear.



“Emily Vinke,” said Olivia, taking another step closer. “Once I realized you were on the cheerleading squad it was pretty easy to look you up on the Internet. Of course, once I saw you slobbering all over my brother I had a reason to.”



“It’s not what—,” I began, but Olivia didn’t let me finish.



“It is exactly what I think,” she said, her smile cold and unfriendly. “It’s all over social media, Emily. You are dating star quarterback Luke Temple. And yet, I also walked in on you in my kitchen with my mother. You’re fucking my brother and my mother.”



There was no more bluffing. I grabbed her hand and pulled her into a dark bedroom that turned out to be some sort of scrapbooking supply room. There was a spacious desk and custom cabinets that looked like they cost a fortune. There was also a day bed with near a window overlooking the pool area. Violet, red, and yellow lights swept through the curtains. Olivia jerked her hand out of my grasp.



“What do you have to say for yourself?



“I’m dating Luke,” I said. “I’m fucking your mother. You’re right. What do you want?”



“Does Luke know?” Olivia demanded.



“He… no, he does not,” I admitted. “You can’t tell him.”



“I definitely can tell him,” laughed Olivia.



“You don’t give a shit about me,” I said. “But you know that would fuck him up. To found out his own mother stole his girlfriend—“



“Is that what happened?” Olivia laughed. “She stole you away from him? Trapped you with a net, maybe? I don’t think so. You pursued a relationship with my mother.”



“Your mother seduced me,” I said.



“Ha!” Olivia came closer, poking a finger into my chest just above my breasts, jabbing with each word. “And what would my mother see in an eighteen year old girl other than convenience? You made yourself available to her, bait on a hook and then you—“



I grabbed her hand and pushed her finger away from me.



“Don’t you touch me,” I warned.



“Or what?” She laughed. “You know, I might have liked you if we’d met under different circumstances. But the circumstances being what they are, I absolutely HATE you.”



She shoved me suddenly with both hands and I fell back onto the day bed. She was on me before I could recover, her knee between my legs and a finger waving in my face.



“I am going to tell my brother exactly what you were up to,” she said. “He has the right to know. He’ll understand that you seduced mother. I can see how it works. Those pouty lips, those smoky brown eyes, and that little upturned nose. Your hair…”



She ran her fingers through my hair, admiring the silkiness of my dark brown locks.



“Your body,” she continued, her hand stroking from my cheek down to my breast.



My anger had not diminished, but something was beginning to change inside me. My face went hot as she touched me over my clothes. I became distinctly aware of the rough fabric of her pants pushing up my skirt and rubbing against my panty-covered pussy.



“The lie is that teenage innocence,” she whispered, stroking my hip. “Mother might think she can keep you as a pet. You’re a sex kitten, after all, hungry for it at all times. But you’re dangerous. Always on the prowl. Aren’t you?”



“No,” I said softly. I wet my lips, my gaze flicking over Olivia’s shapely body so like her mothers.



“I bet you want to fuck me,” she said in a sneering whisper, leaning closer to me. “I bet you… you want to fuck everyone in my family.”



“Not your dad,” I said and I leaned up the last few inches to kiss Olivia Temple on her soft, pink lips.



I’m not sure why I said it or why I did it. Maybe she was right about me and I am an insatiable teenage slut. Maybe I was seduced by those blue eyes and her lips. Maybe it was because she looked so much like Charlotte Temple that I wanted to know everything. I wanted to know, most of all, how she felt pressed against me. Our lips met for a hot moment, lingered there, frozen in the electric circuit created by our contact, and then she broke away from the kiss.



“Incorrigible!” Olivia hissed. “Unbelievable!”



My only choice was to press the counterattack. I grabbed the front of her Spartans crop-top and pulled her closer, exposing the creamy undersides of her breasts in the process. I smashed a fresh kiss to her lips and she cried out against me. That was all the consent I needed to thrust my tongue into her hot, punch-sweetened mouth. She tensed, but did not pull away. Her tongue began to move, her syrupy saliva mingled with my own. She had been drinking almost as heavily at the party as Mrs. Hadley had been earlier in the day.



“I can taste all that booze on your lips,” I gasped. “What’s the matter? Need some liquid courage?”



There was no excusing what I was doing, but I couldn’t stop myself. I grabbed her hair and held her tightly, kissing away any possible answer, swirling my tongue against hers. Her reply became a deep moan against my lips. The tension left her as she surrendered to my kiss.



Olivia was the middling kisser of the Temple family, with a mixture of Luke’s sloppy enthusiasm and Mrs. Temple’s nimble tongue. It suited me just fine. Heat built in my core with each passing second and each hot swirl of our tongues.



She pulled back suddenly, her eyes lidded and her face deeply flushed. Her plush lips glistened with our mingled saliva.



“What?” I asked. “Don’t pretend you didn’t enjoy that.”



She bit her lower lip, stared me in the eyes, and pulled her crop-top up and over her breasts, lifting them and dropping them as they fell free. Her breasts were glorious. Nearly as big as her mother’s and perfectly perky, with paler pink areolas and smaller nipples. They were the kind of breasts that you only ever saw in like 1970s Playboy magazines. That perfect.



“Wow,” was all I could say.



“Yeah, right?” She said, looking down at them. “So don’t just stare at them.”



Olivia had obviously recovered from the initial shock of my sexual aggression. She caressed her breasts, squeezing them together and thumbing her pale pink nipples. I leaned up, holding her hip with one hand as my other sought her left breast. She let me take hold and even cradled my head to pull my face against her chest. I began kissing and fondling her breasts and erect nipples.



“Oh, Olivia,” I moaned. “I’ve been thinking about you all day. About what you were… mmmmmm… going to do to me.”



“Really? All day?” She paused to moan softly as I sucked her left nipple gently between my lips and licked it with my swirling tongue. She recovered and added, “You have an even dirtier mind than I thought.”



I popped my lips free of her nipple, looking up from the soft mounds of her breasts, and said, “Not fantasizing. More like terrified. That you were going to tell Luke and destroy my relationship.”



“Oh, Emily,” she said, a hint of sadness creeping into her voice. “I think you blown up your relationship with Luke all… oooohhh… suck it harder… you’ve blown it up all yourself. Mmmmmmm… oh fuck, put your hand down my panties. Ohhhh… feel how hot my pussy is right now.”



“Maybe I have, but you shouldn’t get mixed up in it,” I said, thrusting my hand into her panties and feeling the silky thicket of her hair and the hot groove of her pussy. She was right, I realized as I traced her slick cuntlips with my finger, she was steamy and extremely wet.



“Don’t get mixed up in it?” She sucked in a sharp breath as I curled two fingers into her hot cunt. “You’re fucking my brother and my mom and now you’re… oohhhhh god… fucking me with your fingers.”



“You’re so wet,” I laughed, stroking the little bud of her clit with a fingertip.



“Sssss,” she hissed. “Don’t think you’re off the hook, Emily. I could still… oooohhh… tell me brother everything.”



“What would I have to do to convince you not to do that?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.



“Suck these some more and I’ll think about it,” she said, thrusting her chest forward and pulling my face against her breasts.



I was glad to obey her, pumping two fingers in and out of the slippery channel of her pussy as my tongue lashed her nipples. My lips popped wetly around each of her areolas as I took turns sucking at her breasts. She squirmed her hips and fucked against my fingers, her inner walls squeezing around my digits.



“I think,” she gasped, “you’re going to have to do a little more than you are to keep me from telling Luke."



“Anything,” I moaned against her breasts.



The weight of her breasts lifted from my face as Olivia stood and admired me in my flustered, but fully-dressed state. She began to unbutton her pants, saying curtly, “Clothes off.”



I scrambled to obey her, shedding my halter like an unwanted apron and shimmy out of my skirt and panties. By the time I was down to my open-toed sandal heels, Olivia was fully nude. The rest of her body was every bit as infuriatingly perfect as her breasts. I hardly had a chance to admire that perfection before Olivia was on top of me again, her breasts against mine and her lips crushing mine with her hunger.



“You naughty slut,” she gasped against my lips.



“You love it,” I replied, smacking and squeezing her round ass with both hands.



“Love is a strong word,” she laughed, her mouth opening to mine and her tongue slipping hotly past my lips for a moment. “Mmmm. I don’t
 hate
 that you are an absolute slut.”



She devoured me with her kiss and molded her soft, curvy body against mine. She was not quite as fit as her mother, but it did nothing to diminish Olivia’s sex appeal. I fondled her ass with both hands as her breasts mashed against mine and our thighs interlocked to press against our pussies. The silky fur of her cunt was hot with her arousal; her supple thigh pressed firmly against my steamy pussy.



“Do you fuck my mother after my brother?” She asked, her kiss sloppy like Luke’s. “Does she taste his cum on your cunt?”



“He doesn’t usually cum inside me,” I gasped, shuddering involuntarily at her raunchy questions. “I’ve always been, um, fresh with Mrs. Temple.”



“Mrs. Temple!” Olivia laughed with apparent delight. “Like she is your school teacher. I love it. Do you sometimes mess up and call her ‘mom’ by mistake?”



“What?! No, it’s not like that,” I cried out in a protest that was silenced almost immediately by another of Olivia’s kisses.



“Oh, you’re so bad,” she gasped hotly against my lips. “Fucking Luke and mom. And now you’re going to make me cum. How does it feel?”



“Ohhhhh,” I moaned, arching beneath her and thrusting my aching pussy against her thigh.



Olivia chuckled and pushed her thigh down harder, rubbing against my clit and smearing my juices from my tender folds all over her thigh.



“Mommy likes to fuck you,” she mocked me between kisses. “Brother likes to fuck you. Now I’m going to sit my pretty pussy on your face. Tell me what you’re going to do for sister.”



“Make you cum,” I gasped, squeezing her round ass with both hands.



“Yes, you are, because you’re a naughty girl, aren’t you?”



“Yessss,” I hissed, writhing with need as her weight lifted from my body. She climbed over me and knelt above my face. Her thighs enclosed me and her steam pussy hovered scant inches from my lips. Before I could lean up and taste her for the first time, Olivia seemed to change her mind. She lifted her leg and turned over me.



“I’ll make a proper seat of your pretty face,” she said. A moment later, she had turned completely around atop me, and the pale, flesh onion of her booty descended upon my face. My nose was stuffed into her crack and her hot cunt settled on my mouth. I breathed her musky scent as her silky hair and hot, damp pussy squeezed its nectar against my lips and into my mouth as I opened up for her.



She grabbed my breasts roughly with both hands and began to grind her pussy onto my open mouth. She rode from my chin, over my lips and thrusting tongue, and up to my nose. She smeared her juices everywhere she went. Her flavor was just as sweet as her mother’s and even more plentiful as her nectar spilled out.



“Mmmmmmm!” I cried out, hungrily tonguing Olivia’s hot folds. Each time my tongue could reach her clit, I lashed her little bud again and again and was rewarded with hard pinches of my sensitive nipples.



“That’s it,” crooned Olivia, bouncing her ass against my face. My tongue crept into her crack and flicked against her tense asshole. She moaned at that, but her pussy was the main destination for my tongue. I thrust deep into her hot channel, sucking at her folds as she rode against my face. I furiously tongued and even sucked her clit when she gave me the opportunity. Her cries of pleasure grew louder and louder by the moment.



“Mmmmmm!” My words were muffled by her pussy and ass, my hands holding her thighs as I eagerly ate her sweet cunt.



“Yes! Yes, you nasty slut! Put those skills... oooooOOO! YES! YESSS!” She wailed and rode hard against my tongue. Her flicking hips ensured that her juices were smeared over most of my face and the hot scent of her arousal filled my nostrils. I sucked at her fluttering cunt, drawing out more of the nectar from her peachy pussy and licking at the hard button of her clit. The whole while, she was roughly twisting my nipples, sending jolts of pain through my body that somehow became pleasure by the time they reached my clit.



Her bouncing ass slowed atop my face. She let out a long sigh and dismounted from my sweaty, cum-smeared face, her thighs still quivering.



“Oh, you are good at that,” she laughed. “I see why my mom wants to keep you around. Of course, if you want to keep this little secret from Luke, mommy can’t have you all to herself, can she?”



“N-no,” I said, shaking my head.



“That’s right,” said Olivia, pressing a kiss to my lips. “Because you’re going to be available to me whenever I want. And you aren’t going to breathe a word of it to mommy, are you?”



“No,” I said.



“Say it,” she demanded, squeezing my cheeks in her fingers. “Tell me you won’t tell mommy.”



“I won’t… won’t tell mommy,” I gasped.



“Good girl,” she laughed and lightly slapped my cheek. “Let’s go now. Roll over on your hands and knees and show me the bottom. I have a gift for you.”



I obeyed her, turning onto my hands and knees on the daybed. Her hand guided me to lower my upper body until my hair was hanging against the mattress and my firm ass was raised quite high.



“Oh, yes, you do stay in shape, don’t you?” She said appreciatively as she caressed my firm ass.



“Yes,” I admitted.



“Running?” She asked, giving my ass a smack.



“Yes,” I said. “And cheerleading.”



She gave me two more hard smacks on each cheek, making my firm bottom burn with the impacts. She squeezed my ass hard and shook my cheeks.



“I used to have an ass this firm,” said Olivia. “Then I went to college and realized there are more important things than crossfit and squats.”



The door opened without warning. I looked over my shoulder. I was still posed on my hands and knees, my ass reddened with hand prints and facing the doorway, when Alicia walked into the room. Her eyes went wide. Her face turned a shade of crimson I had never seen before. It wasn’t like she had never seen me naked in the locker room or changing for swimming, but she had probably never seen me on a daybed, ass in the air, with Olivia Temple’s handprints all over my creamy cheeks and my pussy positively dripping.



“Alicia?” I gasped.



“You know this girl?” Olivia laughed and smacked my ass again.



“Holy shit,” said Alicia, stepping closer. “You’re… you’re fucking Luke’s sister? That’s who you’ve been hooking up with?”



“Close that door,” snapped Olivia.



“What are you going to do?” I asked, rolling my eyes in Olivia’s direction.



“Oh, I think I know exactly what to do with both of you.” Olivia snapped her fingers as Alicia locked the door. “Get over here, Alicia. Is that your name? On your knees. Beside your friend.”



“W-what?” Alicia hesitated.



“Get on your knees!” Shouted Olivia. “I’m going to show you what happens when you go around opening doors without knocking first.”



Alicia stumbled into the room and knelt down beside me on the daybed. Her eyes were wide with confusion, but she was smiling a bit crazily as she grabbed the back rail of the bed frame. I watched Olivia move behind her and flipped Alicia’s skirt up.



“Ooh, now that’s a bit juicier,” she said and gave Alicia a swat. Alicia cried out, her head jerking up and her dangling breasts wobbling in her low-cut blouse. Olivia quickly gave me two more hard smacks on my bottom. “Is she your friend, Emily?”



“Yeah, best friend,” I gasped.



“Oh? And does she know what you’ve been up to?”



“No!” I said quickly. “She doesn’t know anything!”



“I don’t know anything about what?” Alicia looked back over her shoulder. “You’re Luke’s sister, right?”



“Yes,” said Olivia as she began to remove Alicia’s panties wedged into the crack of Alicia’s big, creamy ass.



“Oh, hey, what are you… ooooh!” Alicia’s objections ended as Olivia got Alicia’s panties stripped down Alicia’s meaty thighs and began to rub Alicia’s pussy. Olivia gave my ass two more quick smacks before she began to rub my hot cunt.



“What about the two of you?” Olivia asked, pumping her middle finger into the depths of my hungry pussy. “Have you two fucked?”



“Us?” Alicia gasped as Olivia began to finger fuck her as well.



“No,” I said, pushing back against Olivia’s thrusting finger. “We’re just… just… ahhhh… just friends.”



“There’s something more than that,” said Olivia dismissively. “I saw it in Red’s eyes when she opened that door. This is a fantasy of yours, isn’t it, Alicia?”



Olivia added a second finger to Alicia’s pussy, fucking her harder as she posed the question. Alicia moaned, low and deep, before recovering enough to reply.



“No, it’s… I was just surprised, that’s all,” said Alicia and she quickly looked at me and smiled nervously. She added, for my benefit, “She’s my best friend.”



“Oh! Besties!” Olivia pulled her fingers out and smacked our asses before returning to finger-fucking us. “Well, you being such good friends, I think you should cum together.”



She added a third finger to my pussy and to Alicia’s pussy and began to fuck us hard and fast with her digits. Alicia cried out, thrusting her jiggling ass back against Alicia’s hand and sending her big, dangling tits swaying. I began to thrust back as well, that coil tightening inside me all over again as my pleasure built by the moment.



Bent over, hip-to-hip with Alicia, our hands were almost touching. As I felt my orgasm fast approaching, I reached out with my left hand and took hold of Alicia’s right. She looked over at me and smiled again. I squeezed her hand.



“That’s it,” laughed Olivia. “Best friends. Cumming together. I’m going to count down for you. Ten… nine… eight…”



Her finger slid in and out of my clutching pussy and each time she fucked her digits all the way inside me she rubbed my asshole gently with her thumb. It felt so intensely wonderful that I was not sure I could even make it to a ten count.



“Seven… six…”



“Ohhhh, Emily, what is happening?” Alicia gasped, jerking her hips and fucking back urgently against Olivia’s fingers.



“It’s alright,” I cried. “Cum with me, Alicia. We can do it together.”



“Five… four…”



The tension inside me was excruciating. My shoulders tensed and my back arched. I thrust back with wild abandon. My hand tightened on Alicia’s. I was not sure where any of this was headed, but I could not abandon this twisted path of pleasure.



“Three… two… come on, my lovelies, that’s it. Cum for me. Cum on… one!”



“AHHHHHH!”



Alicia and I threw back our heads in unison, wailing, wordless pleasure on our lips as we came simultaneously and forcefully against Olivia’s thrusting fingers. Each intense contraction of my cunt seemed to ripple through me with shockwave force.



Alicia flopped forward, her breasts and face mashed into the daybed, but her right hand still reaching back to hold mine. I squeezed her hand harder, bucking my hips and cumming with her, each spasm seeming to glue us together. I finally collapsed next to Alicia, gasping and stroking her back, aftershocks of my pleasure still gripping at Olivia’s slowing fingers.



Olivia withdrew her fingers from my pussy and Alicia’s pussy and Alicia slowly rolled over onto her back. She gazed at me with such lust-heavy eyes that I couldn’t maintain eye-contact. I saw the adoration in those eyes.



“I… I need to go,” I said, suddenly and desperately wanting to leave.



“Oh, no,” laughed Olivia. “We’re just getting started.”



She climbed onto the bed between me and Alicia, her breasts wobbling as she stretched out an arm to each of us and pulled us closer. I faced Alicia across the gently heaving terrain of Olivia’s perfect tits.



I knew it was going to be a long night.



I just had no idea then where it was going to lead.
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The Consequences of Friends with Benefits



 



“Such good girls,” said Olivia, her head propped up on the pillows as she looked down at us.



My body was hot with desire and embarrassment and the adrenaline-filled potential of the unknown. I had just crossed more lines in my life with my curvy redheaded friend Alicia at the behest of Olivia, Mrs. Temple’s lovely daughter. Olivia cradled Alicia against her right breast and gently cradled me against the soft pillow of her left. Olivia’s puffy pink nipples had risen to fat buds that lifted and settled atop the quivering mounds of her tits with each breath she took.



The light fell across Olivia’s perfect body, reminding me that she was a youthful distillation of everything that made Mrs. Temple so attractive. She was a bit softer than her mother, but this lent a luscious quality to match her plump breasts and shapely hips. Her lips were parted softly, her blue eyes more like her father’s and brother’s than her mother’s glittering green, but lidded with lust and alluringly feminine.



Across this loveliness, looking up at Olivia with the same desire, was Alicia, my best friend in the whole world. She had walked into this sexual encounter unexpectedly and had joined in to follow Olivia’s every command as if it had been her wish all along. Her cheeks were ruddy and her freckles showed against the flush. Alicia shifted her sensual weld against Olivia’s body and Alicia’s wide hips and big, slightly dimpled ass drew my eye for a moment. She swept her scarlet hair out of her face and glanced in my direction, smiling hungrily.



Olivia stroked my cheek, calling my attention back to her.



“Kiss me,” she commanded. I knew better than to disagree, not that I wanted to. I leaned up from her breast, my brown hair dragging over her mound as I pressed my lips softly to Olivia’s. She held the back of my head and pulled me deeper into the kiss, her lips parting and her tongue coaxing mine into a hot, booze-sweetened tangle. I slipped deeper and deeper into my desire for her, my core throbbing with need as I moaned softly against her lips.



She pulled me back with a firm tug on my hair, breaking the seal of the kiss in a way that left me panting with desire.



“Now kiss her,” said Olivia, turning my head towards Alicia.



My sweet, blushing friend leaned across Olivia’s breasts and offered her pouting lips to mine. I took them with little pushing from Olivia. I knew kissing Alicia only complicated things with her, but it was far too late to resist Olivia. I pressed my hungry mouth to Alicia’s and she surprised me with the suddenness of her tongue thrusting into my mouth. Alicia moaned eagerly, kissing me and smacking her lips against mine. Her tongue was sloppy and so eager that I was almost overwhelmed. I recovered from my initial surprise, smiling against her lips as we continued to kiss for our own pleasure more than Olivia’s benefit.



“Enough,” said Olivia. “I can tell you’ve been holding that in, haven’t you?”



She caressed us both with her possessive hands. She was only a few years older than us, but in the confident way she touched us it felt almost as profound a difference as the one between me and Mrs. Temple. We looked up at her as she guided us to her breasts.



“Show me what you can… ohhhhh… yes, you hardly need any encouragement,” she chuckled with satisfaction.



She was right. I was so turned on that I began to eagerly lick and suck Olivia’s left breast. I looked up at her as I popped my lips around her areola and sucked her nipple and surrounding titflesh into my mouth. Beside me, Alicia squirmed again Olivia and lewdly slurped at Olivia’s right breast. All of my resentment of Olivia at the way she had stalked me and blackmailed me, at the way she was using my affection for her mother against me, was gone. I could not cling to it with the roaring heat of my lust guiding my actions.



Alicia caressed me, pulling me in for a brief sloppy kiss, moaning against my lips before we returned again to licking and sucking Olivia’s breasts.



“That’s right,” laughed Olivia. “You little cheerleader sluts love to suck my tits, don’t you?”



“Oh, yes,” moaned Alicia. “We’re your little sluts, aren’t we, Emily?”



“Um, yeah,” I said, my smile a tiny bit forced. “We’re your sluts, Olivia.”



“Yes, you are,” said Olivia with a wicked smile. “I have a better place for you little teenage sluts to use those pretty mouths.”



She pushed our heads down her shapely body as she parted her thighs and exposed her blushing pink pussy. Alicia and I knelt between Olivia’s legs, exchanging a glance as we breathed in the perfumed musk of Olivia’s hot pussy. I knew Alicia wanted this. I could see it dancing in her eyes. I had always suspected Alicia might be bisexual or a lesbian, but she always had boyfriends so I never thought much about it. Her it was on full display. She was almost giddy.



“Oh, yes,” she moaned softly, leaning down and running her tongue over Olivia’s honeyed folds.



“Ahh,” Olivia sucked in a breath, cradling Alicia’s head. “That’s it! What a good girl. You too, Emily. Have a taste with your friend.”



Despite the booze still swirling in my head, the intensity of the moment etched what I was seeing into my memory. Alicia leaned back, her lips glistening with Olivia’s nectar, and I stared at the pink flower of Olivia’s delicate pussy. It was a bit fleshier than my own, forming a lovely puffy mound and cuntlips just slightly parted to reveal that slick inner pinkness. With a wave of amazement, I realize I could see the resemblance between Olivia’s pussy and her mother’s mature cunt. As I watched, a faintly milky drop of Olivia’s nectar spilled from her pussy and down her taint to the pink divot of her anus, just visible at the edge of her ass. Her pink asshole clenched as the liquid made contact and I could not look away from that lewd sight.



“Taste it,” demanded Olivia, guiding me to her pussy and eliminating all doubt from my actions.



I moaned in surrender and ran my tongue over the hot petals of her cunt, tasting her pussy for the first time. As her sweet nectar coated my tongue, as my pussy throbbed with excitement, I knew that it would not be the last time I tasted Olivia’s pussy. My tongue sought her clit and I lashed the hard bud furiously, again and again, gratified to hear Olivia cry out in delight and feel her fingers tangling in my hair.



“Oh, share, you slut,” moaned Olivia. “I know it’s delicious, but you can’t be so greedy.”



I made room for Alicia. Laughing, glancing at each other, we attacked Olivia’s pussy with our tongues, sometimes in competition and sometimes, meeting each other, our tongues swirled together in a hot kiss flavored with Olivia’s sweetness.



“Yes, oh, that’s it you little cheerleader sluts,” moaned Olivia, working her hips and rubbing her pussy messily against our faces. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? Tongues buried in the same snatch? Don’t pretend you didn’t want to eat this pussy together.”



“Ohhh, yes,” moaned Alicia. “It’s so good.”



“Yes, Alicia, it is,” laughed Olivia. “Your cheerleader asses up and your faces down. Suck my clit now. Suck it. Ohhhh… use your fingers too. Emily…”



“Yes?” I gasped, almost smothered between Olivia’s thighs and out-competed by Alicia’s eagerness.



“Something special for you, Emily,” moaned Olivia, grabbing my hair a bit roughly. “Your friend is doing such a good job of it. I think she deserves her reward.”



“Mmmmmmm,” agreed Alicia, raunchily sucking at Olivia’s clit and pumping her fingers into Olivia’s folds.



“Look at her lovely round ass,” said Olivia. “Stroke it with your hand.”



I knelt to Alicia’s side, sliding my hand over the contours of her creamy teenage flesh and slowly reaching back to cup and gently squeeze her ass. Alicia’s rear was soft and ample, much larger than my own, and the source of some derision from head cheerleader Madison Bentley.



“Mmmmmm,” moaned Alicia, continuing to suck eagerly at Olivia’s clit. Her plump, dangling breasts jiggled with the sawing motion of her fingers thrusting into Olivia’s pink pussy.



“Get behind her,” said Olivia. “Have a good look.”



I shifted behind her, caressing Alicia’s soft onion with both hands, both shocked and excited by squeezed her creamy flesh, spreading her ass, and glimpsing the pale pink wrinkle of Alicia’s asshole. She wiggled gamely, rubbing her cheeks against my hands. I squeezed her ass and held it spread, her taint stretched taught above the delicate, wet folds of her pussy.



“You like it, don’t you?” Laugh Oliva, sitting upright and pushing Alicia’s head down against her cunt. “You’re thinking about how she’s your friend. How you’ve never done anything like this before. How it feels so weird to look at her like this. But you want to touch her.”



Olivia flopped back on the bed, lifting her hips and fucking against Alicia’s fingers. Alicia lifted her mouth from Olivia’s pussy and looked at me over her shoulder. “It’s alright, Emily,” she gasped, her lips and chin glistening with Olivia’s nectar. “You can touch me however you want. You can spank me. Or… or…”



“Or?” Olivia raised an eyebrow and pulled Alicia’s face back down to her pussy. Alicia moaned submissively and began licking and sucking once again. “Oooh… go on, Emily. You gave me so much attention earlier. I think it’s your friend’s turn. Show her a little attention.”



I looked from Olivia’s lust-heavy eyes and down at Alicia’s wiggling, plump ass, still spread wide by my hands. With a sudden, almost giddy rush, I buried my face in Alicia’s ass and began to enthusiastically lick her pussy. My tongue spread her pink folds as I breathed in her scent, face-down in those naughty cushions, my tongue pushed into her hot, sweet cunt and I began to lick my best friend’s pussy.



“Ohhhhh! Emily, you’re licking my pussy!”Alicia moaned, working her hips and smearing her sweet juices over my lips and tongue.



“Yesss,” I hissed, burrowing my tongue into her clutching channel and flicking at her clit. I hugged her big ass, pressing my face into it as I fucked my tongue deep. Her slippery sweetness poured down my tongue and into my mouth.



“I think she likes the way you taste,” purred Olivia as she pet Alicia’s head. “Ohhhhh how do I taste?”



“So good,” panted Alicia. “Ohhhh… ohhhhh my god… yes. You taste so gooooood! AAAAAHHHHHH!”



Alicia arched suddenly, her plump breasts swinging and her ass pushing back against my face. I knew she was cumming. I could feel her tight little pussy squeezing my tongue.



“Oh, that’s right, cum with me,” cried Olivia, holding Alicia’s head tightly and smothering Alicia’s cries in her soft thighs.



I was barely able to breathe with Alicia’s ass bouncing in my face, my nose wedged into her crack and my tongue buried in her clutching cunt, but I was too turned on and too drunk to care. I licked until Alicia made a strange whimpering sound and slumped forward between Olivia’s thighs. I finally lifted my head, wiping my lips on the back of my hand as Alicia rolled onto her back beside Olivia.



“Very good,” said Olivia, a dreamy smile on her flushed face. “But I’m not done with the two of you.”



Still catching my breath, I nodded in agreement. I was willing to do whatever Olivia demanded to buy her silence.



“Both of you,” said Olivia. “On your knees facing each other. Beside the bed here.”



I knelt facing Alicia, watching her plump breasts heaving, her deep scarlet flush spreading from her face to her upper chest. Her lips twitched and it seemed as if she wanted to say something to me. Before she could speak, Olivia stepped off the bed, sliding between us. She straddled Alicia’s face, one hand on the back of Alicia’s head as she reached back with her other hand and grabbed me.



“Lick my ass,” she demanded. “Since you have such a talent for it.”



A talent wasn’t quite the word I would have used. Then again, it was hard to use much of any words as I spread Olivia’s peachy bottom and let her guide my face to her crack. I stuffed my tongue between her cheeks and moaned lustily as I began to rim Olivia’s tight hole.



“Thaaaat’s it,” she sighed. “Both of you licking at once. If only I could have this sort of service delivered to me whenever I needed it.”



“Mmmmmmmm,” agreed Alicia, diligently tonguing Olivia’s pussy.



“Nnnnnhnnnhnn,” I offered, my tongue swirling and vibrating against Olivia’s clenched asshole. Olivia giggled and began to moan and move her shapely hips. I was punching my tongue against her puckered hole when I heard my phone vibrate with a text notification. I couldn’t just abandon my post tongue-worshipping Olivia’s hot hole.



“Yes, eat my ass, you cheer slut,” moaned Olivia. “My two little cheer sluts and their naughty tongues. Ohhhhh yes, you love to lick me. Serve me with your… your tongues… ahhhh! Make me cum!”



She grabbed my head roughly and added, “Fuck my shithole with your tongue, you little homewrecking cheer slut!”



Her words were so nasty, her hand so forceful, that I could hardly resist her. I jammed my tongue against her velvet wrinkle, forcing my tongue into her hot asshole and moaning as I tasted the bitter heat of her depths. Alicia threw back her head, moaning with pleasure in a rising pitch as she worked her hips faster and faster. I tongue-fucked her asshole. I felt so dirty doing it, feeling her asshole clenching around my tongue as she began to cum, but it was an incredible turn-on.



Olivia rode my face and Alicia’s tongue to a screaming orgasm that left her long legs quaking. She flopped face down onto the bed, her fingers stroking her clit and her crack and pussy glistening with saliva. Sweaty, slightly dazed, and somehow still drunk, I fell onto my back on the floor and stretched out for my phone. I saw there was a message from Mrs. Temple. “We need to talk.”



“Oh, god, that was so hot,” laughed Alicia, suddenly in my face. I started to try to say something about responding to a text and Alicia began passionately kissing me. Her hands were all over me, groping me, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I had to gently push her away. When she continued to drunkenly try to grope me I had to be more forceful.



“I have to get some air,” I said, scrambling to my feet and beginning to pull on some clothes.



“Leaving already?” Olivia luxuriated nude on the bed.



“I just… I’m feeling a bit sick from all the booze. You know, the spins,” I said and stuck my tongue out as if sick.



“Alicia will keep me company,” said Olivia, lazily reaching out to fumble her hand against Alicia’s shoulder. “Won’t you, Alicia?”



I wanted to tell Alicia to leave with me, to warn her that she might not be safe with Olivia, but then they were both on the bed and kissing passionately. It was a moot point.



“Talk to you later,” I mumbled to both of them. They were giggling and kissing as I closed the door and stepped out of the hothouse bedroom and into the somehow cooler atmosphere of the crowded party.



“We need to talk,” I said, reading the text message from Mrs. Temple aloud.



“What’s up?” I texted her.



“Come over,” she replied. A moment later she added, “Please.”



“On my way,” I replied.



I managed to track Luke down in the hot tub. The two girls in bikinis scooted away from him when they saw the murderous glare I gave them.



“Hey, come on in,” he said, spreading his arms. “Nice and warm.”



“I didn’t bring my suit,” I said.



“Oh, you don’t need a suit,” said a topless girl in thong panties as she brushed past me and slid down into the warm water.



“Luke, are you being good?” I asked, surprised at my sudden surge of jealousy.



“Scout’s Honor,” he said. “I can’t help it that all these babes want to hang out in the tub with me.”



If it had been anyone else, I would have known they were lying to me. With Luke, I wasn’t sure. He seemed too sweet to be lying.



“Hey, I’m going to head out,” I said. “But, um, you look like you’re enjoying the tub. I’ll catch a Lyft.”



“Oh? You sure? I’ve only had like…” He counted to nine on his fingers. “Twelve beers.”



“I’m sure,” I said, leaning across the churning water to kiss him on the forehead. “Please don’t have sex with these girls.”



“Never!” He said indignantly. “You’re my sweetie!”



The girls rolled their eyes, but Luke’s puppy dog look was enough for me to trust him. I stood up and made my way out of the party to wait for my Lyft.



I questioned every one of my recent life choices as I rode in the back of the Lyft out to Mrs. Temple’s house in the hills. I had just had sex with my boyfriend’s sister, because she had caught me having sex with her mother. She had made me have sex with my best friend. And that wasn’t even taking into account wildcard life choices, like letting the frumpy girls’ volleyball coach Mrs. Hadley give me head in the janitor’s closet at school.



“What are you doing, Emily?” I asked myself.



“What is that, Miss Vinke?” Asked Rajeet, the Lyft driver, butchering the pronunciation of my last name in the process. 



“Oh, um, just having a wild night,” I said.



“Yes? Please do not throw up in my Camry,” said Rajeet, glancing back at me warily. “I have a bottle of water if it would make you feel better.”



He reached into a cooler and handed me a nicely cold bottle of water. I cracked the seal and took a long sip. It helped clear my mind.



“Thank you Rajeet,” I said, leaning my head back on the seat.



“Are you okay, Miss Vinke?” He asked. “It seems like you are troubled.”



“I was up early, that’s all,” I said.



“Yes, the runner, I remember,” said Rajeet. “Out late partying too? You have to rest sometime.”



“I can’t,” I said, watching the increasingly posh suburbs roll by outside the window. “Not yet.”



The booze swirling in my head faded during the ride, but my mind continued to churn. I wanted to text more with Mrs. Temple, to ask her why she was calling me to her house late at night with such urgency, but I was afraid of what the answer might be. Did she somehow know what I had just done with her daughter? Did she know I had been so dramatically unfaithful to her? What the hell did faith even matter between us with the twisted relationship we had developed?



I found myself getting angry at her and forced myself to remember just hours earlier when I was sure I was falling in love with Mrs. Temple. I thought of her smile and the way her green eyes seemed to glow in the right light. I thought of that first day, when she touched me by the pool, when her look made me think she was ready to devour me. I felt a throb in my core as I remembered the first time I touched her; the sweetness of her as my tongue first tasted a woman.



“Here we are,” said Rajeet, turning the Camry up the curving drive and to the massive mansion. It was mostly dark, but the light was on beside the door. “I hope you found this a five star ride, Miss Vinke.”



“Thanks, Rajeet,” I said, hopping out of the back of the Camry.



My heart pounded in my chest as I made my way up to the door. I knocked lightly. There was no answer so I knocked harder and heard footsteps approaching. The door opened and my breath caught in my throat.



Mrs. Temple’s green eyes were heavy with either fatigue or drunkenness. Judging by the large glass of white wine in one hand, it was probably the latter. She wore an indecently short silk robe that showed off almost all of her toned legs, belt tight around her waist, but open from her waist up so that the inner curves of her breasts bulged freely into view. With one hand up to hold the door open, the pink of her areola on her left breast was visible. Her blonde hair spilled loosely over her shoulders, locks tickling the tops of her tanned breasts. She smiled at me and my fear was melted away by the warmth of my desire.



“Emily,” she purred, “what a pleasant surprise. Oh… yes, that’s right. I told you to come over.”



“You made it sound urgent,” I said, trying not to feel miffed that she had apparently forgotten my invitation.



“Yes, right, it is,” she said. “Come inside. We have the house to ourselves. My husband is away, my daughter has disappeared, and my son is off at one of his parties.”



She turned, the back of her robe revealing the lower half of her peachy bottom, the pale triangle of her bikini line contrasting the mostly tan globes of her firm ass. She padded barefoot through the foyer and kitchen as I followed behind her, mesmerized by her beauty, but still a bit worried about her drinking. She brought me into a small, cozy den with a crackling fireplace. A laptop was set up on a glass coffee table next to a bottle of wine that was nearly finished. There were papers, her phone, and a bowl of cherries, mostly filled with discarded pits and stems.



“Working late?” I asked, glancing at the computer and papers.



“Yes, well, I suppose that’s why I asked you to come over,” Mrs. Temple sighed as she sat down, flashing me her pussy for a moment as she crossed her legs. She patted the couch next to her. “Valerie Pryce has asked me to go to Beijing to recruit someone.”



“Oh?” I wasn’t sure how to react to the news.



“Yes,” said Mrs. Temple, setting aside her wine glass and picking up a piece of paper. It featured a photograph of a beautiful Asian woman working in a laboratory. She looked to be in her early forties, but it was hard to tell because she was so attractive and serious looking with her dark hair pulled back in a tight braid and eyeglasses pushed up on her forehead as she leaned down to look at a microscope. There was out of focus lab equipment visible in the foreground of the photograph as if it had been taken surreptitiously.



“She’s pretty,” I said, again not sure how to react.



“Elizabeth Chen,” said Mrs. Temple. “She is one of the top geneticists in the world. She works for China Pharmaceutical Corporation. As in the government of China. I have to go to Beijing, poach her from Chinese government, and bring her to one of Mrs. Pryce’s research facilities.”



“That sounds like… sounds like a big trip,” I said, starting to realize why she wanted to tell me face to face. “You are going to be gone a long time.”



“It could take weeks if she’s a bitch,” said Mrs. Temple. “But I always get what I want.”



“Right,” I said, sighing and leaning my shoulder against the couch. I looked at Mrs. Temple in the firelight. I wanted to touch her, to take her hand and tell her not to go, but we had not built the trust in our relationship yet. I had no right to ask her not to go.



“Would you miss me?” She asked, her eyes seeming almost golden in the light. She took my right hand and stroked it with hers. “What if I was gone for months?”



“I would miss you,” I said. “Definitely. Deeply.”



“What if you didn’t have to miss me?” She asked, seeming almost nervous. She reached out suddenly, grabbing her wine and taking a sip. “So what if you came with me to Beijing?”



“What?” My eyes went wide. “To China? Me?”



“You could do it,” she said. “You would love it. I know all the most wonderful places to stay and everything would be paid for, of course. You would be my… personal assistant.”



Her kept pet
 , I thought, remembering Olivia’s cruel words from earlier in the night. It still could not punctuate the excitement I felt rushing up at the thought of traveling to China and working with Mrs. Temple.



“I… I have school,” I said. “And cheerleading. And… and Luke.”



“Yes, yes, and yes,” said Mrs. Temple. “All three of those things will be waiting for you when you get back. But this trip, Emily, it’s a once in a life time opportunity.”



“You’re saying you won’t invite me again?” I asked, worrying my brow.



“No,” she said, shaking her head for emphasis. “No, I don’t mean it like that, but I am asking you now. Right now. Has anyone ever invited you to Beijing before? To stay in the nicest hotels and eat the best food and,” she took hold of my hands and lowered her voice to a whisper, “have the best sex of your life?”



I wanted to kiss her and say yes and agree to throw aside my silly teenage life and fly to China with Mrs. Temple. But I thought of my mom and my job and Luke Temple in the hot tub with all those girls wanting a piece of him. I could trust him tonight, but could I trust him for weeks? Should he have to wait for me with what I was secretly doing to him?



“I can’t do it,” I said with an almost tearful cry. “My life is here. I can’t just walk away from it. Not at a moment’s notice.”



“Emily,” said Mrs. Temple.



“I was at a party with Luke when you called,” I said, pulling my hands away from hers. “I was enjoying my night with him and… and then you brought me out here for this? That I should throw my life away to be your pet?”



“What? Where is this coming from?” Mrs. Temple looked at me as if I had slapped her. “I have been nothing but good to you and—“



“Good to me?” I laughed. “You’ve thrown my life into chaos. I think about you every time I look at my boyfriend. I have to deal with teachers at school who know about the two of us and are using it against me. I can hardly concentrate on my life. It may seem small to you, just a stupid teenage girl, right? But it’s my life. Mine. And… and…”



The tears burst from my eyes, staining my cheeks and dripping from my chin.



“Emily…” She reached for me sympathetically.



“I can’t,” was all I could manage to say as I pushed her hands away. I got up from the couch and ran for the door.



“Emily, please, wait! You can’t just—“



Whatever she said next to me was lost behind the slam of the front door as I ran out into the night. It was a long way back to my house, running the whole way, ignoring text messages from Mrs. Temple. I stopped crying after about a mile.



Ignoring Mrs. Temple’s texts the next day was more difficult. In the pauses – after a shower, stopped in traffic, taking a pee – I would reach for my phone and glimpse her last few messages. Despite my best efforts, I knew she was leaving in 24 hours. She had booked me a ticket. I knew that much. But I refused to reply to anything I saw, even when it made my heart ache.



I had to work at the Miss Dairy Freeze on the boardwalk at 10 AM, which helped keep me distracted. It was a busy Saturday, sunny and warm, which meant a lot of customers. It would have been the perfect distraction if it weren’t for the fact that I had to work my shift with Alicia.



She was dressed in tight-fitting pink shorts and the pink polo shirt with the Miss Dairy Freeze logo on her left breast. Her long, scarlet hair was braided into pigtails. She giggled flirtatiously as she handed the older man in line his order of a sundae and a dipped ice cream cone. Then she turned to me, stealing a moment as I was scooping ice cream for the other line of customers, to say, “So, last night was wild, wasn’t it?”



My face reddened as I finished serving the customer. I took the order of the woman in line next and went to work mixing an Avalanche shake.



“Yeah, it was crazy,” I said. “I was pretty drunk.”



“Me too,” agreed Alicia. “But not like, you know, too drunk. I was buzzed, but I knew what I was doing.”



“Right,” I said, smiling nervously.



“Coming in behind you,” said Alicia, squeezing past me in the narrow space behind the counter. Her breasts rubbed against my back and I would have sworn she thrust her hips forward and rubbed against my ass in my own bun-hugging pink shorts.



“So, um, what happened after I had to leave?” I asked, during a momentary lull in customers.



“Oh, she showed me a few tricks,” said Alicia with a mischievous grin. “But, you know, it totally wasn’t the same with you gone. That was so… hot…”



She said, leaning towards me like she was going to kiss me. A customer cleared his throat, sparing me the need of having to pull away from Alicia.



She turned to address the customer cheerily, “Hiya! Welcome to Miss Dairy Freeze! What can I getcha?”



A pair of young girls approached my register and ordered Dairy Freezes, the blended slushy and ice cream drinks that were the signature of Miss Dairy Freeze. I served them up their drinks and heard Alicia say something about needing more cup lids as my next customer was walking up.



“I think they’re under the counter here,” I said, gesturing to the spot under the counter in front of me. I turned my attention to the bearded hipster dad type smiling at me from across the counter. “Hello! Welcome to Miss Dairy Freeze! How can I help you today?”



As I was taking the man’s rather big order, Alicia ducked under the counter, apparently to retrieve cup lids for the drink dispenser. A moment later, I felt her fingers curl into the waistband of my shorts. I cried out as she suddenly yanked them down my thighs, stripping my panties with the shorts and exposing me.



The man ordering gave me a perplexed look and asked, “Are you alright?”



No, I was not alright. As I looked down in shock, mouthing, “No!” Alicia gazed up at me, leaned her face between my thighs, and ran her tongue over my pussy.



“Uhhhhhhhhh… yeah, I’m… oooohhhh… fine,” I said, looking away from Alicia’s unbelievable audacity and blushing as I tried to smile at the man. “Was that all?”



“You know what, actually,” said the man, looking back up at the menu, “is the cherry walnut chocolate good?”



Was it good? All I could think about was Alicia chuckling softly as she flicked her hot tongue against my clit. Her hands reached around my hips and cradled my firm ass, pulling my mound towards her so she could bury her thrusting tongue in my cunt.



“Ohhhhh… ohhhh my god, it’s great,” I gasped, steadying my hands on the counter. “It’s so… so good… it’s… ahhhhh… incredible.”



“Wow, okay,” the man chuckled, giving me a grin. “If I can get that sort of reaction from my wife it will be the first time in years. Alright, sure, give me two scoops in a cup.”



“Um, yes, ohhh… oh my god… okay,” I moaned as Alicia’s tongue furiously assaulted my clit. I fumbled with the scoop, leaning over the counter and maybe even giving the man a flash of the top of my bare ass. I think he saw my cheeks, because his face went red, but he kept quiet about it and apparently enjoyed the view.



There was nothing I could do to stop him from looking or stop Alicia from licking. She was enjoying my awkward efforts to scoop and top five cups of ice cream. The whole time as she was lapping at my slit, the line was backing up behind the man and my orgasm was building.



“H-here you go,” I said, sliding the cherry walnut chocolate across the counter.



“I had the double marshmallow rocky road also,” said the man. “And the bananas foster with whipped cream.”



“R-right,” I said, picking up the scooper. Alicia chose that moment to thrust two of her chubby fingers into my pussy and clamp her sucking mouth on my clit. I cried out with shocked pleasure and dropped the ice cream scooper into the ice cream. The line behind the man began to murmur.



“Are you alright?” He asked.



“Oh, just, I didn’t sleep well,” I said, pleasure pulsing with each of Alicia’s cruel sucks on my clit. I could faintly hear the wet sound of her fingers pumping in and out of my tight little pussy. “I… you said whipped cream on the rocky… road… oh my god.”



I leaned on the counter heavily, dropping my head forward so that my hair formed a curtain to hide my face from the customers. A low, wordless sound of pleasure rumbled out of me as my orgasm pulsed through my body. It radiated from my clit to my nipples to my clenching asshole, tightening with each spasm of ecstasy. My shoulders shook and I held onto the counter so hard that I almost broke a fingernail.



“Miss?” The man asked. “Are you sure you’re okay?”



I took in a trembling breath as the last tremors of my orgasm rippled through my body. I pushed down my shame and outrage, swept my hair from my face, and smiled at the man through my furious blushing.



“Everything is A-OK,” I said. “Let me just get this all scooped for you. Whipped cream just on the bananas foster. And here you are.”



I slid the ice creams across to him and he gave me a wink as he took them away. I slumped a bit as the next customer approached. Alicia, finally, stopped abusing me and pulled up my shorts. I could feel my slimy wetness against my panties, but there wasn’t a lot I could do about it standing in front of the customers.



“Oh, here are the cup lids,” giggled Alicia, rising from beneath the counter and showing off two glistening fingers. “I think I got something on my hand down there though. It’s almost like honey. Mmmmm, let’s see…”



“Oh my god,” I muttered as I watched Alicia put her cum-smeared fingers up to her lips to enthusiastically lick them clean.



“Yep, it was honey,” she said. “Sweet as can be.”



She flashed me a last grin before finally returning her attention to the customers and helping me cut down on the line stretching down the boardwalk. We had customers constantly all through my shift, which at least kept me from talking much with Alicia about what had happened between us the night before. Not that she didn’t make eyes at me all day and take every opportunity to rub against me or brush her arm against mine. I’m pretty sure if I had pulled down the shutters and closed the stand for the afternoon she would have been all over me, doing whatever I wanted.



But I just wanted to go home.



“Hey, want to go get a pizza or something?” She suggested as our replacements arrived for the next shift.



“Um, no, I have to get home,” I said to her, strangely nervous around her. I enjoyed what she did to me in the ice cream stand, but I was also mad about it, and still overwhelmed about what happened the night before. I just wanted to avoid addressing any of it. “I’ll, um, see you Monday at school.”



I wanted to talk to someone, maybe even my mom, but I was relieved when she wasn’t home. There was a note from her on the stove in the kitchen. I read the note.



“Florist came by and delivered flowers to your room. Talk about a secret admirer! WOW! Love you.”



It was signed “Mom. “



I could smell the flowers as I walked up the narrow staircase to my bedroom. I opened the door and I stared in disbelief many hundreds of roses, gardenias, lilies, jasmine, and little blue sweet pea flowers. Some were in vases, some were pink or white or yellow, but most of them were red bouquets. They covered my bed, my nightstand, my dresser, and my study desk. The smell of flowers was overwhelming.



I backed out of the room and headed towards the bathroom. I needed a shower and I was not ready to deal with the ridiculous show of floral affection. I was pretty sure I knew who had sent the flowers.



As if on cue, my phone vibrated with another text from Mrs. Temple. I put the phone on the bathroom counter and climbed into the warm streams of the shower.









Unexpected Visitations



 



I stood in my room, not sure which mound of flowers to move to sit down. The bouquets on the bed? The pile stacked on the chair next to the study desk?



Unable to decide, I dropped the damp towel from my body and dressed in a loose maroon art tee and mid-thigh olive green shorts. I made up my mind to clear off my bed, but before I could move more than a couple of the bouquets my doorbell rang.



Mrs. Temple,
 I thought. I didn’t want to see her. I went to the upstairs windows that looked out on the street and was surprised to see Luke’s Land Rover pulled up in front of our townhouse. Of all the people it could have been, Luke was the person I most wanted to see. But I couldn’t let him up to my room. All these flowers would create too many questions.



I went bounding downstairs and hurried to the door just as Luke rang the doorbell again.



“Coming! I’m coming!” I shouted, hurrying through the cramped living room to the door. I opened it just enough for Luke to see my face. “Oh, hey!”



“Hey,” he said. “Can I come in?”



“Um, house is sort of a mess,” I said, squeezing past the door and out onto the tiny porch.



“You smell great,” he said, sniffing in the air. “Like a bunch of flowers.”



“Oh, um, thanks,” I said. Before I could say more, he pulled me in for a kiss, pressing a damp lock of hair from my cheek and cradling my head as I yielded to his desire. His tongue slipped into my mouth and we kissed for several long seconds. He pulled me against him and I felt his cock rising in his jeans.



“If you aren’t going to invite me in,” he whispered, “would you like to go somewhere?”



“I’m not really dressed to, um, to go out,” I said, looking down at my tee hanging off one shoulder to reveal my bra strap and my shorts.



“You look fine,” chuckled Luke. “You look sexy, like always. It’s early, but you want to go to dinner? We can hit up that sushi place you like.”



Luke did not like sushi, but it was my favorite. He knew exactly what to say to get me hooked.



“Alright,” I said. “Wait here. I’ll put on shoes and grab my purse.”



Twenty minutes later we were downtown at Bamboo House Sushi, sitting next to a bubbling indoor waterfall spilling over stones. Luke had let me order a huge spread, from California rolls to the highest end tuna sashimi, and I was stuffing myself eagerly.



“You worked up an appetite,” he laughed, watching me pluck another roll from the plate, dip it in soy sauce, and stuff it into my mouth. “What have you been doing all day?”



“Work,” I said, although my mouth was so fall it probably was unintelligible for him. “Miss Dairy Freeze. I had a shift at the boardwalk.”



“I thought you looked like you’d been working on your tan,” said Luke, wincing as he bit into a tempura roll with a bit too much wasabi on it. He quickly drank a gulp of his tea to wash away the heat. I could not help but giggle at his pained expression. He feigned offense and said, “Oh, I get it. You love to see me suffer.”



“No! Nooooo!” I protested, taking hold of his hands and squeezing them. “No! It’s just funny. You’re such a tough mister football man all the time and seeing you looking like you’re about to cry—“



“Not about to cry,” he said, wiping the tears welling in his eyes.



“It’s adorable,” I said.



“Well, tough mister football man still hasn’t come around on the sushi,” said Luke. “It’s still weird, I still don’t like the sauce, and there’s too much rice. Give me some roasted chicken breasts and barbecue sauce.”



“Your workout diet?” I rolled my eyes. “You eat the most boring food, Luke.”



“Pure protein, baby,” he laughed.



“There are better ways to get protein,” I said, “than eating chicken breasts every meal, every day.”



“Oh, I can give you some protein,” he said, winking lewdly.



“Ewwwww! Don’t be gross!” I laughed. “Not while I’m eating.”



He reeled in his raunchy sense of humor and let me finish my feast of expensive sushi. The relative quiet as I was eating and Luke was mostly watching me eat made for a lot of introspection. I thought about his mother and sister and I thought about the offer Mrs. Temple had made me about going with her to Beijing. Against my better judgment, I decided to bring it up, a bit obliquely, to Luke.



“Your mom, uh, expressed interest in letting me do a job shadow with her,” I said.



“Oh yeah? When did you talk to my mom?” He seemed surprised.



“Oh, you know, I think it was yesterday or, um, maybe the day before,” I said, waving my hand as if the details were unimportant. “She said I could like be her assistant for a bit and she would show me the ropes of the business.”



“Well, yeah, sure, she does that sometimes,” said Luke. “She calls it like ‘empowering women in the workforce’ or something. I didn’t know she was trying to steal my girlfriend from me.”



“What?” I was taken aback.



He grinned, “I mean, if you’re into it. Her work is like boring corporate recruitment stuff. Did she say when it would be?”



“Oh, um, like a day from now,” I said. “She wants me to travel with her to Beijing.”



“Wow, that’s right,” said Luke. “She said something about going on a trip. She must like you. I think she has only ever taken one of her interns traveling with her. Holly, I think it was? Real foxy girl.”



“Foxy? People don’t say ‘foxy’ anymore, Luke,” I said, trying to hide my flushed cheeks behind my teasing humor.



“So my mom wants to take you to Beijing,” said Luke, rubbing his chin. “How long is she going to steal you away from me?”



“Oh, uh, I don’t know about that,” I said, stirring my straw in my iced tea. “Like a week maybe? Or, um, two?”



“Oh, babe, I’m gonna miss you,” said Luke. “What about cheer squad? And your classes?”



“You’re right,” I said. “It’s a dumb idea. I can’t run off to Beijing with your mom to do some silly job shadowing thing.”



“You’d miss me too much,” said Luke, taking my hands. “You can’t keep away from me for that long. You’re, like, addicted to my hot body.”



“Oooh, right,” I cooed. “I’ll need a ten step program to break that addiction.”



“Ten inches program?” He said.



I laughed like I got the joke, but I wasn’t too sure what he meant because Luke had a nice cock, but it was nowhere near ten inches. Maybe a full seven being generous. But I liked it and it did the job for me. Picturing his hard cock jutting from his muscular midsection gave me a throbbing pang of desire. I pictured him just after football practice, all hot and sweaty, his tight football pants down and his cock in my face in the funk of the team’s locker room.



“Want to go somewhere and fuck me?” I suggested.



“Check please,” he mugged, half-jokingly.



Maybe it was the need to reconnect with him after everything that had gone down with Olivia and Alicia or just that I was grateful for him taking me to one of my favorite restaurants, but I really needed Luke bad. I clung to him as he walked me out to his Land Rover. We made out in the parking lot, wasabi taste and all, and I didn’t even object when he slipped a hand under my shirt and pried his fingers beneath my bra. He fumbled with my left breast, his fingers burrowing under the satin cup to seek out my nipple. I gasped against his lips and ran my hand into his lap to feel his bulging cock.



“Oh, babe, you are worked up,” he said, seeing the lust in my lidded eyes. “You sure you don’t want to climb in back and bang right here?”



“No, I need somewhere I can stretch out,” I said, squeezing his cock.



My room was out because of the flowers and Luke didn’t want to go back to his house because both his mom and his sister were home. I had to agree with that decision. Luke tried suggesting we go to one of his teammate’s houses and hook up in the guy’s spare room, but I shot that down. Stymied, Luke furrowed his brow.



“Maybe a park or something?” I suggested, thinking back to a late night encounter in a certain picnic shelter.



Luke seemed to have an epiphany. He grinned and started the engine. “I know where we can go,” he said.



“Where?” I demanded. “This had better not be some other friend.”



“My dad’s boat,” said Luke.



Given the Temple family’s wealth, I was expecting some huge yacht. We arrived at the marina and Luke led me out onto the docks among the swaying yachts. Tucked between two 50 foot long yachts was a sailboat scarcely more than half that length.



“My dad likes to sail,” said Luke. “It’s fun to go out on it, but sailing is a lot of work. Luckily, he gave me a key to the cabin.”



Luke helped me onto the moored sailboat and used a tiny padlock key to open the sailboat’s cabin. It was scarcely bigger than the back of Luke’s Land Rover, but there were two bunks and a tiny foldaway table with two folding chairs.



“You want something to drink?” Luke asked, leaning below the table and opening a cabinet. “There is… a bottle of spiced rum and some whiskey down here.”



“Um, a shot of spiced rum, I suppose,” I said.



He poured out two generous shots into a pair of plastic cups, handed me one, and toasted, “To adventure on the high seas.”



I gulped down the rum, not really tasting the spiciness, but getting a good, throat-burning blast of the alcohol. I winced and Luke laughed, plucking the empty cup out of my hand.



“Now,” he said, sliding his arm around my waist and pulling me against him, “what was it you were saying back at the sushi place?”



“I asked if you wanted to go somewhere and fuck me,” I reminded him, running my hands over his muscular chest.



“This seems like somewhere,” he said and pressed his lips against mine. I met his tongue with mine and moaned against the kiss, leaning into him and letting his hands support me. My hands went to the buttons of his shirt, revealing his chiseled chest in exciting increments. I kissed his shoulder and neck and he lifted my shirt up and over my head.



Luke lifted me easily into his arms and brought my bra-cradled tits to his face. I clung to his head, crying out with laughter as he smacked eager kisses against the tops of my perky mounds. The late sunlight broke through the shuttered windows, painting lines of shadows across our bodies as we undressed each other, laughing and kissing the whole time.



He stripped me all the way down to my panties, and I got him down to his briefs, and we fell together onto one of the creaky bunk beds. His strong hand was inside my underwear, his fingers stroking my mound, rubbing at the tender seam of my pussy and the tiny bud of my clit. I moaned at his touch as he kissed my breasts and sucked playfully at my dusky nipples. Each warm suck sent another pulse of pleasure through my body to my clit. Luke’s fingers against my clit sent another pulse of pleasure arcing to my nipples. I squirmed in his embrace, the fingers of one hand in his hair and my other hand rubbing at the bulge in his briefs.



“Ohhhhhh, Luke,” I cried. “Let me… ooohh… let me suck your cock.”



“Let you?” He looked up from my tits and chose that moment to push a thick finger into my slick pussy. “Babe, you can suck my dick whenever you want. You don’t even have to ask. But I want a taste of this wet pussy.”



He manhandled me atop him with such ease that I felt like a little doll in his hands. My thighs straddled his head and my body stretched over his. I found myself only inches from the bulge of his cock in his briefs, but before I could act on my desire, he yanked aside the crotch of my panties and stuffed his tongue into my hot little pussy. I threw back my head and cried out, calling his name and pushing my firm rear into his face. He cradled my ass, holding it against him as he vigorously tongued my pussy and clit.



“So fucking sweet,” he mumbled against my folds, his words vibrating through me.



“Oh, Luke,” I moaned, my lips descending to his bulging cock. I began to kiss him through his underwear, feeling him stir and tasting a salty hint of his precum oozing through the fabric. I slipped fingers into his waistband and yanked his underwear down, the elastic beneath his heavy balls. I gripped him in one hand, admiring him for a moment before taking his cock into my mouth. His tongue only increased its tempo against my clit and I moaned around his cock as I bobbed my sucking mouth on his tip.



The cramped cabin of the boat filled with the sounds of our gasping breath and the moans of our pleasure. The wet slurp of my mouth on Luke’s cock was loud, but the sound of my hand stroking his spit-soaked shaft was even louder. Luke groaned against my pussy, thrusting gently against my stroking fist as my tongue swirled around his tip.



“Oh, fuck, babe,” moaned Luke. “You suck cock too good. You’re getting me really… ahhhhh… close.”



He didn’t need to tell me. I knew he was close by the way his balls tightened up in his sack and the heavy taste of his precum in my mouth. He was tense beneath me, breathing raggedly against my cunt as he continued to lick. I pulled off his cock just enough to say, “Cum for me. Cum in my mouth.”



“Ohhhhhh Emily,” he groaned, his hold on my ass tightening as I return my sucking mouth to Luke’s straining cock. His breath came hot and shaky against my sensitive pussy.



“Mmmmmm!” I moaned encouragingly around his hugely swollen cock.



Luke tensed and thrust through my stroking fist. His cock jerked in my mouth and I tasted a strong, salty hint of his cum. A moment later and his cock jerked again, firing a powerful jet of cum across my tongue and against the back of my throat. I moaned gratefully and began to swallow, gush after gush of cum, tacky in my throat, sliding down into my tummy as he came again and again. I slowed my bobbing mouth as he relaxed beneath me.



“Oh, fuck,” he laughed, dropping his head back onto the pillow. His grip on my ass lessened, his hands falling away. I slowly rolled off of him, barely fitting onto the narrow bunk beside him.



“I’m not done with you yet,” I said, prodding his chest with a fingertip. “You still haven’t fucked me.”



“Oh, I’m sorry, babe,” said Luke in a sarcastic tone. “It’s just that I had this incredible, insatiable mouth stuck to my cock and licking all around my tip.”



“All around your tip?” I asked, fluttering my fingertips against his overly sensitive cockhead. He hissed with discomfort. I gently caught his tip in my fingers, rubbing one finger against his leaking cock slit. I smeared his oily fluid all over his tip.



“Scoot to the edge,” said Luke, suddenly sliding off the bed. He grabbed my legs and pulled me so my ass was partially hanging over the edge. He spread my legs wide, stripped off my panties, and pulled my legs over his shoulders. I liked the commanding way he positioned me and moved my body, the way he parted my thighs. I admired his back muscles as he dipped his head down and ran his tongue over my hot groove.



“Ohhhhh… you’re the one with the insatiable mouth,” I laughed, holding his head and guiding him gently to my clit. Luke was all too eager to lick my tender bud. He looked up at me as his tongue beat against my bud. My juices and his saliva ran from my pussy down the crack of my ass. He pressed a finger against my tender divot and I cried out, “You sneak! What are you doing?”



He pushed his fingertip against my asshole and I whined in shock as he slid his finger into my tender pucker.



“Just doing a little spelunking,” he said, pushing his finger deeper into my ass. “You don’t mind, do you?”



How could I mind? It felt amazing, particularly when he returned his fluttering tongue to my clit. He gently worked his finger in and out of my tight asshole as he focused all his tonguework on my throbbing bud. I played with my breasts and nipples, cooing with pleasure and arching on the narrow bed.



“Ohhhh god, fuck my tight little hole,” I whined, my pleasure rising towards a summit.



“Yeah, you like that finger in your ass?” He worked it harder and faster, his knuckles bumping against my taint. He sucked at the folds of my pussy and looked up at me, beating his tongue on my clit again.



“Yessss,” I hissed. “It makes me feel so… oohhhhh… so baddddd!”



I cried with pleasure, grabbing his head suddenly with both hands and bucking my hips to fuck against his tongue. This had the added bonus of pounding his finger up my clenching asshole. My screams were so loud they hurt my ears, but I couldn’t stop them as I came as hard as I think I have ever cum with Luke. Waves of pleasure rolled through me and lapped at every nerve ending in my body. The last spasms of my pleasure squeezed around Luke’s finger as he slid it gently in and out of my asshole.



“Ohhh, wow,” I laughed, my face flushed and my perky breasts heaving with my excitement.



“You look so sexy when you’re cumming,” laughed Luke, sliding atop me and kissing me. “Sort of like you’re really mad about enjoying it.’



“That’s sexy?” I laughed between kisses.



His muscular body felt good atop me and I wrapped my arms and legs around him, pulling him into an even more intimate embrace. His stirring cock rubbed against my soaking pussy.



“Extremely,” he said. “Don’t you feel that? You got me all worked up.”



“I can tell,” I said, caressing his back muscles down to his muscular ass. He ground his hard cock against my wet pussy and I wanted it inside me. But I wanted something more. Remembering that day in the back of his friend’s van when I had let him take my ass for the first time, I knew what I wanted. I reached between our bodies and gripped Luke’s cock. I looked into his eyes and said, “I want you to fuck me… in my ass.”



“Oh, fuck,” laughed Luke. “You are on fire, babe. How can I say no to that?”



“You can’t,” I said, pushing him off of me. He rose to his feet, hunched in the cabin, standing over me. I think he expected me to turn over on my hands and knees. I looked up at him, took hold of my legs beneath my knees, and pulled my legs almost up to my breasts. I exposed the pink knot of my asshole glistening with the wetness leaking from my pussy. Hissing, desperately needing his cock inside me, I moaned, “Fuck my ass, Luke.”



He nodded, seeming almost embarrassed to look at me in such a lewd position. He gripped his fat cock at its root and pressed it to the wet, pink divot of my anus. I sucked in a breath and let it out, trying to force myself to relax as his fat cockhead pushed harder.



“Mmmmm,” I moaned, my lips pinched tightly.



“Ohhhh, you’re too tight… I can’t… ohhhhhhh fuck.”



He quit his protesting as his cockhead overwhelmed my tight ring and pushed into my ass. In a single stroke, he filled me with his hard cock. I think it went in faster than both of us expected. I cried out in surprise and a little bit of terror and his eyes bulged as he watched his full length slide into my ass. But it didn’t hurt. In fact, the stretching girth of Luke’s cock felt incredible and the way I could feel it throbbing slightly inside my ass was intense.



“Rub my clit,” I gasped. “Rub it while you… yeah… just like that. Fuck me while you rub it.”



“Ohhhh god, it’s so tight,” he moaned, thrusting slowly back and in and again. “And… and warm. Ohhhh and you keep squeezing me like that… ohhhh… you’ll make me cum.”



“Not yet,” I hissed. “I get to cum first.”



“O-okay,” he nodded.



I watched him rubbing my clit as he slowly fucked my ass. I wanted it harder, but I knew if I encouraged him he was liable to do it and then cum almost immediately. My head was bent awkwardly against the inside of the boat, my hips hurt from bending my legs back so far, and Luke and I were both drenched with sweat in the hot cabin. And none of that stopped the pleasure that was rising inside me. He rubbed my clit furiously, almost desperate to make me cum before he exploded.



“Yes, that’s it,” I gasped. “Oh, fuck, Luke, yes. Thrust. Fuck my ass.”



“I can’t do it for long,” he groaned, thrusting his cock into me. “I’m going to cum.”



“Don’t pull out,” I moaned. “Keep going. Fuck my ass. Ohhhhhhhh….”



I wailed with pleasure again as a second orgasm, every bit as intense as my first, but radiating from my ass and clit at the same time, rippled through me.



“Aaahhh fuck! I’m cumming!” He cried, reaching for his cock.



“No! Nooo! Cum in my ass!” I cried, not wanting him to pull out in the midst of my orgasm.



My words go through to him in time and he stopped himself, gave my ass another good thrust, and exploded deep inside me. I felt his cum pumping into my ass, a building pressure and a slickness to his thrusts that filled the cabin with lewd wet sounds. Of course, I was practically screaming again with the intensity of my orgasm, my asshole clenching around the piston of Luke’s thrusting, cum-smeared cock with the rhythm of my contractions.



“Oh my god,” I gasped. “Oh…. Wow…”



“You are the hottest fucking woman on the planet right now,” said Luke and he leaned down and kissed me with his sweaty lips. “I love you, babe.”



The words struck me like a cold pitcher of water. I kissed him quickly to cover for my shocked reaction. His eager tongue helped to cover for me.



Love? Was that what I had with Luke? I wasn’t sure.



After my intense date with Luke, he dropped me off at home and I took a long, hot bath. My mind drifted as I soaked in the warm water. Where was I going with Luke? Where was I going with Mrs. Temple? Or Alicia? My life had become so complicated in the past couple weeks, I was not sure what to do. Walking into the room full of flowers after my bath only seemed to make matters worse. I shoved bouquets out of the way and crawled onto my bed.



My phone rang and I reflexively picked it up, saw that it was Alicia, and answered.



“Hey, glad you picked up,” she said. “You haven’t been answering my texts.”



I really did not want to talk to Alicia in that moment, but just hanging up on her was not an option. She was my best friend in the world.



“Oh? Oh, um, right, I’m avoiding texts from someone else so I just stopped looking at them.”



“You’re not avoiding me?”



“We saw each other this morning at work,” I pointed out with a sigh. “You… you messed with me while I was working. I wasn’t sure how I felt about it.”



“And how do you feel about it?”



I thought about chastising her for what she had done, but I decided to go with honesty.



“It was fun,” I said. “Alright? You happy?”



“Yes!” She laughed. “I know you loved it! I could tell by your thighs shaking!”



“You still shouldn’t have done it,” I laughed. “It was embarrassing. Some of those customers knew something was happening.”



“Right, I know, I got carried away,” said Alicia, struggling to remain serious. “But it was hot, wasn’t it? And last night… oh my god. Last night!”



She squealed with delight and I couldn’t stop myself from laughing. It had been a long day, last night felt like ages ago, but hearing Alicia enthuse about it I was back in that bed with her and Olivia.



“We haven’t even talked about the fact that you’ve been hooking up with Luke’s sister,” continued Alicia. “I had no idea you meant her when you were talking about having a thing going with an older woman.”



“Well, actually… I…”



“What?” She hesitated. “What is it?”



Alicia Rittenhouse was my best friend in the world. She had been through thick and thin with me. Hell, we had just had a threesome the night before. If I couldn’t tell Alicia, who could I tell?



“Olivia wasn’t who I was talking about,” I said.



“What?! There’s someone else?” She sounded almost scandalized. Her tone changed to excitement in a moment. “Who? You have to tell me!”



“You promise you will not breathe a word of this to anyone?” I asked.



“Promise,” she said instantly.



“I mean it, not a word,” I said.



“I swear! We’re like, pussy buddies or something now, right? Friends with benefits? Something like that?” She quickly added, “Sisters.”



“No, not sisters, that makes it all weirder,” I said. I took a deep breath and confessed, “It’s Mrs. Temple.”



“His mom? You’ve been fucking Luke’s mom!” She squealed again, apparently delighted at the juiciness of the secret. “Charlotte Temple?”



I let her breathless excitement die down and then answered, “Yes.”



“Oh my fucking god,” she said. “You have to tell me everything.”



So I did. It just spilled out of me in a long, rambling rant punctuated by Alicia’s gasps and squeals of excitement. I told her about the day by the pool, the shopping trip, the waterfall, the invitation to Beijing, and ended with my bedroom stuffed full of flowers.



“So you’re going with her, right?”



“Huh? No, I said I didn’t—“



“Emily Vinke!” Alicia snapped my name out like a drill instructor. “This is the chance of a lifetime. You’re not just going to Beijing, you’re going with a hot older woman and having crazy kinky sex.”



“Funny,” I said. “That’s the exact same thing she said to me.”



“Well she was right!” Alicia sounded genuinely angry. “If you pass on this, if you burn a bridge with her, I am going to kick your cute little ass. I mean that. I am going to, I don’t know, fill up a pillowcase with batteries and beat you with it.”



“Ouch!” I laughed.



“I’m not joking,” she snapped. “Okay, maybe exaggerating. But Mrs. Temple is smoking hot. That body, oh my god, and you get to go with her to Beijing? Do it!”



“Alright, alright,” I laughed. “I’ll think about it.”



“Think long and hard,” she warned. “Because I’m coming after you if you turn her down.”









Making a Move



 



“You’re real,” said Mrs. Temple as I walked towards her across the luxury lounge of USA Airlines. “You called me last night and told me you would come, but I thought I was dreaming.”



She was as beautiful as I always pictured her, her blonde hair falling over the shoulders of her light jacket worn with a white blouse. She wore hip-hugging black pants that made her long, athletic legs seem even longer and short-heeled mini boots that made her seem an inch or two taller. Not that she needed the extra height.



I embraced her tightly, feeling her plump breasts squish against me and smelling the sweetness of her body as I pressed my face against her neck.



“Someone talked some sense into me,” I said.



“Well, thank god,” laughed Mrs. Temple. “I was going to be miserable on this trip without you.”



“I would have been miserable with you gone for weeks,” I admitted. “Wondering when you were coming back and if we would still, you know, be together.”



“Together is it?” She took my hand. “I like that. Partners in crime.”



That wasn’t quite how I meant it, but I let it go, not wanting to start our trip with a fight in the airport lounge. She brought me with her to a semi-private room, sat me down on a luxurious leather love seat, and began playfully kissing me. She teased my lips with her tongue. Each time I yielded to her, opening my mouth, she pulled away a little. She ran her thumb over my lower lip and I looked into her brilliant green eyes as I sucked her thumb.



I looked away and realized that a few people in the nearby lounge could see into the room and were staring at us. I pop my lips from Mrs. Temple’s thumb.



“They’re watching us,” I said.



“Let them watch,” she replied and smothered my lips in a hungry kiss. No longer playful, it was joined by her hand pressing between my thighs and massaging my mound through my khaki pants. I moaned against her lips, my tongue swirling against hers, my body sinking into a state of deep arousal as she rubbed my pussy.



“Ma’am,” said a man’s voice from the door to our sitting room. “Um, our super premium flyers are boarding now. If you would follow me, your luggage has been loaded onto the plane.”



“We’ll be with you in a moment,” said Mrs. Temple without looking at the man.



“Yes, Miss Temple and, um, Miss Vinke.” He ducked out of our sitting area. She gazed down at me and said, “Hold still.”



I looked up at Mrs. Temple, flushed and excited by her kissing and touching. She ran her thumb over my lip, cleaning her lipstick from my mouth.



“There we are,” she said. “Let’s get on our flight. We’ll have many hours for you to tell me how you worked out your school and cheerleading schedule while flying to China.”



I hadn’t worked out my cheerleading schedule. Not really. Not knowing when I was going to be coming back form Beijing, I had told Alicia to string Madison along as much as possible. My mom was confused and more than a little suspicious about me flying off to a foreign country with another person. But when I explained it was Luke’s mother and she was going to be with me all the time my mom relaxed. Working two jobs, she didn’t really have the time to worry about me anyway.



As for Luke, well, I texted him as I was getting on the plane with his mother. Then I shut off my phone.



Mrs. Temple and I followed the steward onto the jet and he directed us to two seats in the spacious first class cabin. The chairs were huge and leather and could full recline into a sleeping position. There were only two chairs to a row on each side of the aisle and Mrs. Temple let me have the window.



“My name is Carlos,” said the steward, “and I will be taking care of you for this flight with Jody and Pamela. Once we have everyone seated in first class I will be back to offer you refreshment.”



“Thank you, Carlos,” said Mrs. Temple. “I will have a Vodka and cranberry and my friend here will have a sparkling water with a twist of lime.”



“Yes, Miss Temple,” said Carlos and he departed to help the other first class passengers embark.



Well-heeled men and women filed onto the plane to join us in first class. I watched them being seated and other than a couple of men in very expensive looking suits I really couldn’t spot a difference between all the passengers I had glimpsed in coach and the people who could afford the expensive tickets. I was just about to say as much to Mrs. Temple when I froze.



“What is she doing here?” I whispered as I locked eyes with Olivia Temple.



“Oh, she wanted to see Beijing,” said Mrs. Temple waving to her daughter. “She hasn’t been since she was a little girl. Don’t worry, she’ll stay out of our hair. Or I’ll give her a spanking.”



Mrs. Temple swung a hand as if swatting Olivia on her shapely rear. I jerked as if the blow had landed, imagining Olivia’s big, round, creamy ass jiggling and a hand print reddening from the impact. Olivia waved to us from her spot two rows up and across the aisle. I smiled nervously and waved back.



The last passengers were buckled in and the plane began taxiing for takeoff. Carlos returned with our drinks and sipped my sparkling water while stealing wary glances of Olivia. She seemed to be reading some sort of erotic novel with two women soaked in water embracing on the cover. It took me a moment of staring to realize one of the women on the cover was a mermaid. So she was into kinky fish girl sex?



Olivia glanced back at me over her shoulder, a knowing smile spreading on her lips. I quickly looked away, my pulse racing and my sudden instinct to unbuckle and go charging to the emergency exit welling up. I took a deep breath, my hands gripping the arms of my chair and my knuckles white with fear.



“Afraid of flying?” Mrs. Temple asked, putting a reassuring hand over mine.



“Oh, um, yeah,” I said, which was a little bit true. I had only flown a few times and the idea of crossing the Pacific to get to China was not exactly comforting. But it was the idea of being trapped on a two week trip with Olivia, let alone being trapped with her in the plane for 12 hours, that was making me feel like I was falling.



“It’ll be fine,” said Mrs. Temple, taking my left hand in her right. “Flying on airliners is the safest form of travel. I do it all the time all over the world and there has never been an issue.”



“Thanks,” I said, smiling weakly.



She glanced to be sure her daughter wasn’t look and then leaned across the seats to give me a kiss on the lips. I stiffened and pulled back. She laughed.



“So tense,” she said. “I know a few ways we can relax. Give it a few minutes for the flight to get cruising and I can welcome you to the mile high club.”



I was too worried about Olivia making a scene or confronting us to really think about the way Mrs. Temple chose her words. In hindsight, she was clearly a frequent member of the mile high club.



We waited until evening, when the lights were lowered and most people closed their windows. I was watching a movie on the seatback when I felt Mrs. Temple’s hand creeping across my thigh. I glanced down, watching her shift the blanket over my lap and move her hand beneath it. Her fingers touched the soft mound of my pussy through my jeans. She pressed against the denim and I sucked in a gasp as pleasure struck my clit and crackled through me.



Mrs. Temple smiled and said something, but it was muffled by the sound of the movie in my earbuds. I yanked them out so I could hear her.



“Shhhhh,” she whispered. “Most everyone is asleep, including Olivia, but we don’t want to wake anyone up.”



I glanced around the first class cabin. Our seats had more privacy than most, and she was right that almost everyone seemed to be asleep, but it was hard to shake the feel that the people across the aisle could look over or her daughter could wake up and look back at us. The tension of being discovered was no match for the sensation as she pressed her fingers into the waistband of my jeans. I sucked in another gasp, careful to keep it quiet this time, as her warm touch slid inside my panties.



“You’re wet already,” she whispered against my ear as her fingers slid over the hot, slippery folds of my pussy. I knew she was right. I had been watching a flirty lesbian movie about a teenage lesbian coming of age, not dirty at all, but it had stirred my recent memories of Mrs. Temple. As she looked me in the eyes and pressed two fingers into my hot channel it took every bit of my self-control not to cry out with pleasure.



“Oh, Mrs. Temple,” I hissed. I shifted beneath the blanket as she began to gently fuck me with her index and middle finger.



“When we get to the hotel in Beijing,” she whispered against my ear as she fingered me, “I am going to tie you to the bed face down. I am going to lick you until you cum. I am going to eat your little teenage ass. Then I am going to fuck you in both holes. Until you beg me to stop. Do you understand?”



“Yes, Mrs. Temple,” I gasped, almost silently, as a shudder of pleasure ran through my body.



“Then,” she continued, adding a third finger and stretching my tight little pussy, the mound of her hand moving steadily under the blanket, “I am going to flip you over, put clips on your tiny little nipples, and I am going to straddle your face. What are you going to do then?”



“Be a… be a good girl,” I gasped as pleasure fluttered in my core.



“Yes, of course,” she chuckled, “But how, Emily? How exactly will you be a good girl?”



“I’ll… I’ll lick you,” I gasp, my pussy clenching against her thrusting fingers and ecstasy rippling through me. She slid a hand up to my blouse and teased one of my hard nipples poking against the fabric. “I’ll lick you everywhere.”



“My pussy?” She whispered, nibbling at my earlobe and pinching my nipple.



“Yes, I’ll worship your… your sweet pussy,” I moaned, another intense wave of pleasure rippling through me.



“My breasts?” She whispered, her words hot, her hand taking one of mine and guiding it inside her jacket to cup her breast through her blouse. I could feel her fat nipple pressing through her bra and blouse against my palm.



“Yes, oh, yes, Mrs. Temple,” I whispered. “I will lick and suck your beautiful breasts.”



“Mmmm good girl,” she whispered, tweaking my other nipple and thrusting her fingers more vigorously into my pussy. “And what about… my ass?”



“Ohhhhhhhh,” I moaned as she asked me, loud enough that if anyone nearby were awake that would have surely heard me. I squirmed in my seat, my panties soaked and her fingers sliding and slipping in and out of my clutching cunt. I managed to keep my voice to a whisper as I pledged, “Yes, Mrs. Temple, oh yes. I’ll lick your ass… your asshole… ohhhhh… please let me.”



“You are such a good girl,” chuckled Mrs. Temple. Her lips left my ear and she kissed me on my lips, her tongue thrusting into my mouth and her enthusiasm pressing me back into my seat. Her fingers fucked in and out of my pussy, better than Luke’s cock or any other cock I had ever experienced. She was fucking me just as surely as any man ever had, driving me down into the seat, her weight and breasts pressing me back, her mouth devouring mine in a steamy kiss.



“Ahem,” said a voice from the aisle. “Miss Temple? Miss Vinke? If you, ah, wouldn’t mind…”



Mrs. Temple broke the kiss and I looked up, red faced and on the brink of an orgasm, at Carlos, the steward who welcomed us onto the plane. Mrs. Temple’s fingers slid from my pussy and her hand left the blanket. I was aghast to see her fingers glistening in the low light of the plane, but Carlos seemed to be averting his eyes.



“I am sorry, Mrs. Temple, but you and Miss Vinke cannot do that in the first class cabin,” he said.



“Everyone is asleep,” said Mrs. Temple, annoyance flashing on her face. “We weren’t bothering anyone.”



“Not everyone is asleep, ma’am,” said Carlos. “Please, I’m not offended, but save it for your destination.”



By that point a few people had awakened from the commotion. Mrs. Temple seemed unconcerned with the curious stares she was getting, but I was mortified, by face going from hot crimson to boiling purple embarrassment. Mrs. Temple reached into her purse and took out a hundred dollar bill. She folded it in half and held it out to Carlo.



“What if we just can’t wait for our destination?” She said.



Carlos made the crisp hundred dollar bill disappear as if by magic. He straightened up and smiled.



“The first class bathroom is at the front of the cabin,” he pointed to the curtained front. “It’s very spacious. But only one passenger is permitted inside at a time. Now, I am going to go to the galley for a bit. Which will not allow me to see the bathroom…”



“Ah, thank you, Carlos,” said Mrs. Temple.



He bowed slightly and departed for the front of the aircraft. Mrs. Temple turned to me.



“Care to join me in the bathroom?” She asked, holding out her arm.



“Um, Mrs. Temple, people are watching us now,” I said, looking around first class. Some of those roused by Carlos had gone back to sleep, but there were a few who were awake and casting glances in our direction. I glanced up the aisle and was relieved to see that Olivia still seemed to be asleep.



“Oh, alright,” said Mrs. Temple. “I will go first. Wait a minute or so and then meet me in the bathroom. Don’t look at me all wide eyed like a little girl.” She leaned close to me and added, “I know you were at the very edge. I’ll finish you off in the bathroom.”



I noticed a balding old man staring at us from across first class, a very judgmental look in his eyes. Before I could offer further objections to Mrs. Temple, she got up from her seat and set off for the bathrooms at the front of first class. I glanced nervously at the nosy old man and was relieved to see he had closed his eyes and pushed back his seat. I watched Mrs. Temple disappear behind the curtain and could faintly make out the sound of the bathroom door closing and locking.



My heart was pounding as I counted to 60 in my head and slowly got up from my seat, my legs a bit shaky after sitting for so long. The blanket fell away from my lap and I was aware of the wetness in my jeans. I hope none of it was soaking through the denim. Nobody seemed to be watching as I started up the aisle, shuffling as quietly as I could towards the front of the airplane.



I held my breath as I passed Olivia. I thought I had made it past her, but her hand suddenly shot out and grabbed my wrist. Her earbuds had fallen from her ears and hung on her shoulders. She looked up at me, smiling like a cat that had just caught a mouse.



“Going somewhere, Emily?” She asked, pulling me closer.



“The, um, the bathroom,” I said.



“I know exactly what you’re up to,” she whispered. “You can’t keep away from my mother, can you?”



“I’m not… I just need to…”



“Stop it,” she hissed. “You’re a terrible liar. You’re going to the bathroom to fuck my mother. It’s okay. Admit it to me. Say it.”



“I’m… I’m going to the bathroom to… to fuck your mother,” I said, mindful that people were beginning to look in my direction again.



“What would Luke say if he knew you were doing this with his mother?” She said, her grip tightening painfully on my wrist.



“Ah! I don’t… he wouldn’t like that,” I admitted.



“No, he wouldn’t,” said Olivia. “But I won’t tell him. So long as you come and see me tonight.”



“What?” I said. “I’m not doing that.”



“Then I’ll tell Luke everything,” she said, releasing my wrist.



“I…”



“It’s up to you,” she said. “If you aren’t in my hotel room before dawn, I am going to tell Luke everything. Including that you fucked mother on the plane.”



She picked up her book and resumed reading it. Not knowing what else to say to Olivia, I stumbled away, up the aisle. My stomach was tied in knots by the time I slipped through the curtain and reached the door of the first class bathroom. I was shaking. I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself.



Fuck Olivia
 , I thought.
 She can’t control me like this.



Driven by that flash of anger, I knocked on the door. It clicked open and I almost cried out as I saw Mrs. Temple wearing nothing but a burgundy lace bra and panties, her body luscious and perfect, her clothing neatly folded on the sink.



“I’ve been waiting for you, Emily,” she said, taking my hands and pulling me into the bathroom with her.



It was brightly lit and much more spacious than I was used to from airplane bathrooms. I noticed my red face in the mirror against Mrs. Temple’s lovely, golden features, her bikini lines just peaking out of her stuffed bra and panties. I caught sight of my reflection in the mirror as she pulled me against her lace-sheathed curves and I felt terribly overdressed.



“You’re so… so oh my god, so hot,” I laughed, looking her up and down in disbelief.



“When I put it on,” she said, running her fingers down my chest and to my waist, “I was fantasizing about showing it to you. Look how great my ass looks.”



She turned so her ass was facing the mirror and I saw the full glory of her tanned cheeks, the edges of her bikini lines poking out the back of her thong underwear. I could not resist reaching around her so I could see my hand squeezing her shapely ass in the reflection. It was big, juicy, and still firm. I squeezed her with both hands and she distracted me from watching with a hungry kiss. I gave her tongue my full attention, swirling mine against hers in the sweet cove of our kiss.



“Oh, Mrs. Temple,” I sighed against her.



“You’re overdressed,” she said, unbuttoning my jeans and sliding them down from my waist. She stripped my panties and jeans down my thighs and past my knees. I bent down to take off my shoes, but Mrs. Temple saw all she needed. She moved behind me, pushing me towards the sink, bending me over with my perky ass sticking out. She traced my creamy cheeks with both hands, crouching behind me, spreading my ass, kissing my cheeks and reaching a hand between my slender thighs to cup the tan-lipped mound of my pussy.



“Ohhhhhh,” I moaned as she sunk two fingers into my hot cove.



“Don’t hold anything back,” she said, smacking kisses against my ass and leaning her cheek against me as her fingers began to slide in and out of my pussy. “Scream if you have to, Emily. I want to hear you cum.”



“Yes… ohhhhh god… yes, Mrs. Temple,” I moaned, grasping the edges of the sink.



I watched my expression in the mirror as I felt her fingers working in and out of my clenching cove. I gasped as she added a third finger, fucking me forcefully, making me sway against the counter. My thighs shook with the growing tension of my rising pleasure. Her free hand spread my firm ass and she slipped her tongue into my crack. As she began to rim my clenched hole, my pussy gripped her fingers tightly.



“Yessss… ohhh my god, that’s so good,” I moaned, dropping my head into the sink. “Ohhhhh, your tongue… ahhhhh… your fingers are… fuck meeeEEE!”



My cries of pleasure were unrestrained. The constant roar of the jet engines could not completely mask the sounds of my ecstasy as I thrust my ass against Mrs. Temple’s hot, talented tongue and fucking fingers. I arched my back, surrendering my body to her touch, to her tongue, and to the intense waves of pleasure that rippled through me. It was so incredible that I nearly collapsed as my legs gave out. I clung tightly to the sink to keep myself upright. In the midst of my climax, her tongue actually thrust into my ass and my tender ring squeezed again and again at the thrusting wedge of her tongue as I came against her touch.



She finally slid her fingers from my pussy, reaching around me without hesitation to feed those slippery fingers into my mouth. She watched in the mirror as I licked her fingers clean, her tongue still tickling my asshole as the last of my pleasure ebbed.



I turned, sinking down to my knees with her in the cramped bathroom, embracing her and kissing her passionately to share the sweetness of my pussy and the faint acrid taste of my ass. Our tongues bonded together, but I quickly broke the kiss and began to move lower.



“Are you ready to repay the favor?” Mrs. Temple asked as I cradled her soft breasts with my hands and kissed the tops of her tanned mounds.



“Yessss,” I hissed, peeling back the lace cups of her bra so that I could tongue her fat, pink nipples.



“Let me get comfortable,” she said, standing and stripping off her thong. She climbed onto the edge of the sink, one of her feet braced against the inside of the door, the other spread wide along the wall. She looked me in the eyes as she stroked her womanly cuntlips and spread her sex to expose her inner pink to me. Her arousal drooled from her pussy over the crinkled divot of her asshole.



“You’re so beautiful,” I marveled at her toned tummy and thick, powerful thighs, her perfect pink pussy, and her huge breasts, still cradled in her lacy bra.



“I know,” she said. “I work hard at it. But I’ll never have my youth back, but I have you around to keep me young.”



As I watched, stroking her knees and toned thighs, she slipped two fingers into her slick pussy and back out again. She offered her fingers to me and I leaned in to lick and suck them. I bobbed my mouth on them as she watched.



“I bet you give great head to Luke,” she said.



“I’m not bad,” I admitted.



“I’ll be the judge of that,” she said and pulled my face between her toned thighs.



Between her legs, breathing her scent and tasting the sweetness of her pussy, I forgot everything else. All of my fears about Luke, Olivia, even Alicia, disappeared into the hot immediacy of pleasuring this incredible woman. I slid my tongue inside her, feeling her squeeze around it as caressed her thighs. She slid her fingers into my hair and held my head as I licked her, explored her, and pleasured her. I lapped at the womanly bud of her clit, much bigger than my own, and sucked it like a tiny cock, my lips flush against her mound.



“That’s it,” she moaned. “There’s my good girl.”



She held me there, working her hips, rubbing her clit and pussy against my face. I devoted myself, my whole being, to pleasuring her. My fingers slid easily inside her hot cove and my tongue lapped heatedly at her clit. I could see the tension building in her toned tummy; I could feel that same tension in her thighs squeezing around me.



“Cum for me,” I gasped, fucking her fast and hard with my fingers. “Oh, Mrs. Temple, cum all over my face.”



“Suck it,” she hissed. “Yessss! Suck my pussy! Suck my clittttt!”



She held my head so tightly I could do little else, but I sucked her clit vigorously, my lips popping each time the movement of her hips broke the suction. Her nectar flowed copiously down my chin and into my mouth. I could feel a hot trickle from my fingers down past my wrist. She was cumming. I could tell before she even cried out. Her pussy squeezed against my fingers and she thrust in sudden jerks against my face.



She rode her hips against me, her pussy against my lips and tongue, swallowing up my fingers until she rose to her feet and my fingers slid free of her wet cunt. I looked up at her, a goddess above me, her scent and sweetness overwhelming to me.



“Definitely a good girl,” she said, cradling my cheek. I watched as she slid her panties back up her thighs. I was dressed before her, because I had hardly undressed at all, but I had to wash my face and chin before I dared step back into the cabin.



“Welcome to mile high club, sweetie,” said Mrs. Temple, goosing my rear and leaving me to finish cleaning up.



When I did finally make the walk of shame back to my seat, I felt that creepy old man at the back of first class staring at me. Olivia was asleep again, or pretending to be asleep, but I still kept my distance from her as I walked down the aisle back to my seat. I squeezed past Mrs. Temple and into my seat.



I looked at her and she smiled back as if nothing had just happened. Staring into those green eyes, I wondered, not for the first time, if I was falling in love with this wild older woman.



We arrived in Beijing in the early evening for China. The huge city was alive with lights of various colors as the plane approached and landed. Olivia hardly spared her mother a glance as she disembarked ahead of us. I tried not to look at her, but I couldn’t forget the threat she had made to me.



We were staying at the Beijing Grand Imperial, a massive hotel built by one of the few American developers allowed to build in the city. Its tower of black glass was finished in marble and gold on the interior. Handsome young men and beautiful young women patrolled the lobby in elegant uniforms, eager to help us with our luggage.



At the concierge’s desk I heard that our room was 978 and Olivia’s was 964. Our room keys were coded bracelets of real gold that snapped around our wrists, allowing us to open the doors without fumbling with keys or key cards.



The room was incredible, providing the same luxury as the lobby, with gold-finished columns, marble floors, even a small fountain, and a panoramic view of the glittering lights of Beijing. There was a small guest bedroom, a large, king-sized suite, a spa tub, and a fully-stocked bar. Before leaving, the hotel employees mixed us drinks from the bar. I had rum and Coke and Mrs. Temple had a martini. We stepped out onto the balcony, the warm air humid and a bid smoggy, but the breeze pleasant and the view more than worth the slightly unpleasant smell. The night wind stirred my hair.



“Tonight,” said Mrs. Temple, leaning over the balcony railing enough to make her breasts strain the buttons of her blouse, “you and I are going to have dinner with my boss.”



“What? I thought we were, I mean, we just got here,” I said. “I didn’t bring anything fancy to wear.”



“Don’t worry about it,” said Mrs. Temple. “I’ll have something nice for you sent up to the room. We’re going to have dinner with Valerie Pryce and her lovely young wife, Audrey. Then we can relax in the room.”



I was finally going to meet the legendary Valerie Pryce. I had looked up information about her online when Mrs. Temple had mentioned her days ago and was shocked by her intense and very infamous lesbian lifestyle. It seemed like the beautiful middle-aged billionaire had slept with different women in every country she had visited, but had somehow settled down with a gorgeous young blonde. If Mrs. Temple was to believe, she had been right there when they held a “very private ceremony” on a private island.



The idea of meeting her was certainly exciting. I would put on a sexy dress and be Mrs. Temple’s date to an important dinner.



“I’m going to go have a bath,” said Mrs. Temple. “Then we can see about getting you an outfit for tonight.”



“Sounds good,” I said, looking out over the city.



“Feel free to join me,” she said.



She headed inside and I stayed on the balcony, soaking in the experience of being in a faraway land. I had been to Mexico and to visit an uncle in Virginia. That was the limit of my exotic past travel experience prior to Beijing. I was thinking about walking back through the hotel room, stripping off my clothes piece by piece until I reached the bathroom with its enormous spa tub. And then my phone vibrated.



“Before dawn,” read the text from Olivia. She helpfully included a sunrise emoji.



My fantasies of taking a hot bath with Mrs. Temple, of a dinner tryst, receded into the fog of fear that accompanied Olivia. She was like a spirit haunting me in Beijing.



This trip was not going to be fun with Olivia torturing me. I had to do something.



I grimaced.



I had to do anything she wanted.
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All Tomorrow’s Parties

The futuristic glow of Beijing at night made me feel like I was living in a neon-drenched dream. The window was down on my side of the limousine and my head was hanging half outside. The warm night air pulled at my loose brown hair each time the limousine rumbled through another intersection. I had expected crowds of people at night, but this part of Beijing seemed partially deserted to foot traffic. Only the cars on the street and the occasional light glowing in a bar or restaurant we passed betrayed any sort of late nightlife.

“Pull your head in, please,” said Mrs. Temple, leaning back in the seat beside me. “I would not like to see you end up like Isadora Duncan.”

“One of your friends?” I asked.

“No.” Mrs. Temple chuckled. “She was a beautiful woman who met with a tragic accident. Something I definitely do not want happening to you. Also, you are messing up your hair.”

I rolled my eyes, but smiled at her in the same gesture, betraying that I was not really annoyed with her fixation on my appearance. She had chosen a sexy outfit for me to wear down to the stockings and white lingerie. The shimmery silver dress conformed to my toned, youthful body, revealing my long legs and a bra-enhanced hint of my teenage bust.

I knew I looked hot, particularly standing up in the heels Mrs. Temple had picked out for me, but I also knew she was the star tonight. She wore her blonde hair in bouncy curls and dressed in a sleek dress that seemed to reveal even more of her shapely body. She was clearly proud that she was as fit as me and wanted to show off her muscular legs and flat tummy. She also wasn’t afraid to draw attention to her plump bust, which seemed to burst at the neckline of her dress; her braless mounds and her thick nipples strained at the black material.

“You look nervous,” said Mrs. Temple. She brushed a lock of my brown hair from my face, curling it behind my ear. Her hand fell to my shoulder and stroked to my long, slender neck. Her green eyes flashed with reflections of the passing streetlights outside the limousine.

“You’re taking me to meet Valerie Pryce, the richest woman in the world,” I said, leaning into her caresses and draping my body against her arm and shoulder. “That would be intimidating enough. But she’s also your boss.”

“She’s also my friend,” said Mrs. Temple. She reached around me to gently cup my right breast. She squeezed playfully, plucking at my mound until she could feel my little nipple erect beneath the lace of my bra. Her touch focused on that sensitive bud and I let out a sigh, a mixture of pleasure and easing tension.

“Alright, but you’ve told me like ten times to be on my best behavior,” I said, stealing a glance at her as she gave my nipple a pinch. “Ah! Not so rough!”

“Rough?” Mrs. Temple raised an eyebrow. “That’s gentle. If you want to see rough—“

“Mrs. Temple.” The voice of the limousine driver crackled over the intercom. “We have arrived at your destination.”

The restaurant was called Noir and the blue-backlit sign was almost impossible to see at the rear of an unlit wooded courtyard. An attendant met us at the gate and walked us through the darkness to the glassed interior of the restaurant. The lighting was so low that I could not make out the faces of the other patrons. We were seated at a small booth that seemed to be built into the roots of a tree that disappeared through the ceiling. It was probably an illusion, but as I sat down, the wood felt real.

“This is wild,” I said, stroking the wood as Mrs. Temple scooted in close to me.

“Noir is the most exclusive restaurant in Beijing,” said Mrs. Temple. “The waiting list is three years. Of course, Valerie can get what she wants.”

“You’re rich too,” I say, thinking about Mrs. Temple’s house and how we flew in first class from California.

“Not compared to Valerie. She is like another species.”

“Like an alien?” I suggested.

“I prefer to think of myself as an angel,” said a deep, but feminine voice.

Valerie Pryce emerged from the darkness into the small circle of light around our booth. She was far more beautiful than the clips of her I had seen on TV. Her dark hair was pulled back in a complex braid and her face had the high-cheekbones and naturally arched brows of a fashion model bitch. She regarded me over the rims of her glasses, her body almost as full-figured as Mrs. Temple. She appeared to be in her early to mid forties, though it was hard to be sure in the unusual lighting. She was beautiful though and magnetic, with eyes that seemed to possess me just by taking in the sight of me.

“Valerie!” Mrs. Temple cried out and stood to embrace Valerie.

“Hello, Charlie,” said Mrs. Temple, using Charlotte Temple’s nickname.

They kissed, perhaps a bit more intimately than I expected, and Valerie whispered something to Mrs. Temple I could not make out. They both glanced at me and Mrs. Temple said, “She is, isn’t she?”

“Aren’t you going to introduce everyone?” A beautiful blonde said, emerging from the darkness at Valerie’s side.

I knew from a few internet searches during the long flight that this was Audrey Pryce. The beautiful and much younger Audrey had left her husband to marry Valerie about two years ago. Though quite lovely in her low-cut dress, Audrey did seem a bit fuller figured than I had expected based on their photos. Her bust in particular seemed larger. Implants?

“I’m, uh, Emily Vinke,” I said, offering Valerie my hand.

“The lovely Emily Vinke,” said Valerie. “That’s an unusual last name. Dutch?”

“My, um, my mother’s grandfather was from Finland,” I said. “My father was half-Spanish though.”

“Well, it’s a lovely mix,” said Valerie with a wink. “This is Audrey. The love of my life.”

“Pleased to meet you,” said Audrey, leaning across the table in a way that revealed the hefty weight of her breasts pulling at her dress. She caught me looking, gave me a little smile, but said nothing as we shook hands.

“How about some wine?” Valerie suggested as we slid back into the booth.

Valerie and Mrs. Temple sat on opposite ends of the curved booth with Audrey beside me on the inside of them. The booth was small and the seating so intimate that I could smell the sweetness and feel the warmth of Audrey’s body next to mine. There was a faint smell under that, slightly musky, but not actually unpleasant. I wondered if it was arousal, but that seemed crazy. Had they been fooling around on the way over?

The waitress returned and spoke in a heavy French accent. Valerie ordered wine from the waitress in flawless French. I had never been much of a wine drinker, but it was sweet and delicious and warmed my tummy as I drank.

“So how is Rebecca?” Mrs. Temple asked, once everyone was enjoying the wine.

“She is doing great,” said Audrey. “She’s so smart. She can already say about fifty words.”

“And she’s not even one?”

“Not even one,” said Valerie. “I think she will be reading by the time we get back.”

“That would be Shauna’s doing,” said Audrey. “She is a lovely babysitter.”

“Oh, yes, very lovely,” said Valerie, exchanging a glance and a wink with Audrey. I giggled softly at the exchange, which drew Valerie’s eye.

“And what do you do, Emily?” Valerie asked. “Are you a college girl?”

“I’m, um, still in high school,” I said, glancing over at Mrs. Temple with my cheeks reddening.

“Well, now, aren’t we naughty,” laughed Valerie, giving Mrs. Temple a look of surprise. “I knew you shared my taste for younger women, I just didn’t know you preferred such a fresh vintage.”

“It’s not like that,” said Mrs. Temple, a hint of defensiveness in her voice. “I wasn’t looking for anything. Emily showed up in my life and I could not stay away from her.”

She took my hand and squeezed it.

“I’m eighteen,” I added, which made both Audrey and Valerie laugh.

“And adorable,” said Audrey. “So what do you want to study in college?”

“Not sure yet,” I said. “Right now I am focused on getting through the year, but I will probably going to Sandy State.”

“It’s great,” said Audrey.

“Are you an athlete?” Valerie asked, sipping her wine and looking at me over the glass.

“A bit,” I said. “Track mostly. And cheerleading.”

“Oh, cheerleading! Delightful!” Valerie put her arm around Audrey. “Well, Audrey is a runner. If you have the chance, you two should go for a jog.”

“I don’t do it nearly as much now that I have these,” said Audrey, reached down to cup and squeeze her breasts. “They really get in the way of… oh, dammit!”

She looked down at the front of her burgundy dress and I could see a dark spot spreading from her thick nipple.

“I even put pads in,” she said.

“Audrey is still breastfeeding,” explained Valerie. “She tends to spring a leak whenever she gets excited.”

“Oh, they don’t need any excuse at all to leak,” she said. “Touching them was probably enough. I pumped until my nipples hurt before we left the hotel.”

I felt my cheeks grow hot at the thought of the beautiful blonde with pumps attached to her large breasts. I knew, generally, what breast pumps were and how they worked, but I had never thought about them much. Suddenly imagining Audrey with a machine slurping at her nipples sent a hot thrill of curiosity through my body.

“I had better go clean up before the food gets here,” said Audrey.

“Why don’t you go with her,” suggested Valerie, scooting out of the booth to allow us room to leave.

“I don’t really need help,” chuckled Audrey, “but I’ll take some company.”

“Um, okay,” I said.

“We can talk business while they’re gone,” suggested Valerie. “Elizabeth Chen is ripe for recruitment. But it won’t be easy to pry her away from a state-run company.”

“I’ll get her,” said Mrs. Temple. “It’s what you pay me to do.”

Audrey took my hand as I stepped out of the booth. I felt self-conscious and tried not to look at her breasts or the dark spots spreading from both her nipples. A waitress saw us standing and approached with a small lantern to lead us to the restroom.

The restroom at Noir was warmly lit in gold, its honey-colored wood tones providing a great contrast to the darkness of the restaurant. It was much more spacious and elegant than it needed to be, providing a respite from the chic gloom of the dining room. There was no hint of an unpleasant smell. Audrey held my hand as we walked together back to one of the oversized stalls. The wooden door opened, revealing what seemed at first glance to be a tiny bedroom with a toilet in place of a bed.

“Do you need to go?” Audrey asked.

“Um, no, I’m good,” I said, smiling nervously. Was she about to pee in front of me? The thought gave me some small twinge of curiosity, but I was nevertheless relieved when she closed the top lid of the toilet and sat atop it.

“So how long have you been dating Charlie?” She asked as she nonchalantly slid the straps of her dress from her shoulder and revealed the padded cups of her cream-colored bra and the tops of her large breasts.

“Um, I don’t know if dating is how I would put it,” I said, not sure where to look in the seemingly increasingly warm stall. “We’ve been, you know, um, hanging out.”

“It’s okay,” said Audrey. “Relax. You can watch. I want you to watch.”

“Oh,” was all I could think to say.

I did watch as she reached between the cups of her bra and released the front clasp. She looked down and I stared as she opened her bra, two damp pads dropping out of the cups of her bra. Her breasts were large and faintly veined. Her mounds were luscious and large and bore slight tan lines that barely covered the areolas. Her areolas were reddish and her stiff nipples thick and also red as if raw and sensitive. As I watched, tiny droplets of milk beaded at her nipples and rolled slowly down the lower curves of her breasts.

“Hand me my purse, please,” she said, gesturing down to my feet. I passed her the purse and she took out a pair of hand pumps with clear plastic bottles attached. “I hate these things, but no way was I bringing the electric pump in my purse.”

I caught the smell of her milk. It was sweet, faintly earthy, and exciting. There was none of the sourness you might think.

I watched raptly as Audrey fitted one of the cups over her right nipple and covered the areola. She held it tightly, the rim of the cup pressing into the softness of her breast. She began to squeeze the attached hand pump. I could see her nipple stretching into the stem of the cup. She moaned softly as her milk began to gush. It spurted out with each pump, slowly filling the bottle.

“The first one is easy,” she said. “Doing them both at once is a bit more of a challenge.”

She picked up the hand pump and struggled to find suction around her left nipple. I noticed some of the milk dribbling down her breast and dripping onto her dress pooled around her waist.

“Would you like to help?” She asked, holding up the pump.

“Um, alright,” I said.

I crowded closer to her and she leaned her shoulders and breasts forward so they dangled. The milk began to drip steadily from her engorged nipple like a leaky faucet. I took the pump from her and grazed her nipple inadvertently as I pressed the cup to her breast. She sucked in a hot breath, but nodded that it was okay for me to proceed. I surrounded her nipple, pressing the rim of the cup around her areola and the nipple up into the funnel of the cup. The pressure my hand was placing on her areola was enough to cause her milk to spray into the funnel, gathering along the lower rim. I squeezed the pump and watched in fascination as her nipple stretched with the suction and let out her thin milk.

“Oooooh,” she hissed and knit her brow.

“Did that hurt?” I asked.

“No, no,” she said quickly. “Please, keep pumping. It feels… oooohh… it feels nice.”

There was no question that what I was doing was sexual. I knew and Audrey knew that I knew it. She looked up into my eyes as I worked one pump and she worked the other, slowly suckling her breasts and draining her milk into the small bottles attached to the hand pumps. Each gush of her milk sent a little thrill of excitement through me. I enjoyed have my nipples sucked. I could imagine how nice it might feel to have the relief of lightening the load of milk as well.

“This is so weird,” I laughed, unable to keep a grin from my face. “And it’s making my hand hurt.”

“Switch hands,” suggested Audrey. “And, yeah, it’s pretty weird. But you get used to weird when you’re around Valerie.”

I switched to my left hand, the pace increasing as I worked her nipple with my fresh grip. The flow of milk from her breasts was still strong and the bottles were more than a quarter full.

“Mmmmmm. So how long have you and Charlie been together?”

“Not sure I would say we are together,” I admitted. “I mean, I think I would like that, but, well, it’s complicated.”

“I cuckolded my husband with Valerie and then traveled the world with her getting kidnapped by one of her ex-lovers in the process.” Audrey swept a lock of hair from her face. “So I know all about complicated.”

“I met her because I was dating her son,” I admitted. “I still am.”

“Wow, okay,” Audrey chuckled. “Yeah, I guess that is complicated.”

“And her daughter is with us on the trip. And she knows I’m sleeping with Mrs. Temple, but she doesn’t know I’m dating her brother.” I let it all spill out of me. “And she blackmailed me into sex with her. But also, I sort of liked that.”

“And you’re still in high school,” said Audrey with astonishment.

“I am missing class for this trip,” I said, switching back to my right hand as I continued pumping past the halfway mark on the bottle.

“Oooh, not so rough, they’re getting really tender,” gasped Audrey, slowing my hand. “There, that’s better. Well, I don’t know if you are interested in a serious relationship with Charlie or not, but if you are, go for it. Go for it and don’t let go. I had to fight for my love with Valerie and it was all worth it. Even this part.”

She looked down at her swollen red nipples being drawn into the cups with each pump of suction. She stopped working the pump and gently released the cup. There was a well-defined red line around her areola and her nipple looked huge and so red I could only imagine how much it hurt. The tender flesh glistened with the residue of her milk.

“Oh, that’s better,” she said with a shudder. She took the other pump from me and exposed her nipple. It looked just as raw and wet. She set the cups aside. I could not help but stare at her plump breasts, slightly diminished in size, but capped with those wet red nipples. A drop of milk gathered at the tip of her right nipple. She looked from me to the drop hanging from her red bud. She gathered it gently on her fingertip and held her finger up to me. “Go ahead. You can taste it.”

“Oh, um, I didn’t, um… I didn’t mean to…”

“It’s alright,” she chuckled. “It’s just milk. Have a taste.”

I nodded nervously, lowering my mouth to her finger. I looked into her eyes as I sucked Audrey’s fingertip, running my tongue over the thin, sweet milk. There was not enough to get a really good taste, but it seemed quite pleasant.

“I get why babies like that,” I said, licking my lips.

“Yeah? Well maybe next time we’ll skip the pumps,” she said with a wink. My face deepened to a dark red and I felt a throb in my cunt so powerful that I almost moaned. “You can go back to the table. I can clean these up.”

“Um, okay,” I said, backing out of the wood-paneled stall. Returning to the table after that intense few minutes in the restroom was like returning to earth after a trip to space. It was difficult to focus on what Valerie and Mrs. Temple were saying. When Mrs. Temple put her hand on my thigh under the table I jerked with surprise. She winked at me and I could not help but be reminded of Audrey winking at me, suggesting the next time I would suck the milk out of her.

My face felt hot for the next two hours as we ate course after course of adventurous food from a world-renowned chef. It was a bit too adventurous for my high school girl taste, I’ll admit. Although I did like the foam that tasted like popcorn. It sounds gross, but it was weirdly really good.

Valerie and Mrs. Temple talked a lot about traveling and returned a few times to the subject of Elizabeth Chen. This was the scientist that Mrs. Temple had been flown to Beijing to recruit and apparently she worked for a lab owned by the Chinese government, which made trying to recruit her a bit more of a challenge than usual.

I did my best to pay attention, but I found myself distracted by staring at Audrey’s breasts and the way her nipples stiffened once again. A part of me hoped another dark spot would appear on her dress and she would call me to the bathroom with her to latch my mouth to her fat nipples. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, my thighs growing damp as my kinky arousal soaked my panties. The wine didn’t help. I was definitely a bit drunk by the end of the meal.

“It was so wonderful to meet you,” said Valerie, rising from the table.

“Yes, you are such a cute couple,” said Audrey. “And thank you for all the help with my issue. You are a sweetheart.”

“Oh, um, it was my pleasure,” I said, hugging Valerie and then Audrey. My hug with Audrey lingered a bit. I felt her soft, warm breasts pressed against my small mounds. I breathed her scent with its lingering under note of fresh milk.

“I think they probably want to take you home with them,” laughed Mrs. Temple, pulling me away from Audrey and sliding a possessive arm around my waist.

“You’re the headhunter,” said Valerie. “We are just a couple of innocent lesbians having a wonderful night out.”

In the limo ride back to the hotel, I rested against Mrs. Temple, comforted by her arm around me and the gentle rise and fall of her soft breasts. Her fingers idly caressed my abdomen.

“They liked you,” she said. “Particularly Audrey.”

“I tasted her breast milk,” I blurted.

“You what?” Mrs. Temple laughed in surprise, looking over at me.

“Just a drop on her finger,” I said. “It was very sweet.”

“No wonder you were all flustered when you came out of the restroom. You like her, don’t you?”

“She reminds me of an older me, I guess,” I said.

“Yeah?” Mrs. Temple stroked a lock of hair from my face. “We could invite them to our suite in the hotel. I’m sure they would be up for a bit of fun.”

“They’re married,” I whispered, slightly scandalized.

“Yes, but they have a very understanding relationship,” she said. She turned to me, almost rolling atop me on the wide seat. A loose lock of her blonde hair dangled into my face and tickled my cheek. Her green eyes glittered. “Then again, they would probably steal you away from me. And I’m not giving up that easy.”

“Oh? Is it a fight?” I giggled. “Audrey told me to fight for my love.”

“Love?” She leaned her face closer and I watched her lips forming every word. “Let’s focus on lust for the moment.”

She kissed me and groped me in a single motion, her lips parting and tongue thrusting into my mouth as her hand pressed between my thighs and caressed the front of my panties. I moaned against her, arching on the seat and fencing my tongue against hers. The kiss tasted of wine, but I could not shake the sweet drop of Audrey’s milk. I imagined it on my tongue as I swirled mine against Mrs. Temple’s.

“Mmmmmm,” I moaned, finally breaking the kiss. Her fingers were rubbing my groove through my panties and sending hot licks of pleasure crackling from my clit to my core. My hands pressed against her breasts, squeezing and shaping them through her dress, feeling her fat nipples stiffen against my touch. I kissed her cleavage and moaned, “Oh, god, I want to suck them.”

“Of course,” said Mrs. Temple, kneeling above me. She smiled down at me as she slipped the shoulders of her dress off and freed her creamy mounds from their confinement. My hands pressed into her pliant flesh, caressing her nipples with my fingers as she leaned down and I leaned up. I sought one of her pink nipples, moaning as I flicked my tongue against it, catching it in my lips and sucking eagerly.

“Ohhhhh, Mrs. Temple,” I moaned, wondering if her plump mounds had ever been filled with milk. I imagined it gushing into my mouth, feeling a kinky thrill at the thought as I sucked and licked her nipples. She cradled me against her mounds with one hand, letting me savor her soft breasts and her hand returned between my toned thighs.

“Suck them,” she moaned. “Suck them hard. Suck my creamy breasts.”

“Mmmmmm!” I cried, driven by lust and her naughty words.

Then her fingers found my soaking pussy, she pulled aside my panties, and from that point on I found it very difficult to concentrate. I mostly just sucked mindlessly, nursing at her huge breasts as she fucked me with her fingers. She knew just how to pleasure me, thrusting two fingers in and out, curling the last knuckle inside me to press against a spot that sent pleasure pulsing through me. The whole time, her thumb massaged circles on my clit.

“Mmmmhhhhmm,” I moaned, feeling my pleasure rise as I squirmed on the limousine seat beneath her. I latched hard to her nipple as I felt my climax building. She cried out at the force of my suction, but did not tell me to stop. She rolled her hips like she was fucking me as she pumped her fingers into my clutching cunt. It was hot and smelled of sex in the limousine. My muffled moans were met with the wet sucking sounds of my mouth and the sounds her fingers made as she fucked me with them.

“Cum for me,” she gasped. “Cum sucking my milky tits.”

“Mmmmmm!” I cried, imagining those gushes of Audrey’s milk filing my mouth as I sucked eagerly at Mrs. Temple’s breasts. I writhed against her thrusting fingers, my orgasm tightening, my abs clenching, and finally my pleasure exploding through me. It was a hot geyser of pleasure, spasms rippling through me and clutching at her fingers.

“That’s it,” hissed Mrs. Temple above me. “Cum for me, sweetie. Cum all over my fingers. Yessssss, that’s it.”

“Ohhhhh god,” I moaned, falling back on the seat as the last ripples of pleasure worked through my core. Mrs. Temple slowed her thrusting fingers and leaned down to kiss me, her soft breasts and spit-wet nipples mashed against my chest. Her kiss was hungry and I knew as our lips and tongues met and melted together that it was my turn to repay her.

“Let me taste you,” I gasped against her lips. “I want to taste you, please.”

“No need to beg,” she laughed, rolling off of me and onto her hands and knees. She sprawled her upper body on the leather seat, her back arched and her ass lifted and draped in her silky dress. She pulled the back of her skirt up, winding the fabric around her hips as she exposed her plush ass with its ample roundness and creamy tan lines. Her pink pussy glistened with arousal and I could see the clenching pink rosebud of her anus between her luscious cheeks.

“Go ahead, Emily,” she said, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Taste me.”

It sounded like a challenge and I was just horny and drunk enough to accept. I smacked my hands against the creamy flesh of Mrs. Temple’s ass, feeling the slight wobble before the softness met the muscle of her legs. I leaned in, breathing her aroused scent and smacking wet kisses against the smooth perfection of her ass. Without hesitation, I ran my hot tongue down her crack, lapping at the clenching wrinkle of her asshole.

“Ohhhh, Emily,” she moaned, reaching back to cradle my head against her ass. “Lick it.”

“Nnnnnnnmmmm,” I moaned as I rolled my tongue around her pink divot. “You like it when I lick your ass?”

“Yes, it’s so naughty,” she chuckled. “My little teenage ass licker.”

“Nnnhhnnn,” I agreed, rapidly and wetly tonguing her hot hole. As I rimmed her pink pucker, I reached between her thighs and began to rub her pussy. Her fleshy petals parted against my fingers and I pushed two and then three into the hot channel of her cunt. She moaned, pulling my face against her ass and rocking her hips to rub her crack against my tongue. I eagerly licked her asshole as she rode back against my face, my fingers pumping her pink pussy faster and faster.

“Suck my clit,” she gasped, releasing her hold on my head. I pulled back and she arched her back even more, her face buried in the leather as she offered her slick cunt up to me. I licked her sweet slit as I rubbed my thumb against her asshole. I felt the fat bud of her clit and began to suck it. She moaned and pushed back as my thumb invaded her spit-lubed clench.

“Ohhhhhhh yesssss,” cried Mrs. Temple. “So glad… oooohhh… I brought you along!”

“Mmmmmmhmm,” I agreed, savoring her sweet juices and the squeeze of her ass around my thrusting thumb. She gripped the cushions of the seat, wailing as her climax approached. I felt it in the tension of her thighs and the way her breath came in long, heavy gasps.

“Emilllllyy!” She cried as I mercilessly sucked her clit, throwing her over the edge and into a hot tempest of pleasure. I felt each orgasmic spasm in her ass as I fucked her squeezing pucker with my thumb. My face was covered in the honey of her cunt and I drank it greedily, as if I were gulping down Audrey’s milk.

The last twitched of her pleasure rocked her body and she slumped on the seat. I wanted more, but as I crawled beside her and embraced her I could tell that she was too drunk and too jetlagged to keep going. We lay together, overheated, holding our bodies against one another as we caught our breath.

“You are an amazing girl, Emily,” she said, stroking a lock of sweaty hair from my face. “I want to take you everywhere.”

We kissed again, our tongues stirring languidly amid our exhausted moans. I caressed her hip and resisted the urge to climb atop her flushed face and ride her talented tongue.

The limousine soon arrived back at our hotel and we stumbled up to our room. Mrs. Temple fell asleep half-undressed on the bed, partway through the process of picking out “something sweet and chocolatey” from the room service menu. I plucked the menu from her hands, finished taking off her dress, and covered her up. Then I went to my purse.

I looked at my phone and as I had feared there was a fresh text message from Olivia.

“Sunrise is in four hours,” read the message. “I’ll be waiting.”

I had that long to pay Olivia a visit and complete whatever humiliating task she demanded or she was going to tell my boyfriend – her brother – Luke about everything.

I couldn’t do that to Luke. Selfishly, I couldn’t do that to me either.

I pulled my brown hair back into a ponytail and changed into a pair of running shorts and a Peach Valley High School Spartans hoodie. I hoped the slovenly outfit might discourage her from torturing me.

It didn’t work.


At Olivia’s Mercy

It was 2:30 AM by the time I arrived at the door to Olivia’s hotel room. She was staying right next to us, although her room was not quite the palatial suite that I was sharing with Mrs. Temple. She met me at the door in a silk robe, her blonde hair pinned up and an amused smile curling her soft lips as she looked me over.

“Dressing down for me? That’s alright, I have something for you to wear instead of that.” She said as she stepped back from the door. “Come in. Take off your clothing.”

I undressed for her as she drank what smelled like a rum and Coke. I could not meet her appraising gaze as I unceremoniously shucked off the sweatshirt and revealed my pert breasts with their creamy tan lines and small brown nipples. I stripped off my shorts and panties just as quickly, making no effort to show off my firm bubble butt or the tight peach of my pussy. My efforts to be unsexy did not seem to matter to Olivia.

“Look at you,” she purred, walking around me and trailing her fingers over my hip to my abdomen. “You’re practically shaking. You can pretend to hate this if it alleviates your guilt, but I know you want to be here.”

“I don’t,” I said, looking away from her piercing gaze.

“Mmmm, alright, we’ll see,” she said, walking over to the bed. She leaned one knee on it, stretching across it to reach for something on the nightstand. As she did this, the silk robe rode up her thighs and exposed the lower half of her perky ass. Smaller, but softer than her mother’s. Olivia did not exercise as regularly as her mom, but it this gave her curves a certain youthful plumpness that I could not ignore.

She picked up whatever she was reaching for and glanced over her shoulder, catching me staring at her creamy ass. She chuckled triumphantly as she stood back up and turned to face me.

“Put this on,” she said, holding out the object she had plucked from the nightstand.

It was a dog collar, a leather and chrome-spiked dog collar with a silver ring for a leash in front.

“I’m not wearing this,” I said, holding it with my finger and thumb like something disgusting.

“Then I guess I will call Luke,” she said, taking her phone out of the pocket of her robe. She hovered her thumb over the call icon.

“N-no,” I said. “Alright. I’ll wear it.”

“Good puppy,” she said. “Put on your collar.”

I sighed and fitted the leather collar around my slender neck. She was not satisfied with how loose I closed it and she tightened it until it was almost choking me.

“Does that make you feel like a good little bitch?” She asked, giving a tug at the ring. “No? Maybe it will when I put the leash on it.”

She let the chain drop from her hand before catching it and hooking it to the ring at the front of the collar. She took hold of the leather grip and gave me a jerk towards the bed. I was relieved she did not make me get down on my knees as I followed her over to the bed.

“Did you have fun with my mother earlier?” She asked, teasing a fingertip against my left nipple.

“A lot more fun than I am having with you,” I said, my tone icy.

“Oh, I bet,” she laughed and pinched my nipple, giving it a twist that made me cry out. “But for the next couple hours, you are mine. Isn’t that right?”

“Y-yes,” I hissed as she pinched and twisted my other nipple.

“She doesn’t know how to handle a bad puppy like you.” She gave the chain a hard tug, yanking me past her and onto my hands and knees on the bed. She knelt beside me and delivered a hard wallop to my peachy bottom. The impact cracked loudly and sent a hard shock burning through my cheek. She wasn’t playing around.

She swatted me again and I cried out, “Stop it!”

“Stop it?” She spanked me twice more, her hand crackling against my bare bottom. “Are you going to be an obedient little puppy?”

“Yes,” I said, my ass crackling with the pain of her swats.

She smiled with satisfaction and scooted back against the bed’s headboard. She sat upright, hold the leash taught to force me to look at her as she untied the belt of her robe and let it fall open. Her pale breasts were barely marked with a tan, her nipple paler and pinker than her mother’s and a bit more delicate. She parted her shapely thighs and showed me the blushing pink of her pussy topped with a tiny triangle of golden hair.

“Did you pleasure my mother tonight?” She asked, winding the chain of my leash around her fist and pulling me closer.

“Yes,” I admitted. “And I will do it again when I have the chance.”

“Is that right?” She yanked me hard and had to brace my hands against her ample thighs to keep from diving face-first against her pussy. She stretched out and smacked my ass. Her touch lingered. She licked her fingers and massaged the tender clench of my asshole. “Maybe I should plug this little pink asshole. What will mommy say when she pulls your panties down and finds a fluffy-tailed plug sticking out from between those tight little cheeks?”

She curled two fingers roughly into my ass for emphasis. I whimpered, my grip tightening on her thighs.

“I’ll be good,” I gasped, not wanting to be forced to wear a tail plug.

“Prove it to me,” said Olivia.

I knew what she wanted. I leaned my face down to her steamy cunt and I began to lap at her. She kept her two fingers curling into my tight asshole, occasionally squirming them inside me or pulling at me to remind me of what my punishment would be if I failed to prove my obedience.

Once my tongue was flicking at her clit and the pink folds of her pussy, it was easy to give in to my deep-seated urges. I looked up into her face as I licked her and fucked her sweet cunt with my tongue. I looked up and saw Mrs. Temple and hints of Luke in her face. I saw them both as if they were looking down at my in judgment with Olivia’s eyes as I vigorously pleasured her hot cunt.

“Oooohh, that’s a good girl,” she said, squirming her fingers in my asshole. “Maybe you are… oooohhh… good enough to deserve a little treat. Do you want a treat?”

“Yes,” I moaned between licks.

“Good,” she said, picking up her phone. I felt a cold jolt of fear as I realized she was dialing Luke’s number. “Oh, it’s ringing. It should be about 10:30 in the morning in California. He might be in class.”

“What are you doing?” I gasped, lifting my head.

She pushed my head back down and told me, “Keep licking or your treat might just turn into punishment.”

She put the phone on the bed beside her and laced the fingers of both hands into my hair to ensure I did not try to escape. I lapped at her sweet cunt, my tongue parting her folds and slipping into the hot, nectar-slick tunnel and flicking against the bud of her clit.

“Hey,” said Luke over the speaker phone. A jolt of fear hit me so hard that my anus clenched tightly. “What’s up, Olivia?”

“Don’t stop,” warned Olivia and I realized I had stopped licking her. My breath came in fearful gasps muffled against her pussy as I resumed licking, the wet sounds my tongue was making against her cunt seeming terribly loud.

“Don’t stop what?” Luke asked.

“Ohhh,” she said, rocking her hips and rubbing the hot folds of her cunt against my tongue and lips. “I just wanted to… mmmm… see how you were doing.”

“I was in class,” said Luke. “Aren’t you like in China or something?”

“Yes, mmm, that’s right,” she said. “I went with mom to Beijing.”

“So did my girlfriend,” said Luke. “Can you believe that? She told me by text and then I guess she got on the plane with mom.”

I felt a knot build in my tummy when I heard Luke talking about me. The annoyance evident in his tone sent a cold ripple of guilt through my body.

“Oh, is that the… ooohhh… the cutie with the brown hair and those big eyes?” Oliva gasped, pushing on the back of my head and rocking her hips to fuck against my mouth.

“Probably,” said Luke. “Her name is Emily and I am really into her. Like more than I was with Samantha.”

“Sounds serious,” said Olivia, smiling cruelly and giving me a wink. She let out a loud moan, “Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!”

“Yeah, it sort of is,” said Luke. “What the hell are you doing over there?”

“Oh, nothing, don’t worry about it,” gasped Olivia, making no effort to hide her building pleasure as her thighs tightened around my head. “Would you like me to… ooohhhh… keep an eye on your girlfriend?”

“That would be cool,” said Luke. “I mean, I trust her, but I don’t know how long she is going to be gone and I don’t want her letting mom take her to parties with like hot guys or those creepy business type dudes that mom sometimes deals with. I…”

His words trailed off as Olivia let out a shrill cry of pleasure. She tossed her head against the pillows and arched hard, thrusting her cunt against my face and soaking me in the slippery spill of her juices.

“Fuuuuck,” she cried.

“Seriously, Olivia, what the hell are you doing?”

“Just some girl I picked up at the hotel,” gasped Olivia, her pussy throbbing with her pleasure. “She’s giving me… oohhhhh… the most incredible head.”

“Jesus Christ, Olivia,” groaned Luke. “You are so gross sometimes.”

“Don’t act like… ohhhhh… don’t pretend you don’t like hearing your sister cum,” she laughed, panting with the tail end of her orgasm.

“I am hanging up now,” said Luke. “If you call me again, don’t put me on speaker while some nasty slut you picked up goes down on you, okay?”

He didn’t wait for an answer. The phone shut off and Olivia laughed with cruel delight, finally letting me up from between her legs. I was as out of breath as her, my lips and chin soaked with her juices. She pulled me by my hair atop her, enfolding me in her legs and forcing me into a kiss. Her tongue thrust into my mouth and she seemed to relish the taste of her own cum. I submissively let her rule me with her kiss, my body caught in a tempest of lust and fear.

“Just a nasty slut,” laughed Olivia, her lips against mine, “I picked up in the hotel.”

“Fuck you,” I gasped, fighting weakly to escape her embrace.

“Mmm, no, I think you are done with me for the night,” said Olivia, rolling me forcefully onto my back. She pinned my wrists to the pillow above my head with one hand and switched on something that buzzed loudly. “But I am just getting started with what I intend to do to you. It’s time for your reward.”

“No, wait, I don’t want… aaaaaAAAAHH!” I cried out in shocked, forced pleasure as she pressed the loudly buzzing head of the magic wand vibrator to my clit.

I was cumming in seconds, writhing and whimpering with the horrible pleasure she was inflicting, unable to escape her as she tortured me with the buzzing vibe. It was more than an hour before she allowed me to leave. I was sore and drenched in sweat, my thighs still shaking with the aftershocks of too many orgasms to count.

“See you again soon, Emily,” she called from the door of her room as I shuffled down the hall.

One way or another, I knew it was just the start of my troubles in Beijing.


Pimped Out

I dreamt that I was trapped on a cruise ship with Olivia Temple. That she was somehow staying in the same cabin as me and was also the captain and crew of the ship. Everywhere I went, there was Olivia, waiting for me with her shapely thighs and her hot cunt in need of my attention. I had forgotten my ticket to be on the ship and had to repeatedly pay for it by working it off between her legs.

It was a huge relief when I awoke and realized the beautiful blonde cuddled against me in the bed was Mrs. Temple and not her daughter.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned blearily, reaching out and stroking my breast and nipple through the tank top I was wearing. “Good morning, sweetie.”

She lifted her head, hair dangling messily in her face, her body uncovered from the waist down so that my eyes were drawn to the firm roundness of her ass swallowing up her panties. She shifted her cheeks and gave my nipple a playful pinch.

“Ahh,” I gasped. “Good morning! That’s a rude wake up.”

“Just wanted to make sure you were really awake,” she said, crawling closer and planting a kiss on my neck. She nibbled at my earlobe and I began to giggle and tense with the tickling sensation. She whispered in my ear, “The room has a giant spa tub. Let’s take a bath together and I’ll order us some breakfast.”

I was slightly hungover and sore from all the times Olivia had made me cum with that damned magic wand. The thought of soaking in a hot bathtub until my body returned to normal sounded absolutely lovely.

“Alright,” I said, sliding out of the bed. She watched me cross the room, lazily rolling onto her back and hanging her head upside down off the bed. I gave my hips a little wiggle as I ducked into the bathroom and started running the tub. The tub was mostly filled with steaming hot water and bubbles and I was almost done undressing when Mrs. Temple crept up behind me.

She pulled me into her arms and I realized she was naked by the warm of her soft breasts mashing against my back. She reached around me, playing with my bare breasts and teasing my nipples as she kissed my neck. I finished stepping out of my panties and slid them aside with a foot on the tiled floor.

“God you are sexy,” she whispered, playfully biting my shoulder.

“Stoppppp,” I giggled, shrugging my shoulder. “We need to get clean after last night.”

“Mmmmm, I don’t mind playing dirty,” she said, slipping her hand around my hip to cup my mound. It was more than a little sore from being used by Olivia and her damned vibrator. I sucked in a breath and pulled Mrs. Temple’s hand away.

“After the bath,” I said.

“During?” She countered, cocking her head questioningly.

“Maybe,” I laughed. “We’ll see if I start to feel human again.”

I slipped into the tub, the water rising past my breasts as I sprawled under the warm, bubble-covered surface. Mrs. Temple climbed in beside me, the water rising perilously close to the rim of the tub.

“Oooohhh,” she groaned. “That’s nice.”

She settled back with her arms on the ledge outside the tub and her soft breasts, glistening with suds, just cresting the surface. I drifted between her legs, leaning back against her even lower in the water and letting the back of my head rest against her plump breasts. She was right, it did feel nice, and soaking resting against her seemed to restore life to my tired body.

“What am I going to do while you’re busy here in Beijing?” I asked.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” said Mrs. Temple, stroking my breast with one hand and idly playing with my nipple.

“I mean, you have your mission to recruit Elizabeth Chen that genetics researcher woman,” I said. “So am I just going to stay cooped up in the hotel.”

“Ah, I’m glad you brought that up,” said Mrs. Temple, giving my nipple a little pinch. “I am a known quantity. If I walked into the China Pharmaceutical Corporation and tried to have a meeting with Elizabeth Chen they would throw me out. I need someone who can go inside and convince her to leave the company and come to ours.”

“Wait… you mean me?” I felt a jolt of surprise. “You want me to go convince this woman to quit her job and come work for Valerie Pryce?”

“Actually a shell company called Tetragene Global,” said Mrs. Temple. “But, yes, that’s the idea. You will be posing as yourself, Emily Vinke, but you will be a 24 year old grad student. I am going to get you inside. All you have to do then is charm Elizabeth Chen into seeing working in America at Tetragene Global as her best option.

“I can’t do that,” I said. “I’m not even in AP science class. How can I pose as a grad student?”

“I’ll coach you on everything you need to know,” said Mrs. Temple. “Relax, you’re a confident and very sexy young woman. That’s all it takes in these sorts of situations.”

“Very sexy?” I said, wondering why that made a difference. Mrs. Temple took it the wrong way.

“Yes, very sexy,” she said, slipping her hand between my thighs and touching my pussy. I sighed and leaned back as her practiced fingers found my clit. I should have resisted. I should have asked more questions. Mrs. Temple turned my face towards her and kissed me softly, playfully, her lips salty with sweat from the heat of the tub. I yielded to her kiss eagerly, sliding my tongue against hers as she began to pleasure me with her fingers.

We were kissing passionately and she was fucking me with two gentle fingers when the uniformed room service staff began wheeling carts of breakfast and drinks into the bathroom. I cried out, sliding out of Mrs. Temple slippery embrace and ducking down until only my eyes and nose were above the water.

“So sorry, Mrs. Temple,” said the male hotel staffer directing the women with their carts of food and drink. “Instructions were to bring into bathroom. No knocking.”

“That’s correct,” said Mrs. Temple, rising from the tub shamelessly and standing like a goddess, her naked body dripping with soapy water. “Bring it all closer to the tub. We are going to be very naughty and have breakfast in the bathtub.”

To the credit of the hotel staff, they served us breakfast in the bathtub without much embarrassment. Mrs. Temple did not seem bothered either, but I was mortified. Aware, particularly as the bubble bath began to disappear, that I was naked in a room with several strangers. I had orange juice, some sort of French pastry with cream inside it, and some Chinese melon that tasted like honeydew. Mrs. Temple then fed me berries dipped in whipped cream. Sucking the cream from her fingers, I almost managed to forget there were waitresses in the room with us.

“This is crazy,” I whispered to her.

“Yeah, it is,” she laughed. “Just a taste of how Valerie Pryce lives.”

I didn’t really care for it and I was relieved when they wheeled the carts out of the bathroom, leaving me alone with Mrs. Temple. The bathwater had gone lukewarm, but she turned on the hot jets and refreshed it with churning warmth.

“Now then,” she said, pulling me in for a strawberry-flavored kiss, “where were we?”

We spent most of the morning wrapped up in each other. We pleasured each other in familiar ways. I alleviated my worries about Olivia and my fears about my relationship with Luke in her arms and against her heaving breasts. We emerged from the tub with crinkled toes and fingers and took our time drying one another.

“Now,” said Mrs. Temple, slipping a robe over my shoulders, “we get down to the real work.”

We drank tea on the couch in the adjoining lounge and she introduced me to her detailed file on Dr. Elizabeth Chen. She was a beautiful, lithe brunette with half-Chinese features and oversized wire-rimmed glasses. When she was dressed for work she tended to wear a lab coat and a serious expression, but Mrs. Temple also had picture of her running, eating ice cream at an outdoor café and even on a date with a slightly heavyset European woman.

“They went on three dates,” said Mrs. Temple. “Claudette was French. It didn’t work out, because Dr. Chen spends too much time on her work. Thing will work better for you and Dr. Chen because you will be her lab assistant.”

“I’m also a bit hotter than Claudette,” I said, gesturing to an unflattering picture of Claudette laughing with Elizabeth. “But how far are you expecting me to take this, Mrs. Temple?”

“As far as you have to,” said Mrs. Temple. She saw my furrowed brow and quickly added, “If you can settle this with her as friends, that would be for the best, but if it takes seduction…”

“You want me to seduce a Chinese doctor at a research lab?” I scoffed. “This is pretty James Bond sort of stuff, Mrs. Temple. I should be at cheerleading practice right about now.”

“This sort of thing is about instincts,” said Mrs. Temple. “I have never met a more passionate and instinctual lover. You will know exactly what she needs and you will give it to her.”

“So you’re pimping me out?”

“I am trusting you with a very important mission,” said Mrs. Temple.

I took a taxi from the hotel to China Pharmaceutical Corporation early in the afternoon. The campus was large and made up of several buildings, but the main office was a massive, six-story structure of concrete and glass. I noticed at once that most everyone was wearing a light blue uniform. It made me stand out twice as badly as I approached the lobby.

My appointment was for 1:00 PM with the chief of personnel. Mrs. Temple had given me credit cards, ID badges, and an earpiece that was concealed inside a pair of earbuds. She assured me that they would be expecting me. I dressed in a simple but striking green dress that showed off my physique and a pair of sensible heels. My hair was worn up in a bun in the style favored by Chinese professional women. Even though I was just a different version of Emily Vinke, I felt disguised and I completed that disguise with a pair of thick-framed glasses.

“Here we go,” I said to myself as I passed a stony-faced security guard and entered the lobby.

“Emily Vinke!” A small, skinny man wearing an oversized business suit called out to me. He seemed quite young, maybe only a few years older than me. He smiled and waved me towards him. “I will talk to you in my office. Please, come inside. I am Jin Liu. I am chief of personnel.”

I followed him into an office space that looked like it had just been built.

“Please show me your ID badge,” he said.

“Sure, here you go,” I said and I took it out of my small purse and handed it to him.

He looked it over briefly and then placed it on his desk, his hand resting on the laminated card as he typed something on his computer. I looked around the small office and noticed one of the walls was still bare drywall. He had hung a photograph of himself and a woman at something that looked like a ball pit for kids to play in.

“Ah, this is my sister,” said Mr. Liu. “I am not married. But I am always looking for wife. Are you married Miss Vinke?”

“You have my records, right?” I said. “You know the answer to that.”

“Ahhhhhhh,” he said nodding heavily and tapping something onto his computer. “You are not married. This is very good. Many eligible bachelors in China for young American.”

“Ummmmm, thank you, Mr. Liu,” I said, smiling nervously. “I am really just here for my introductory interview. I am supposed to start with Dr. Elizabeth Chen today as her new assistant.”

“You think about. I take you out for dinner if you like that.” He stared at me and smiled widely for a bit too long, then slowly turned his focus to his computer. “One question. It says in records you are graduate student at Berkeley in California. You are a specialist in epigenetics. This is good. But then I search images and see instagram with many photos. And then I go to web site of Peach Valley High School and see cheerleaders picture. And here is picture. Is this you? Is this your Instagram?”

He turned his monitor so I could see. My blood turned to ice.

“Um, that’s my sister,” I said. “Sara Vinke.”

“Oh? Because caption say Emily Vinke. It says you are eighteen years old. This is not old enough to be graduate student unless you are Doogie Howser. You do not look like Doogie Howser.”

“Look, um, Mr. Liu,” I said, rising from my seat and slowly walking around to his side of the desk. I sat down on the edge right in front of him and slowly crossed my legs. He stared at my long, slender legs in my stockings. “I am only in high school, but I am applying to Berkeley and it would look amazing if I had worked with Dr. Chen. I’m only going to be here a few months, then I’m going back to California. Can’t we just overlook this.”

“Eehhhhhhhhh.” He stared at my legs. He scratched his forehead and wet his lips. “This is serious security check. I could lose job and go to jail if I get check wrong.”

“But there are all sorts of ways for things to be ‘right’,” I said, daring to reach out and play with the collar of his shirt.

This sort of teasing had worked more than once when I needed something a little extra on a grade. No, I’m not the sort of slut who puts out to teachers for good grades, although the subject came up a couple times with teachers. I always found a way to turn them down without hurting their feelings. And I usually got the extra credit.

I wasn’t so sure I was going to be able to do that with Mr. Liu. But I could at least stretch things out and hope to finish my mission before he insisted on something more than the teasing.

“You know, I do have a thing for older, nerdy, slightly-overbearing Asian guys,” I said. “If you overlook my security issues and help me get that spot at Berkeley, um, I might be willing to go out on a date with you.”

A grin spread on his face and he looked up at me from his chair.

“Ah, Miss Vinke, yes, this might work,” he said. “But it must be a date very soon. We go out tonight.”

“How about Friday?” I suggested. “I am just settling in and I don’t think I could have much fun if I have to be ready for a hot date with a cute guy from the office.”

“Cute guy?” He grinned again. “Uh, yes, not today. But Friday is too far. We will go on date together in three days. On Wednesday. You come back to my place. We have good time.”

Mr. Liu put his hand on my knee and slid his fingers just inside my skirt. I smacked his hand away, giggling.

“Oh, Mr. Liu! You’re so bold!” I slid off his desk and escaped his reach in a whirl of my skirt. “I can’t wait to go out with you!”

I blew him a kiss over my shoulder, grabbed my ID badge off his desk, and slipped out of the door of his office. Three days? That didn’t leave me much time to complete my mission. I had not even met Elizabeth Chen yet. I would have to be aggressive with her. I hoped she would appreciate the direct approach.

Finding Dr. Chen was easy. I had studied the floor plan of the building and knew exactly where her lab was located. She was in charge of several other researchers, but Mrs. Temple had described her as a “hands-on type” and not much of a manager. A young man greeted me in a small area just outside the lab for dressing in a lab coat, shoe coverings, eye protection, and a hair net. He was not very friendly and stared at me as I put on each of these items.

“She is waiting for you,” he explained in English with very little accent. “You are late.”

“I know, I got held up at personnel,” I said with an apologetic smile.

“Unacceptable,” said the man.

The climate control lab opened through a lock with a hiss and I entered a large quiet room with stark white light and various pieces of scientific equipment. Mrs. Temple had assured me I would not really have to know my job, but I still felt overwhelmed, like I had just faked my way into being an astronaut on a rocket launch. There were several researchers working at various lab stations, but the mean guy led me straight to Dr. Chen.

The man guiding me called out to her softly in Chinese. She glanced over her shoulder and smiled when she saw me. I was struck by her beauty. Her hair was brown, which was unusual for a Chinese woman, and her large eyes were made even larger by her glasses. I felt drawn into them and before she even spoke I wanted to cradle her cheek in one hand and kiss her lips. I admit, looking at those pictures of her I had fantasized about doing just that.

“Ah, Emily, welcome,” she said, her accent American. She turned for a moment and said, “Peter, I can handle things from here.”

The jerk who greeted me bowed his head slightly and departed. She watched him go before turning to me.

“Peter is one of my top researchers. He is from the Chengdu Academy of Science, top of his class, and he very much resents you being here.” She gave me a pat on the arm. “But he’ll get over it.”

“Good,” I said, looking relieved. “I don’t want everybody to hate me.”

“No, no they won’t. I was just studying proteins for the Y-66 samples. Would you like to help me sequence them?”

“Um, yes, sure,” I said, stepping beside her. I picked up the tubes containing the samples and tried to figure out what to do, but she saw I was getting things wrong almost immediately and reached in to help me.

“You probably have a different procedure in your lab,” she said, her fingers brushing against mine as she took the samples from me.

“Um, yeah, but mostly I’m just super nervous,” I chuckled, blushing with real embarrassment. “I, um, I kind of idolize you, Dr. Chen. And… I might have a bit of a crush on you as well.”

She raised an eyebrow when I said that latter part, but I had to take the chance to be immediately forward with her.

“I am flattered,” she said reaching past me, but brushing her shoulder against mine, “But I am just a normal biologist, I promise. Nothing too amazing about me.”

I fluttered my lashes and took in her slender figure mostly hidden by her white lab coat. She smiled, but it seemed more confused than flattered.

“Here, watch, Emily,” she said. “I will show you how it is done.”

My first attempt at flirting rebuffed, I tried to follow what she was doing so that I could help her and actually do my job. The work was interesting, but nerve-wracking because I had to spend most of my energy pretending to know what I was doing. I think Dr. Chen saw through my act enough to know I was out of my depth, but she was too kind to tell me to my face.

“Why don’t we have a talk,” she suggested. “At lunch.”

Sitting across from her in the cafeteria, I was struck by how stupid this whole plan had been. Like I was just going to walk into a giant Chinese lab and seduce some top scientist. Me, Emily Vinke, a teenage cheerleader from California. The audacity of it made me a bit angry at Mrs. Temple.

Dr. Chen leaned towards me over her bowl of steaming noodles. She glanced left and then right before she spoke.

“I know why you are here,” she said.

“To help… help with research,” I said, feeling my stomach tighten into a knot.

“You are with Mrs. Pryce’s company,” she said. “They sent you to recruit me.”

“N-no,” I said. “I never—“

She held up a hand, glancing around again.

“I knew when I accepted you onto my team,” she said. “No girl as pretty as you would be a microbiologist.”

“Oh, no, I… I… that’s not fair,” I said, feeling as if I was falling down a hole. The sensation was so real that I held onto the arms of the chair just to be certain I was not plunging to my doom. “I worked hard to get to where I am.”

“I want to work for Mrs. Pryce,” said Dr. Chen. “That is why I let you onto my team. But Peter… he is a party loyalist. He will report me if he thinks I am trying to leave the company. I could go to jail for defecting.”

“But you have dual citizenship,” I pointed out, remembering that her mother was American and her father was Chinese.

“I have lived in China for fifteen years,” she said. “But you are right, if I can get out, I can stay out. The Chinese officials are not like they were about leaving the country, most people can come and go, but not me. I am a valuable asset.”

I stared at her, waiting for her to continue, but then I realized she was waiting for me.

“Oh, um, okay,” I said, thinking about a more direct version of the plan that Mrs. Temple had worked out with me. “Well, I didn’t know you knew about me, so I was supposed to seduce you and convince you to—“

“Really?” She sat back in her chair. “Well, I didn’t know Mrs. Pryce was so devious. She certainly knows my type.”

“Ah,” I blushed a little, “then I take you back to my hotel and convince you to come with me. We have a jet waiting. We leave the country and you are in America in twelve hours. New life and everything.”

“So what do we do next?” She asked.

“We proceed with the plan,” I suggested. “On an accelerated timetable. We go out on a date, make it seem like we are falling in love, then tomorrow we will go back to my hotel and we will get you out of the country.”

“But it will all just be an act,” she said.

“Right, we won’t really be going on a date or having, you know, um, relations in the hotel,” I said.

She played with her straw with her tongue and as she took a drink of her tea she looked me over, seeming to appraise me for the first time.

“Where did they find you, Emily Vinke, if that is really your name?”

“It’s my name,” I said. “They found me at Peach Valley High School. I’m a cheerleader.”

The widening of her eyes and the simultaneous curl of her lips into a smile told me that she liked what she heard.


First Date

We played it up for Peter Cheung. He glared at me as I kanoodled with Dr. Chen throughout the afternoon. She kept touching my arm and leaning against me, no doubt driving the young man crazy with jealousy. I was pretty sure he had a crush on Dr. Chen in addition to his professional envy, so seeing her rub up against me in the lab was probably making him borderline homicidal. Even some of the other young men and women in the lab seemed surprised by how closely Dr. Chen was working with me.

I made sure several of them could hear when I said, “You mean, like go out on a date?”

“Oh, yes,” said Dr. Chen, glancing around as if she didn’t want everyone to hear what we were saying. “I think you are delightful, Emily. I would like to get to know you better.”

Peter glowered at us. Dr. Chen giggled with me and helped me clean up the samples we had been working on. As she finished up for the day, she packed up a laptop and slung it over her shoulder.

“I will meet you tonight at the restaurant,” she said. “Seven o’clock. Do you think you can find it?”

“I think I’ll be able to find the restaurant that looks like a 1950s American diner in the middle of Beijing, yes,” I said.

Everything was going perfectly, or so it seemed, right up until I was making my way through the security checkpoint on my way out of the building. I was almost to the spot where gloved security guards check everyone’s bags when I felt a hand close tightly around my bicep and pull me out of line. My heart fell as I found myself face-to-face with Jin Liu. And he did not look happy.

“Emily Vinke,” he said, loudly enough for others in line to hear, “you must come with me.”

He dragged me a bit roughly into his office and pushed me through the door. He slammed the office door behind me and jabbed a finger into my chest.

“You promise me date Wednesday,” he said. “Now I see you are going on date tonight with Dr. Chen?”

I glanced at his computer and was horrified to see security footage from the lab. It seemed my plan to convince everyone in the lab that Dr. Chen and I had experienced love at first sight was working a bit too well.

“Um, well, it just sort of happened?” I offered.

“You insult me,” said Mr. Liu. “You will not go out on date tonight with me. But you will go out on date with her? I think you do not really like me, Emily Vinke.”

“Oh, no, I do,” I lied. “You are so handsome. It’s just… I knew I had that date planned with you and I didn’t want to schedule it then so I had to schedule it for tonight. So it’s just about scheduling.”

“But you go out with her, what if you like her and do not want to go out with me?” I could see that underneath his ridiculous outrage he was genuinely stung by what I had done.

“Oh, Mr. Liu,” I said, patting his arms. “You’re so handsome and, um, proactive, that I am sure I will have a great time with you.”

“You have great time with me?” A smile quirked his lips. I continued to rub his arms, which seemed to embolden him. “Maybe we have great time right now.”

He moved suddenly, grabbing my hips and smashing a wet kiss against my lips. His tongue thrust at my mouth like a viper striking. I barely managed to pull my mouth away from him. Worse, as he pulled me against him, I could feel his hard little penis pressing inside his trousers. I resisted the urge to scream as I pushed him away.

“Ahhh… Mr. Liu, um, not today,” I said. “It has been a very stressful day and I am tired. I wouldn’t enjoy, um, having a great time.”

“Oh, please, Emily,” he said. “I want to do it. Let us do it now.”

He tried to grab for me again and I pushed him away. Despite his slight size advantage, I was clearly stronger than him. He tried to come in again for another kiss and I pushed him away emphatically.

“No! Not today,” I said, straightening my dress. “Wednesday.”

“Not soon enough,” he said. “Tomorrow.”

“I, um, can’t do that,” I said.

“Tomorrow,” he insisted. “Or I report false identity.”

“Tomorrow,” I said with a sigh. Things were getting much more complicated, but at least he let me out of his office. I hurried back to the security checkpoint, received a fairly invasive pat down and search of my purse, and then I was permitted to leave. I flagged down a taxi.

“Beijing Grand Imperial,” I said. “As quick as you can get there.”

I arrived back at the hotel, rushed to my room, and I threw my arms around Mrs. Temple and began to cry.

“Oh, sweetie, was it that bad?” She said, pulling me against her bosom and holding me tight in her arms. My tears soaked her blouse as I wept.

“Yes,” I moaned. “It started bad and it went downhill.”

I told her everything, from Mr. Liu, to Peter, to the fact that Dr. Chen knew I was sent by Mrs. Pryce. Mrs. Temple listened sympathetically, making all the right sounds and saying just enough to ease me back from becoming hysterical.

“You were amazing,” she said. “You handled everything perfectly. And don’t worry about Mr. Liu, with the way you stepped up our schedule, we’ll get you out of there before you have to go on any date with him.”

“Oh, thank god,” I said with relief. “He is so gross and overbearing.”

“But you liked Dr. Chen?” Mrs. Temple asked, raising an eyebrow.

“I mean, sure, I barely know her, but she seemed really nice and fun,” I shrugged. “Nice enough to go on a date with her tonight.”

“She knows what you are here for,” said Mrs. Temple, caressing my cheek. “You don’t have to do anything with her. Just make it look convincing in case anyone is following you or watching you.”

“Is that a danger?” I asked, surprised.

“It is a risk.” She pulled me in for another hug, rubbing her hands up and down my back. “But let it all happen naturally. You don’t have to work out details with her, just get her back to the hotel tomorrow night. I can take things from there.”

“Got it,” I said, feeling relief.

“Now then,” she curled a finger under my chin and made me look into her eyes, “let’s get you ready for your hot date tonight.”

I think Mrs. Temple enjoyed dressing me up like I was her Barbie doll. She had been out shopping and made me try on ten different outfits. I wasn’t sure why she put me in garters and a sheer scarlet bra and panty set, I wasn’t planning to get undressed for Dr. Chen, but it felt nice to have her hands on my body. I moaned as she cinched the bum-hugging panties up to my waist.

“Now that I have all of them on you, I want to take them all off again,” she growled in my ear.

“There isn’t time,” I murmured.

“Right, I still have to do your makeup and hair and get you in this dress,” she said, holding up a plastic-wrapped red halter dress on a hanger.

The red halter dress cinched tight around my waist with a cloth belt and was made from a material that clung to my body, my perky breasts in particular, making me feel like Marilyn Monroe. It was short and low cut, but not indecent and not in a way that showed off bra straps or panty lines. Paired with candy red stiletto heels it was probably the sexiest outfit I had ever worn. I did a turn in front of the mirror, laughing at how amazing my legs looked as the dress bounced up my thighs.

“You picked something amazing,” I said, admiring myself in the mirror.

“I sure did,” said Mrs. Temple, gazing into my eyes.

Having her do my hair and makeup was even more intimate than having her put me in lingerie. She went heavy with the makeup in a garish retro style, giving me blue eye shadow, heavy liner, glossy red lips and a generous amount of blush.

“Your skin is so amazing,” she said as she finished spreading the rouge on my cheeks. “I hate hiding it under this, but it works with the outfit.”

“I’ll have to remember to take it off after my date or I’m going to wake up to a big smear on my pillow,” I said.

“I will remind you,” promised Mrs. Temple. “Now, give me a hug. No kiss, I don’t want to have to redo your lipstick. I’ve already called a taxi for you and it’s waiting to take you out.”

“Oh, god,” I laughed, giving her a hug. “I’m so nervous.”

“Just relax and have fun,” said Mrs. Temple. “All you have to do is get her back to the hotel tomorrow night.”

Butterflies were frolicking in my tummy the whole drive over to Retro Rockets. As I had hoped, it was easy to spot, with a huge neon rocket sign and a bustling diner straight out of Archie Comics that was all chrome and neon. The waiters and waitresses wore period outfits with name tags with American names like “Chip” and “Betty” and the clientele was loud and young. Dr. Chen was already waiting for me at a corner booth.

“Wow,” I murmured as we made eye contact. She was gorgeous, wearing her brown hair with bangs and a high ponytail tied with pink ribbon. The pink bodice and skirt she was wearing looked like they could have been from a prom in the ’50s, although I doubt any high school girl could pull off the look like she was.

“Oh, Emily,” she said, rising to greet me. “You look gorgeous.”

We kissed each other on the cheeks and sat down beside each other in the booth.

“You know, I looked you up on the Internet and I found pictures of you in your cheerleading uniform. Very fetching, Emily. I was half-hoping you would wear that.”

I glanced around and saw that more than one of the waitresses was dresses as a cheerleader.

“I think I might have blended in with my surroundings a bit too much,” I said. “Someone would have tried to order a drink from me.”

“So how did you wind up doing this?” She asked. “High school girl in California, a cheerleader, comes to China to seduce a scientist. How did they recruit you for this?”

“I fell in love,” I said, realizing my feelings as I spoke them aloud. “And the woman I fell in love with needed me to do this for her.”

“How far were you willing to take it?” She asked. “I mean, before you knew that I already understood who you were working for and wanted out of my job here.”

“Honestly?” I asked and she nodded. “After getting a good look at you I was willing to go all the way.”

“Oh, I’m flattered,” she said, clasping her breast. “But what would this woman who you fell in love with say about you ‘going all the way’ with me?”

“Honestly?” I asked again, smiling as she nodded. “I think it would probably turn her on.”

Our dinner of burgers and Cokes was served before the conversation could go much further. As we ate, I realized we were being watched. I bumped Dr. Chen’s foot with mine and gestured with my head to Peter Cheung sitting at the lunch counter and eating alone.

“That son of a bitch,” she murmured. “He’s probably reporting everything back to the party.”

“Then we had better make this look real,” I said, reaching across the table to dab at an imaginary spot of ketchup at the corner of her mouth.

“Mmmm, good point,” she said, leaning over our food and kissing me on the lips.

I was surprised that her lips parted so hungrily and her tongue slid into my mouth, but I did not pull back from the kiss. I moaned against her lips, aware that several people around us had begun to stare as we kissed and our tongues swirled together. My pussy throbbed with need and as I pulled back I could see by the way her little nipples tented her bodice that she was feeling it as well.

“Want to get out of here?” I suggested.

“I know a place,” she said, motioning for the waitress.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Peter crushing his napkin in his hand with annoyance. Maybe he really did have a thing for Dr. Chen. As she settled up with our waitress, I could not help but thinking that he might be more trouble than I had anticipated.

Then we were outside in the warm Beijing night air and Dr. Chen was holding my hand and looking at me with her big dark eyes and it was hard to worry about some jealous guy from the lab. She took my hand and pulled me along behind her, laughing, her ponytail bouncing as we ran along the wide sidewalk.

“Where are you taking me?” I called out.

“Under the sea,” she said, which turned out to be the name of a love hotel scarcely a block away with an underwater theme. The small, garish hotel was covered in neon and designs of fish and scuba divers. Dr. Chen paid for the “Pearl Diver’s Suite” which included a bed shaped like a huge clamshell and a bathtub that was a glass cylinder with a ladder in and out.

“This is wild,” I said, following her into the room.

The room had a distinct cheapness and an antiseptic smell, but there was something appealing about its sleazy honesty. A vending machine beside the ridiculous clamshell bed sold condoms and erotic lotions and there was a TV screen that could tune into one of several channels of pornography playing constantly within the hotel.

“I know it’s not very classy,” said Dr. Chen. “Definitely not as classy as you deserve.”

“What I deserve?” I laugh. “I’m from a poor family, Dr. Chen. This place is no weirder than a Las Vegas hotel we stayed at when I was a little girl. Well, okay, maybe there wasn’t the condom vending machine.”

“Beth,” she said, caressing my shoulders. “Please call me Beth. I don’t want to be a doctor in here.”

“Oh? You’re not going to give me a checkup?” I feigned a cough. “What if I tell you I’m feeling a little under the weather?”

“That cough is very worrying,” she said, knitting her brow. “You had better lie down on the bed and let me have a look.”

I fell back into the clamshell giggling, my dress riding up my thighs as I sprawled before her. She fell more gracefully onto the bed beside me, remaining upright on her knees as I stretched on my back. Her hand played with the front of my dress and she slid it up to reveal my sheer-front scarlet panties.

“Oh, my, Emily,” she murmured. “You are gorgeous.”

“So are you,” I said, shifting my thighs apart a little wider to show off the way the sheer panties clung to the cleft of my pussy. She watched me move and admired my teenage cunt. Her fingers touched me, lightly, through the soft material, tracing the hot seam of my pussy. She was staring at me, at my pussy, a smile playing at her lips. I asked her, “Is that what you want?”

“I… this doesn’t feel real, does it? Like, it’s a dream,” she said. “Where did you come from? How are you showing your body off to me like this?”

“It is pretty dreamy,” I said, looking at the neon starfish and sea urchins on the trim of the room. I reached out and took hold of her hand. I pressed my hand over hers, pushing her fingers against my hot folds. “But some dreams are so good you don’t want to wake up.”

I slid my hand between her thighs, under her pink ‘50s-style skirt, and felt the edge of her stockings and the satin front of her panties. I pressed my touch against her warm mound and she moaned and fell upon me, kissing me hungrily. She slipped her fingers into my panties and I did the same to hers as we kissed. Our tongues slithered and curled in the molten lip lock as I felt the silky tuft of her pussy and the hot folds of her cunt.

“Mmmmmmm!” She cried against my lips and thrust her fingers into my tender channel. I clenched around her digits and met her cry of pleasure with my own. She moved atop me, pushing my thighs wide apart as we fucked each other with fingers. Our lips smacked and our tongues fought for dominance.

She was atop me and used her slender body to rock against my thighs and fuck me with her fingers. Not to be bested, I slipped a hand under her blouse, playing with her tiny nipples as I pumped the fingers of my other hand into her cunt.

She broke the kiss and desperately pulled open her blouse, freeing her little perky mounds from her plain white bra so roughly I winced at the thought of it pinched against her breasts. Her tits, though small, were lovely, with pale golden color and tiny, dark brown nipples.

“Lovely,” I gasped, leaning up to kiss them and lick them. I sucked at her buds, eliciting a sharp cry of pleasure but unable to distract her from fucking me with her fingers. As I pleasured her little mounds and continued to strum at her pussy, I felt my climax rising with sudden force. I cried out against her breasts, “MMMMMM!!!!”

“Yesss, cum for me,” she hissed, rocking her hips and sliding her soaking slit against my fingers.

“MMmhmmmmm!” I screamed my pleasure against the small, soft mounds of her breasts, cumming hard against her thrusting fingers. I fucked against her digits, my slick walls squeezing again and again around them, my body arched and my breasts heaving nearly to bursting within my red dress. My lips parted in a long moan and Beth stole forward and kissed me hungrily.

“You’re not going to get away with that,” I laughed, slipping my fingers from her pussy and grabbing her shoulders. I rolled her onto her back amid the ridiculous, clam-shaped bed, pushing her long, slender legs up I knelt above her, stripping off my red dress and revealing my sheer and lace lingerie. She moaned at the sight of my perfect teenage tits and my stiff nipples. She moaned again as I straddled her and showed her the hairless cunt she had been finger-fucking visible through the sheer panel of my panties.

“That lingerie,” she moaned. “Oh my god, I want to eat up every inch of you wrapped in that lingerie.”

“My girlfriend picked it out,” I said. “She dressed me.”

“Careful, you’ll make me jealous,” she laughed.

“Oh, why should it make you jealous? You’re the one that gets to take it all off of me.” I began to strip out of it, sliding the cups free of my breasts and wiggling my hips as I took down the panties. I kissed her again, stretching my naked body out over hers so that our flesh was intimately connected.

“Oh, god, I thought I would never find someone like you,” gasped Beth. “There… there aren’t girl like you in China. Not even…”

“Shhhhhhhh,” I hushed, pressing a finger to my lips. Though I was enjoying the sex part, even excited for it, I was strangely put off with her talk like she was falling for me. I needed to focus on the physical. I began to kiss my way down her body. I teased the dark brown buds of her nipples with slow licks and gentle pinches with my fingers. I massaged her small mounds, considerably smaller than my own pert breasts. I let the weight of my tits hang against hers, rubbing the soft flesh back and forth and teasing my nipples against the tiny berries atop her breasts.

“Ahhhh,” she moaned, stroking my shoulders. She tried to lean up and kiss me, but I pulled away, dragging the weight of my breasts down her body until I was kneeling between her slender legs. She lifted her head to watch me as I braced my hands on her inner thighs and dove tongue-first into the steamy folds of her cunt.

She had a rich, earthy scent that was enhanced by her trimmed triangle of pubic hair above her cunt. I lapped at those sugary folds, breathing her scent and feeling pangs of lust as I tongued the tiny pearl of her clit. I flicked with my tongue and pushed two fingers into her pussy. She wrapped her long legs around my head, arching and thrusting so hard that she lifted her ass off the bed.

“Yessss, oh my god, you’re so good at that,” she cried.

And I was. I had learned from the best. In the span of a couple intense weeks I had been transformed from a lesbian newbie to pussy-licking pro. I fluttered my tongue against Beth’s clit, curled my fingers inside her to prod her pleasure points, and paused every so often to suck hard at her folds. She wailed and bucked beneath me, her pleasure building and her cries growing louder and louder as she fucked against my fingers and tongue.

“Ohhhhh, Emily!” She cried. “Oh, god, I’m cumming!”

“Nnnhnnnn!” I agreed, looking up at her from between her legs as she sat up violently. I could see the pleasure in the way her abs tightened and her thigh-muscles flexed around my head. Her long wail of pleasure actually echoed inside the high-ceilinged room.

She finally fell back, spent, panting, and let me slide from between her legs to climb atop her and kiss her with my honey-smeared lips. We shared the oily sweetness of her cum between our tongues and the heat of our bodies mingled.

I was ready to luxuriate in the pleasure I had given to her, but Beth was eager to explore me. She rolled me onto my back, kissing ravenously and moving her lips from mine to my shoulders to my breasts. She plucked the cups of my bra beneath my mounds and sucked hotly at my sensitive nipples. I whined with pleasure and squirmed helplessly beneath her. She went down on me with the hunger of a long-kept fantasy. Maybe it was who I was or maybe it was just the situation, but I could feel myself becoming the object of a secret lust that she could only quench by sucking frenziedly at my clit.

“Ahhhhh! Beth!” I cried and she moaned against me, pushing my legs back to get at the tight clench of my asshole. She rimmed my naughty backdoor, her hands holding my ass and the backs of my thighs framed by my garters as her tongue swirled against my hot divot. She rubbed furiously at my clit with her thumb as she licked my asshole, driving me to the very limit. She finished me by sucking my clit again with lewd, greedy slurps and plunging her index finger up my spit-soaked ass.

“Mmmmmmm!” She moaned, sucking at my folds.

“Ahhhhh! Ohhh my god!” I bucked against her face, trying to regain some control of the situation but unable to escape the intense, rhythmic pleasure of her sucking mouth and her thrusting digit. I only recovered when she relented, slipping her finger out of my ass and releasing her suction on my clit. She was atop me in an instant, kissing me with her hot, probing tongue and pressing her lithe, sweat-dewed body against mine.

“So,” I gasped, trying to catch my breath, “have I convinced you to defect?”

“Oh, yes, you American succubus,” she teased, giving my garter-framed rear a smack. “You have been very persuasive? But only so long as I get you as part of the deal.”

I giggled and accepted her follow-up kiss, but a certain apprehension accompanied the embrace. I had walked into this with my eyes open knowing that I would probably sleep with Elizabeth Chen. What I had not anticipated is that she might fall for me and all of the complications that would ensue.


A Physical Examination

Mrs. Temple was overjoyed with the outcome of my date with Dr. Chen. I decided to keep most of my concerns to myself when I told her about what had happened and she seemed sensitive to the emotional complexities of the job.

“I would never ask you to do something like this if I didn’t think you could handle it,” she said. “And if it wasn’t more important than just some employee. Dr. Chen could mean whole new lines of research for Mrs. Pryce’s rejuvenation treatments. Something that could save thousands of lives.”

“So, going down on her was like a humanitarian thing,” I said, undressing in front of Mrs. Temple.

“Right, we can say that,” she said, admiring my naked body as she lounged in our shared hotel room. “I can say from experience that your talented tongue certainly qualifies as aid and comfort.”

I climbed onto her lap wearing nothing but the garters she had dressed me in for my date. I settled my peachy bottom into her lap and she caressed my hips as we shared several delicate kisses.

“You’ve certainly sped things up,” she said. “You know the plan from this point forward, right?”

“Get Dr. Chen back to the room here and then we’ll whisk her away to the private jet you have waiting at the airport,” I said, repeating the plan between kisses.

“Mmmmmm,” she shared a longer, deeper kiss with me. “That’s right. And then we fly back to America and you and I are going to celebrate a job well done together.”

“I like the sound of that,” I said, kissing her neck and brushing aside the collar of her outfit.

“No, no, sweetie, not now,” she whispered, stopping me from proceeding further. “It’s late and I need you bright-eyed and bushy-tailed as ever for work tomorrow. If CPC’s security is going to intervene they will make their move tomorrow and you need to be ready.”

“Mr. Liu won’t be a problem,” I assured her. “I promised him a date, but we’ll be long gone before I have to pay that debt.”

“Don’t let your guard down. A sexually frustrated man can be a dangerous and volatile thing.”

“I can handle him,” I said, remembering how he practically trembled when I teased him in his office.

If only I had known what was going to happen when I arrived at work.

I made it past the security checkpoint and he was headed towards the labs when I felt a hand grip my bicep. I stiffened in surprise as Mr. Liu pulled me out of the flow of researchers headed into work.

“You come with me now, Emily Vinke,” he said. He had a maniacal look on his face and his fingers were gripping me painfully tight.

“Is something wrong?” I asked. “I was looking forward to our date and picking my outfit. Something very pretty. I can show you what I was planning on wearing.”

“We talk,” said Mr. Liu. He dragged me into his shabby office and my worry turned to ice cold terror.

“Hello, Emily,” said Olivia, turning slowly in the chair and smiling at me.

“W-what are you doing here?” I gasped, feeling the sudden and almost uncontrollable urge to flee. Mr. Liu shut and locked the door behind me, making that prospect more difficult.

“I was just telling Mr. Liu that wouldn’t be able to attend your date with him,” said Olivia, her smile cruel, “since you plan on flying out of China tonight.”

“This is very interesting,” said Mr. Liu, “because you not on schedule to fly back to America for six months. You stay here for work semester. But everything you say is lie, Emily Vinke. You not undergrad, you not a researcher, you high school cheerleader. You liar.”

“I… I didn’t lie,” I said, but even as I protested my innocence, I could see that Olivia had poisoned my ability to persuade Mr. Liu. He ran his fingers through his greasy black hair and licked his lips. His eyes were lost behind the reflections of the harsh overhead lights on the lenses of his glasses. I looked at Olivia and cried, “Why are you doing this?”

“This is very serious,” said Mr. Liu. “You go to prison for lie to government.”

“Now, now,” said Olivia, placing a calming hand on Mr. Liu’s arm. “Surely Emily could help settle the matter if she underwent some thorough testing. Maybe a physical examination?”

“What?” Mr. Liu’s cruel smile faltered for a moment as he seemed to remember Olivia was in the room.

She pushed away from him and sauntered over to me. I flinched away from her touch, but there was nowhere for me to run. She stroked my arms and reached around to my chest, cupping my breasts and squeezing so hard that they nearly burst from the button-down sweater I was wearing under my lab coat.

“I know Emily,” said Olivia, fondling my breasts roughly. “She would want to be in compliance, Mr. Liu. She would want to do whatever it takes to satisfy your needs… as the chief of personnel.”

He wet his thin lips as he watched Olivia lean against me and squeeze my pert breasts. I sucked in a gasp as she suddenly unbuttoned my sweater, exposing my white satin bra which had been pulled out of place to expose one of my tan nipples.

“Please don’t do this,” I whispered under my breath. She ignored me and unbuttoned my bra, exposing me to Mr. Liu’s increasingly lecherous stare. She beckoned him closer and he shuffled across his small office. His hands were clammy as Olivia pulled them to my breasts. He moaned and began roughly squeezing my tits. He stared with amazement as he molested my teenage mounds.

My cry of dismay was met with Olivia’s lips. She kissed me, smothering my discomfort with her hot, sweet mouth. Her tongue thrust into my mouth and, god help me, I reciprocated. My body trembled with fear, but that kiss stoked my core. Even as Mr. Liu fondled my breasts with his clammy hands, Olivia kissed me and stroked my hips. She began to unbuckle my belt and I was jolted from my lust.

“N-no,” I said, stopping her hand. “I can’t do this. Your brother…”

“He’ll never know,” whispered Olivia, her lips against mine. “Fuck him for me. Fuck him or Luke and mother will find out everything. And you’ll never even get your girl.”

What was I supposed to do? It was an impossible situation. But weirder than that, was that once she said those words to me, once she commanded me to have sex with Mr. Liu, I wanted it. I wanted to fuck him and suck him. I wanted to debase myself for him. And I wanted her to watch. I wanted to do it for Olivia.

It was like this perverted little monster was lurking inside me all along and only Olivia knew how to unlock its cage.

“Ah!” I cried out as Mr. Liu suddenly breasts his face against my breasts. His warm tongue slithered over my mounds and he licked and sucked at one of my nipples. Olivia stepped back, sitting on the edge of his desk and sliding up her skirt. She watched and I let it happen. I let her set the little monster free. I cradled Mr. Liu against my chest, thrusting my breasts against his face. “Oh… oh yes, Mr. Liu. Suck my tits.”

He muttered in Chinese, rubbing the modest bulge in his trousers as he slurped lewdly at my tits. His glasses were all fogged up and his greasy hair was out of place. I looked past him, at Olivia, and felt a gratifying surge of lust as I saw her pull aside the gusset of her pink panties and begin to rub at her gold-tufted cunt. She locked eyes with me for a moment as she plunged two fingers into her hot pussy.

“Oh, Emily,” moaned Mr. Liu, pressing a forceful and sloppy kiss to my lips. “You very bad. You bad and go to prison. But not if… not if you make happy.”

“You want to be happy?” I asked, smiling my sweetest smile. I glanced over his shoulder and into Olivia’s eyes again. I was staring at her as I said, “I will make you happy.”

I’m not a slut. I swear. But as I went down to my knees in front of the sleazy personnel chief it would be a hard argument to make. He moaned as I got his little cock out of his trousers and into my hand. His manhood was hard and red. It had an unpleasant smell. But that didn’t stop me. I took him in my mouth and sucked him like I was giving Luke that blowjob I gave him on his birthday. I moaned around Mr. Liu’s cock and heard Olivia moan in reply. She was fucking herself with her fingers as I sucked Mr. Liu’s angry red firecracker.

And it didn’t take long for that firecracker to go off. He grabbed my hair and held my head as he thrust his hips wildly, fucking my mouth and slapping his balls against my chin. He wasn’t even big enough to gag me, so I took it, closing my eyes and listening to the wet sound of Olivia’s fingers sliding into her pussy as Mr. Liu thrust between my lips. He whined with pleasure and his cock pulsed, shooting a big load of cum all over my tongue and down my throat.

“Swallow it,” moaned Olivia and I obeyed, gulping down the tacky flavor of Mr. Liu’s cum. He fell back, his cock slipping from my mouth as he sagged into one of the chairs. I turned and found myself looking right between Olivia’s creamy parted thighs. She beckoned with a finger and I crawled on my hands and knees straight over to begin pleasuring her.

“She’s a good girl, Mr. Liu,” moaned Olivia, combing her fingers into my hair and cradling my face against her pussy. “I’m sure she won’t get into anymore trouble.”

“She is very good girl,” he said, still recovering from his orgasm as he watched me licking Olivia’s sweet cunt.

“You can fuck her, you know,” said Olivia, reaching down and smacking my ass in my tight trousers. “I’m sure she won’t mind, will you, Emily?”

“Mmmmmmmm,” I moaned submissively, lapping at her cunt and slipping two fingers into Olivia’s hot slit. Mr. Liu watched me licking Olivia until his cock had stiffened again, then he moved behind me and roughly pulled my pants down. He moaned and muttered some more in Chinese as he caught sight of my peachy bottom.

“I lick it?” Mr. Liu asked and I realized he was asking Olivia permission.

“Yes, of course, Mr. Liu,” said Oliva, reaching over me to smack my ass with both hands as I continued to pleasure her.

I whimpered against Olivia’s pussy, lapping at the delicate cusp of her folds and battering her clit with soft lashes of my tongue. As I pleasured her, Mr. Liu began to awkwardly attempt to pleasure me. He sniffed at me and licked at me, he moaned a lot and slobbered a lot, but his tongue felt like a washcloth cleaning up a spilled drink. He slid it all over my pussy, into the crack of my ass, and did a lot of licking my ass cheeks.

“Oh, yes, isn’t she delicious?” Olivia laughed, one hand on the back of my hand to ensure I continued to pleasure her pussy.

“Yes, very good,” moaned Mr. Liu. I could tell by the way his body was moving as he ran his tongue over my cuntlips again that he was jerking his little cock as he licked me.

“Really get your tongue in there deep,” moaned Olivia, thrusting her pussy at my face. I obeyed her, but then realized she was talking to Mr. Liu as she added, “Make her your pleasure slave.”

“Mmmmmmm!” I moaned against Olivia’s pussy at her lewd command. Mr. Liu thrust his tongue as deep as he could into my hot cove, his nose between my cheeks and his tongue plunging my teenage pussy. I could hardly believe what was happening to me, but as I pleasured Olivia, Mr. Liu’s bumbling tongue-fucking was going to make me cum.

“Yesssss,” Olivia cried, bucking against my face and nearly knocking Mr. Liu’s computer monitor off his desk. “Suck it. Suck my clit right now.”

I clamped my mouth against her clit, sucking hard and rhythmically as I fucked her with two fingers. She tightened her grip painfully in my hair and let out a wail of pleasure that was surely heard throughout the surrounding offices. Mr. Liu moaned in reply, his tongue still buried in my pussy. This vibration, combing with his awkward enthusiasm, drove me over the edge. I thrust my peachy bottom back against his face as I reached my peak and spilled my sweet nectar into his mouth.

“Ohhhhh, yes, she’s such a good girl,” moaned Olivia, smacking my ass. “Suck the juice from her peach, Mr. Liu. That teenage American girl juice. You like that?”

“Yessss, so sweet,” he moaned, slurping raunchily at my folds.

He finally lifted his head, his glasses and tie askew and his face glistening with my cum. Olivia giggled at the sight of him and even I could not suppress a smile. Then Olivia reach over my back and smacked my ass again.

“Your turn, Mr. Liu,” said Olivia. “She’s tight as a virgin. Have your way with her.”

It was, without a doubt, the worst performance of anyone I have ever had sex with. And that is including Luke and his often premature explosions. At least he has a nice cock. Mr. Liu thrust into my sopping pussy, his cockhead brushing past my soaking folds, and he exploded. Not even a full stroke. He buried his cock and shot his cum inside me, pulled out and shot more all over my pussy and down the backs of my thighs, and actually continued to cum on my ass and lower back.

“Well, that was over quickly,” laughed Olivia. She slid off his desk and straightened her panties and skirt. “I believe that was more than fair, Mr. Liu. You did not have to even buy her dinner.”

“Ohhhhhhh,” he whimpered, sinking back onto his desk.

Olivia handed me a kerchief from her purse. She leaned down to my ear and whispered, “If I hadn’t worked things out with Mr. Liu, you would have wound up in a political prison.”

“You told him about—“

“He knew,” whispered Olivia. “Mother did not cover her tracks properly. If he comes back to you, do whatever he wants.”

Mr. Liu watched her leave and did not say anything as I cleaned up and dressed. As I reached for the door he said, “You will go now. Not go back to lab.”

“Um, right,” I said. “I feel a bit sick. I had better go home for the day.”

He turned to his computer and began typing something. I knew he was watching me even after I was out of his office. I left CPC without ever seeing Beth, but I had not given up on the mission yet. I walked to a nearby parker and sat down at a bench overlooking a duck pond.

I knew that using text messages in China was an invitation for the government to spy, but Beth and I had worked out another means to communicate. I opened my phone and loaded the Scrabble app. I started a game and was soon joined by a player with a name that was seemingly random letters and numbers. It was Beth. We began to play a game and I used the in-game chat to message her.

“You need to leave at lunch. They know I’m onto something. Meet me in the bar of the Beijing Grand Imperial Hotel.”

“Are you okay?” She replied.

“Just tell me you will be there!” I answered.

“Will be there,” she said and followed that up with several hearts. I closed the app.

Shaking slightly and feeling like everyone was watching me, I walked several blocks from the park before I found a taxi that would take me back to the hotel. Mrs. Temple wasn’t in the room and there was no sign of Olivia, but I took a long, hot shower. Everyone was using me, even Beth, who knew I was here from before we even met, and it was overwhelming. It made me feel like a chew toy being played with by several slobbering dogs. Did I enjoy that feeling? Is that what I wanted for myself?

I was wrapped in a hotel robe and feeling extremely sorry for myself when my phone buzzed. The familiar sound of a video call surprised me. It was Luke! I checked myself in the mirror and sat upright on the bed, lit by the smoggy gray light coming through the windows. I answered the call with a smile.

“Hey, babe!” Luke shouted, his video image pixilated for a moment. When it resolved I saw that he was on his own bed, stripped down to his boxers. His toned body and bulging underwear provided a powerful mental contrast to the myriad disappointments of Mr. Liu.

“Luke!” I cried, much happier to see him than I had expected to feel. “Oh, Luke, I miss you!”

“You’ve only been gone like two days,” he said. “Is my mom really that bad? She’s not riding you too hard, is she?”

“Your mom? Oh, no, she’s fine. She’s sweet. I, just, the job and the foreign country are a bit overwhelming. You know.”

“Yeah, right,” said Luke. “You look cute. Did you just get out of the shower?”

“Yep,” I said. “I’m all squeaky clean.”

I expected him to ask for a flash of skin or to start grabbing his cock and wanting me to talk dirty. Instead, Luke surprised me with a serious tone.

“Hey, look, I know I’ve been busy with football lately and you’ve been busy with cheerleading, plus this trip with my mom, and I just wanted to say we’ll get through it. You know? I really, really, really dig you, Emily.”

“I, um, dig you too,” I said, surprised and embarrassed by his sincerity.

“You’re not like other girls at the school,” he said. “I don’t want you to think I’m some dumb rich jock who doesn’t appreciate you. I do. And I can’t wait for the football season to be over so we can get back to normal and enjoy our senior year together.”

“Our last year,” I said, feeling a note of sadness.

“Well, I’ve said this before, but more and more I believe it is true: we can find a way to make this work even if we go off in different directions for a while, you know?” He smiled and his grin was disarming and guileless. “I have an open mind. It’s 2018. If you have to, you know, do whatever, I get it.”

“What are you saying?”

“I think I’m trying to say I can look past just about anything,” said Luke, getting a bit flushed. “We’re young. I’m not going to hold anything against you.”

Did he know something? Before I could follow up with a question there was a loud knock at the door.

“Someone is here, Luke,” I said, “We can talk more tonight, okay?”

“I’d like that,” he said. He started to say something else, but I accidentally ended the call in my rush to answer the pounding on the door.

I made the foolish mistake of throwing open the hotel room door without bothering to look through the peephole. A stern, but beautiful woman was standing on the other side of the door. She had high cheekbones, soft lips, and dark eyes that stared at me without any friendliness. She was wearing an outfit that looked like a combination between a woman’s office suit, with a black skirt, nylons, heels, and a black jacket over a white blouse. But the jacket had military insignia on it and her military style black cap resting atop her tight bun of hair had an ominous silver symbol on the front.

“Miss Emily Vinke?” She asked.

“Um, yes,” I said.

“I am Yu Feng with the Ministry of State Security,” she said. “Please get dressed and come with me.”

“Am I, um, under arrest?” I asked. “Did I do something wrong?”

“Please get dressed and come with me,” she repeated. “So that we may clear some things up.”

I hurriedly dressed and she escorted me out of the hotel with a hand tightly clamped on my bicep. It reminded me of the way Mr. Liu had gripped my arm. Only Miss Feng’s grip was much tighter.

As she ducked my head into the back of a dark sedan being driven by another woman, I realized my trip to Beijing was not going to end as quickly I had expected.
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Interrogation

“Emily Vinke, you have come to China as an agent of the United States,” said my beautiful interrogator, leaning over the table between us. Yu Feng jabbed a finger at the IDs she had confiscated from my hotel room. “You have fake identity and credentials. Are you even a university student?”

“I would like my lawyer,” I said.

“No lawyer,” said Yu Feng, rising from her seat and smoothing her military-style jacket with a sharp tug beneath its belted waist. She walked around to my side of the table and stroked my hair. Her fingers tightened and she pulled my head back, forcing me to look up at her face. “Spies can be sentenced to death. You should consider carefully whether or not you want to cooperate.”

“You’re going to put me to death for having a fake ID?” I scoffed.

“So you admit that it is false?” She said, releasing her hold on my hair.

“Yeah, but this isn’t legal ID,” I said, picking it up from the table. “It’s business stuff. Look, I’m not a spy. Not an agent of the USA or whatever you think.”

“Mmmm, right?” Yu Feng caressed my cheek, brushing a lock of hair from my face. “I see. Pretty American girl, big brown eyes, they send you to charm scientist. You go to a love hotel with her and have lesbian sex. Then she goes to USA and works on bioweapons.”

“Bioweapons?” My eyes widened. “No, nothing… bioweapons?!”

“Ahhh!” Yu Feng shook her finger in my face. “So you admit that you went to the hotel and had lesbian sex with Dr. Elizabeth Chen?”

“You already know I did.” I smirked and folded my arms across my chest. “And it was really fucking hot. That’s not a crime.”

“No, this activity is legal in the People’s Republic of China,” said Yu Feng. She stroked my shoulders and moved behind me, caressing my neck. She moved her lips close to my ear, her breath hot against my neck as she whispered, “Consenting adults may do as they please in China. Two women taking pleasure is very nice. Do you agree?”

He fingers rubbed at my collarbones and brushed the tops of my breasts in my flimsy blouse.

“I…y-yes,” I said, surprised that I was becoming aroused.

“Some would even say it is most beautiful eroticism possible,” whispered Yu Feng. She pulled back suddenly, her voice growing cold and hard. “But you are trying to use this to steal state secrets of China and take to America.”

“No!” I cried. “I do not work for the American government!”

“Who are you then?” Yu Feng demanded, slapping her palm against the table and making my fake IDs jump. “Who do you work for?”

Looking at Yu Feng’s beautiful but hard expression, I made up my mind to stop lying and tell the truth. After all, I was a high school student, eighteen years old, and I had no business being interrogated by the Chinese Ministry of State Security over an espionage plot. It wasn’t like I was a real spy. That much was true.

“I—“ Before I could say a syllable more, the door behind me unlocked loudly and two uniformed officers entered. They began speaking to Yu Feng in hushed tones.

“Do not say another word to them!” Mrs. Temple said as she blustered into the room behind them. Her high heels clicked on the polished concrete floor, her pale blonde hair bounced against her shoulders, and her plump breasts heaved in the lace-fringed blouse she wore beneath her suit jacket. She jabbed a finger in my direction and addressed Yu Feng angrily, “This woman is an employee of mine and I will not have her slandered with these accusations or treated like a common criminal.”

“This is merely an interview,” said Yu Feng.

“Did they make you sign anything, sweetie?” Mrs. Temple asked, giving my shoulder a reassuring squeeze.

“No,” I said, looking up gratefully at her.

“Good, do not sign anything,” said Mrs. Temple. “They like to force false confessions from people. Don’t let them intimidate you. They have no right to hold you—“

“We have every right to hold this woman,” said Yu Feng, shrugging aside her comrades and approaching Mrs. Temple. She jabbed a long, slender finger into Mrs. Temple’s chest, making her breasts move slightly. “This woman is suspected of technological espionage against the state. We are entitled to hold her for 24 hours without charge. You are not even allowed to be in here!”

Yu Feng shouted at her comrades in Chinese and they grabbed Mrs. Temple by the arms and began to escort her out of the room.

“Don’t sign anything!” She shouted. “I will get you out of here!”

“Please, Mrs. Temple, I don’t know what to do!” I shouted after her, trying to get up from my seat. I was pulled back down by Yu Feng’s hands on my shoulders.

“Who was that woman?” Yu Feng demanded.

“Charlotte Temple,” I said. “She’s my, um, my boyfriend’s mother. I’m with her on a trip.”

“To recruit Dr. Elizabeth Chen?”

I tightened my lips and refused to answer further. Yu Feng chuckled and hooked a finger under my chin.

“Oh, my dear, you will tell me everything before I let you go,” said the woman in the dark uniform. “I will send you to the women’s jail overnight. Such a beautiful American girl like you will attract much attention from the other prisoners. When the lights go out I am sure they will introduce themselves.”

“No,” I cried. “You can’t.”

“Alternative arrangements could be made,” said Yu Feng, toying with the collar of my blouse. “My apartment is not far from here. It is very comfortable and we could…discuss your case thoroughly without worrying about any interruptions.”

I was confused by this approach. I could hardly imagine a government detective in the United States taking a suspect home, but clearly Yu Feng had more latitude in her investigation than an American investigator.

“Do not take too long to consider,” she said, pulling her finger from beneath my chin and stepping back. “I would be happy to take you to the jail. The women there would have so much fun with you, Emily Vinke. I am sure they would not injure you. Severely.”

“I’ll go with you,” I said. Yu Feng smiled and I felt a shiver of cold fear run through me. In that moment, I was sure I had just signed up for being tortured in Yu Feng’s basement.

The car ride from the Ministry of State Security to Yu Feng’s apartment did little to ease my concerns. I rode in handcuffs in the back seat of a sedan with tinted windows. Yu Feng rode beside me, her military-style hat resting in her lap as another woman chauffeured. She said very little, but I watched as she daintily removed her dark gloves from her hands and folded them beneath her hat.

“Do you, um, normally take suspects to your apartment?” I asked, shivering beside her despite the warm air outside the car.

“I do not make it a habit,” she said. “Only those I feel who could use my special attention.”

“Oh,” I said, looking away from her to Beijing in the afternoon. I wished I was in the smoggy streets with the pedestrians, bustling along, maybe stopping for noodles or going shopping for clothes. I should never have come to China with Mrs. Temple. I should be back home, practicing my cheerleading routines and struggling my way through calculus.

Yu Feng’s apartment was surprisingly modest, located in a massive housing tower and with only a single bedroom and one small bathroom. Her demeanor changed as we stepped inside and she shed her jacket and placed it over a chair in the dining nook next to the tiny kitchen. She untied her necktie and unbuttoned the top few buttons of her white blouse.

“Would you like something to drink?” She asked, walking over to the refrigerator. “I have tea, water, and beers.”

“Um, beer?” I said hopefully.

She cracked one open and passed the bottle to me. I’m not much of a judge of beer, but the liquid was cold and it warmed my belly and gave me that familiar rush of pleasure from drinking on an empty stomach. Yu drank her beer quickly, casting sidelong looks in my direction. She finished and set the bottle aside, then sunk down to her knees in front of me. She lowered her head and folded her body in half like someone praying to an idol. Her dark blue skirt stretched tightly over Yu’s small, firm bottom.

“W-what are you doing?” I asked.

“Forgive me for the way I treated you,” she said. She lifted her head from the floor and looked up at me, her body still folded in half. “It is my job to dominate and intimidate. But…it is not my desire.”

Realization sprung inside me in a wave warmer than the alcohol in my tummy. Yu Feng didn’t bring me to her apartment to torture me; she brought me to her apartment because she wanted a domme. It was not something I had much experience in, but as Yu Feng crawled closer and began kissing my shoes, I felt a strange, empowering thrill.

“Do you deserve to be punished?” I asked her, setting my bottle of beer on the counter.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. “Please. I’ve been so cruel to you and the other girls I questioned. Please, punish me.”

Her behavior flipped a switch in my brain. I had certainly been sexually aggressive before, but I never considered myself a dominatrix. Seeing this woman who was threatening me only a few minutes earlier suddenly groveling at my feet inspired a hot rush of desire. I put my foot on her side and pushed her over. She whimpered, her dark hair falling across her pretty face.

“Get up,” I snapped.

“Yes, mistress,” she moaned, her gaze lowered as she stood up and clasped her hands before her.

My anger joined with my lust and I grabbed Yu Feng by hair silky hair and bent her backwards over her counter. She cried out as her feet slipped out and I held her head pinned, her back balanced awkwardly on the edge of the counter, her eyes wide with shock.

“You were a real bitch to me,” I said, grabbing her blouse and pulling it roughly.

The buttons gave out, two popping loose and clattering across the tile floor and the rest parting with the force of my tug. She wore a bra of fine white lace over her tiny breasts, her dark nipples visible through the sheer lace. I ran my hand over them, teasing those hard buds as her taut stomach muscles flexed with exertion in the uncomfortable position.

“I…I know,” she said. “I am sorry, mistress.”

“Mistress Vinke,” I said. “The only thing I am guilty of is being attracted to Elizabeth Chen. Say it.”

“The… the only thing you are guilty of is this… ahhhh…”

She cried out as I ran my hand down from her toned tummy and into her panties. I felt her silky hair and the soft warmth of her mound. I stroked her folds, not surprised they were hot and slick with her arousal. I had suspected she was bringing me home to fuck me, but she evidently liked being treated roughly. I decided to up the stakes.

“Say it!” I said, grabbing her pussy roughly and squeezing.

“Ahhh! You are only guilty of l-lust, Mistress Vinke!”

“For a mean bitch like you?” I pulled my fingers from her panties and thrust them into her face. I growled, “Suck them.”

“Mmmmm, yes, Mistress Vinke,” she murmured. She played at being reluctant, at acting forced to suck her juices from my fingers, but once my fingers were in her mouth she looked up at me with her dark brown eyes and slurped wantonly at my two middle digits.

She moaned around my fingers and I worked them in and out of her mouth, feeling the warmth and the wetness, her tongue curling around and between my fingers. Her eyes welled with tears as I forced my fingers to the back of her throat. I noticed that despite the discomfort she did not gag. Either she was born with no gag reflex or she had trained herself. Judging by her extreme eagerness, she had played these masochistic games before. That realization entitled me to play rougher.

“Stand up straight,” I commanded, taking a step back from her.

She stood up and lowered her gaze submissively again. I wiped my spit-soaked fingers on her skirt.

“Undress,” I said. “Show me your body.”

She pretended to be shy and I snapped at her, “Now!”

With a whimper, she unbuckled her tiny bra and revealed the little mounds of her breasts with her small brown areolas and the dark buds of her nipples. She had faint scars crisscrossing her breasts that suggested someone had played very roughly with Yu. I was feeling invigorated by the idea of taking out my frustration on the beautiful older woman, but I could not imagine leaving scars. I wanted what I did to hurt, but I didn’t want to hurt her.

Despite her coy act, Yu knew how to show off her body. She turned away from me and arched her back, thrusting her small, round bottom in my direction as she peeled her skirt down from her slender hips. She was wearing plain white cotton underwear that clung to the pale golden peach of her bottom. Her ass was little and fantastic.

Funny to think I wouldn’t have given it a second glance a few weeks ago, but now that I had awakened my lesbian attraction, I was practically drooling as she slid her panties down her toned thighs. She was leaned forward indecently, her tight brown asshole revealed and her brown cuntlips slightly parted to reveal a glistening sliver of her inner pink.

“Where should I begin?” I asked myself, sliding my fingertips up the back of her thigh to tease them across her firm cheeks. She moaned and stretched her body out across the counter, giving me an even juicier view of her lower half. It was clear she wanted something from me, whether pleasure or pain, so I decided to deny her. I snapped, “No. Turn around and get on your knees. You don’t deserve to be punished until you prove you’re sorry for how you behaved.”

I’ll admit, I was getting turned on by watching this woman I had hated suddenly so obedient to me. It made me think of all the ways I would love to torture Olivia Temple for what she had made me do.

Yu Feng turned and dropped to her knees. If she was disappointed, she hid it well. I held up my one foot and commanded her, “Take off my shoes.”

She slid them off my feet, one after the other, and then kissed my stocking-clad toes. I wiggled them through the silk stockings and pushed several toes into Yu’s mouth. She moaned and sucked at my foot through the delicate fabric. The warmth of her mouth soothed my toes after being pinched in my pumps. The stockings I’d picked out to entice Elizabeth Chen. I lifted my skirt and let her see my panty-covered mound visible through a sheer panel on my naughty underwear. The panties were a gift from Mrs. Temple and they fit me perfectly.

“You are so beautiful, Mistress Vinke,” whispered Yu as she kissed my legs and moved between my thighs.

I cradled the back of her head and murmured, “Show your appreciation. Apologize to my little cunt.”

Her lips parted and revealed the slightest hint of a smile. I leaned my shoulders back and watched, guiding her to my steamy pussy as her pink tongue teased my folds. I sucked in a breath as her tongue met my clit. She circled my tender bud with precise licks, pausing every few to kiss my clit and lap at my tender slit. I sighed with pleasure, warmth radiating up and to my core. Yu Feng was not amateur at pleasuring a pussy. The more she enticed me, the more of her tongue and lips she involved until she was nuzzling against my cunt and battering my clit with swirling licks.

“Ohhhhhh, yes, I’m getting some…oooohhh…definite remorse,” I sighed, my pleasure building and tightening in my tummy.

Her practiced hands caressed from my knees up my legs to my hips. She reached around me, squeezing and massaging my ass and pulling me against her face. We established a mutual rhythm of thrusting, nuzzling, and licking in which I used her pretty face and she worshipped my teenage pussy. Her moans of lust grew louder when I combed my fingers into her dark hair and pulled roughly at her, reminding her that I was in charge and she was being punished.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Don’t stop. Apologize. Apologize to my pussy…ahhhhhh…apologize to that pussy!”

“Nnnnnmmnnnnnn!” It was all she could managed, smothered by my pussy and slathered with my copious nectar.

She cried out, her masochistic, submissive lust vibrating into my buzzing cunt. I rode her face, cumming hard on her eager tongue, heedless of her comfort or even her ability to breathe. I smothered her and soaked her with my girl cum. I force-fed her with my orgasm. My ass tightened and my legs flexed as I used her every bit as roughly as Mrs. Temple or her daughter had ever used me.

When I was finished I shoved her away and she fell back onto the parquet floor. She gasped, wiping my nectar from her chin, and I fell upon her, kissing her lips and tasting myself there. I thrust two and then three fingers roughly into Yu Feng’s slick cunt.

“I’m going to punish you now,” I said. “I know you deserve it.”

“Yessss,” she moaned against my lips.

I kissed her savagely, yanking her hair and forcing her to arch her body beneath me. I kissed her long, slender neck down to her tiny tits, sucking hard at her nipples and teasing them with slashes of my teeth that elicited cries of pain. I kissed lower, bit her inner thigh, and then denied her the pleasure of my tongue on her dark-tufted cunt.

I released her hair and rolled her roughly over, smacking her thighs and then delivering a series of rapid swats to her firm bottom. She jerked her head up and cried out each time my hand landed another stinging impact on the firm globes of her ass. I spit lewdly into her crack and rubbed a fingertip at her asshole as I smacked and squeezed her ass with my other hand.

“Ohhhhh, Mistress Vinke,” she cried. “It hurtssssss!”

“It’s supposed to hurt,” I laughed, swatting her so hard that it actually began to hurt my hand. As I continued to punish her reddening cheeks, I screwed two fingers into her tight asshole. She moaned as her ass was violated.

“Oh, please, not there,” she cried.

I did not relent, roughly fucking her ass with two and then three fingers. Her head dropped to the floor and she surrendered to the humiliating finger-fucking I was giving her tight ass. When I pulled my fingers out of her asshole I made sure to thrust them into her mouth, nearly gagging her and earning a whimper of submission.

“Bring me a spoon,” I told her. “Something big. With a nice big handle.”

“Y-yes, Mistress Vinke,” she moaned. She crawled across her tiled kitchen and slid open a drawer. She fetched a spoon with a lacquered handled as thick as my index finger. I grabbed hold of it and used the spoon portion to smack her ass several more times.

I climbed atop Yu Feng’s pretty face, straddling her mouth and lowering my cunt to her obedient tongue. My firm ass covered her and she was just as eager to service my asshole as my cunt. As she pleasured me, I began to smack her clit and pussy with the spoon. I was careful not to really hurt her, but I enjoyed the way she jerked and whimpered with each impact. It only seemed to drive her efforts to pleasure me with her tongue.

“I think you have suffered enough,” I said, rolling my hips and fucking against her face. “Time to reward you with a little pleasure.”

I began to rub the handle of the spoon against the hot seam of her pussy. She moaned against my pussy and tilted her hips to offer me her slick hole. I gently worked the handle of the spoon into her, sinking it deep into her clenching cunt until my fingers on the handle met her clit. I made sure to mash my fingers against her sensitive bud before working the handle back out.

“Mmmmmm, yessss,” I heard her cry from beneath me.

“You like to get fucked, don’t you?” I laughed and began to stir the handle of the spoon into her tight cunt. I worked it in and out, grazing my fingers against her clit with every thrust.

“Mmmmm!” Yu cried beneath me, bucking her hips as much as possible beneath me and fucking herself with the spoon’s handle. I leaned over her, lifting the weight of my ass a bit from her face so that I could strum her clit with one hand and fuck her forcefully with the spoon with the other. Her cries of pleasure grew louder and louder. She grabbed hold of my ass with both hands, lifting her head and burying her tongue in my pussy and her nose in my crack. She stifled her on wails of pleasure, cumming as she tongue-fucked my soaking slit, fucking against the spoon’s handle.

Her submissive ecstasy drove me over my own cliff and I gasped with pleasure, joining her muffled cries with my high-pitched song. My climax rippled through me and my pussy clutched at her tongue as I plundered her with the spoon’s handle. We essentially came together and we finished in almost the same instant. I slid off her face and rolled onto the floor beside her.

“Oh, Yu,” I laughed, stroking her hair and kissing her cum-smeared lips. “You’ve been so bad, I think it might take the rest of the day to punish you completely.”

“Very bad,” she agreed. “I deserve it all.”

“Then you can release me,” I said, tightening my grip on her hair and gazing into her eyes.

“After I have been punished,” she agreed.

I smiled and kissed her again, the sweetness of my cum on her lips as her mouth opened and her tongue met mine. I would have to punish her very thoroughly before I was satisfied that Yu Feng had received what she deserved.


Without Charges

“Under the circumstances,” said Yu Feng in the lobby of the Ministry of State Security, “it would be best if Miss Vinke left the country immediately.”

Mrs. Temple pulled me against the comforting warmth of her breast, looking angrily past me at the beautiful security officer.

“This is an outrage,” said Mrs. Temple. “She is still in high school and her here on legitimate business. I intend to take this up with the consulate and file a formal complaint.”

“That is your right,” said Yu Feng. “As it would be my right to bring you both in for further questioning.”

A smile played at my lips as I imagined Mrs. Temple helping me to punish Yu Feng in her tiny apartment. Though the idea held a certain appeal, after the wild things I had endured during my trip to China, I was eager to return home and renew my steamy relationship with Mrs. Temple.

“We’ll be leaving,” said Mrs. Temple. She took my hand and pulled me towards the guarded double doors of the lobby. I cast a last glance over my shoulder and smiled at Yu Feng. Her expression betrayed no emotion until I had almost reached the door. She winked at me and partially opened her mouth in a smile. The playful gesture was at odd with her military-style uniform and the Brutalist grandeur of the Ministry of State Security’s lobby.

Mrs. Temple yanked me out of the lobby and into the early morning air. It was hot and smoggy outside. A car was waiting to drive us back to the hotel.

“Oh, Emily, I’m so sorry,” said Mrs. Temple, hugging me tightly once we were safely in the back seat. “I never should have…it’s all my fault. I never should have put you in that position.”

“I’m okay,” I said, but squeezed her tightly in return and had to fight to hold back tears. Although things had ended well thanks to the unexpected turn with Yu Feng, there had been times during my earlier questioning that I had been near the brink of total despair. If I had been confronted by a different interrogator I might have signed one of those confessions that Mrs. Temple had warned me not to sign.

“I’m so proud of you though, Emily,” she said and she smacked a kiss on my lips before hugging me again. “You are an amazing young woman. Not a lot of people would have been able to walk out of that situation. They know about our efforts with Dr. Chen. What did you say to convince them to release you?”

“I took charge of the conversation,” I said, smiling at Mrs. Temple. “She came after me like a real bitch and so I gave it right back to her.”

“I bet that would have been something to see,” laughed Mrs. Temple.

“Oh, I wish you’d been there,” I said, falling into her arms again, this time to share a passionate kiss. Her mouth was as sweet and inviting as I remembered; her body warm and soft and exciting. Her hand stroked from my back down to my ass, fondling and squeezing as our tongues fought back and forth. I wanted more. I wanted to tear open her dress and suck on her amazing big breasts. I wanted to turn her over and stuff my tongue into her plush rear. I wanted to serve her and pleasure her the way I had made Yu Feng serve me.

Instead, she pulled back and cleared her throat. A flick of her eyes in the direction of the driver let me know what we were being watched. The exhibitionist in me wanted to carry on with Mrs. Temple. I had the sense to stop myself. I sat back beside Mrs. Temple, casting a conspiratorial glance in her direction. She took my hand and squeezed.

“We’ll have plenty of time to catch up on the flight home,” she whispered.

“Are we leaving tonight?”

“No,” said Mrs. Temple. “Because you were taken in for questioning, I delayed Dr. Chen’s defection. She will be leaving with tomorrow. For some reason Olivia said she wanted to speak with you tonight.”

“Oh?” I nervously curled a lock of hair behind my ear. Olivia liked to torture me with threats of revealing my affair with her to her mother and my affair with her mother to her brother.

“What’s that about?” Mrs. Temple asked. “She usually doesn’t take much interest in Luke’s girlfriends.”

“And he’s had so many,” I said honestly.

“Well, he seems pretty into you,” said Mrs. Temple. “But watch out for Olivia. She can be real trouble.”

“I just handled an interrogation by the Chinese security forces,” I said, flashing her a confident smile. “I’m sure I can handle your daughter.”

“Fair point,” she said. “You are a bit of a badass, Emily.”

“Thank you,” I said, bowing in the seat.

Although I feigned confidence, the thought of facing Olivia after our last run-in was less than exciting. The fact that she was edging closer and closer to telling her mother something was not lost on me either. Had I really toughened up thanks to my experience with Yu Feng or was I going to crumble the moment Olivia had me in her hotel room?

“I might just take a nap,” I murmured.

“Not a bad idea,” said Mrs. Temple. “I’ll be busy working things out with Dr. Chen and the private jet company.”

Returning to the hotel felt a bit like returning to the scene of my abduction. I relived the cold fear of answering the door and being taken in for questioning by Yu Feng. I threw the dead bolt and did not plan to answer the door for anyone other than Mrs. Temple for the next few hours.

I undressed, started the hot water in the bathtub, dropped in a bath bomb, and settled in for a long bath in the whirlpool tub. While I was soaking in citrus-scented water, I caught up on my voice mails and text messages. Luke had left me quite a few, including an image of his cock in his hand as he stood naked and sweaty in the locker room. This was followed by several messages wondering why I hadn’t responded to his dick pic and various jokey questions about the hot Chinese studs I was hooking up with.

I grinned as I read his texts. I cleared away the suds from the surface of the water and let my breasts and puffy brown nipples crest through the water. I cleared more suds from above my mound, but kept that much of me underwater. Luke was a good guy, but he was still a guy, and I would not have been surprised if he shared my nude pics with some of his buddies. I snapped some photos and sent them to him with the message, “Soaking in the tub after getting railed all night by huge-dicked Chinese guys.”

I was still laughing about the message and waiting for his response when there was a loud knock at my room door. My heart jumped in my chest. Was it Yu Feng? The police? I slid lower in the tub, almost submerged completely in the bubbling water.

“I know you’re in there,” shouted Olivia Temple through the door. “Open up and quit trying to avoid me.”

The last thing I wanted was a face-to-face with Olivia while I was still recovering from my interrogation and wild night with Yu Feng. Olivia pounded again and said something about how she had no intention of going away. I sighed and slid out of the tub, my naked body glistening with the soapy water. I wrapped myself in a fluffy towel and made my way to the door. She banged again, her knocks seeming as loud as gunshots in the quiet of the hotel room.

I took a deep breath and opened the door only so far as the chain lock would allow.

“I’m sort of busy,” I said, smiling at Olivia. “What’s up?”

“Are you serious with this?” She said, flicking the chain with her fingertip. “Let me in. I thought you would be thanking me for how I handled things for you with that twerp at security at—“

“I got hauled in by the Ministry of State Security,” I said. “Questioned overnight. They released me a few hours ago. Now, could you please leave me alone so I can get some rest?”

“So you’re a real bad girl,” she said, obviously not taking the rather explicit hint. “I like bad girls. They like getting into trouble. And they need to be punished sometimes.”

“Definitely not in the mood for that,” I sighed.

“Well, I’m not interested in your moods. You owe me after all I’ve done for you. All those times I could have told Luke about you and my mother. So let me in.”

“You know what?” My smile was an angry smile; what my bestie Alicia liked to call a bitch smile. I closed the door and slid open the chain lock and opened up again. “Come on in, Olivia. Let’s have some fun.”

“That’s the spirit,” she said, sauntering into my room as I stepped back from the door. She glanced at me with my curves squeezed into the hotel towel. “Nice outfit, by the way.”

Olivia was wearing wildly patterned Capri pants that might have been modest except they were far too tight on her big, juicy ass. She was wearing a dark blouse that showed off her large breasts and hid the softness of her midsection. She was a blonde like her mother and looked like a younger version of Mrs. Temple, but college had made Olivia soft by comparison. I followed her across my suite as she walked to the bar and took out a bottle of champagne from the refrigerator.

“Do you mind?” She asked, holding the bottle out to me.

“What are we celebrating?” I asked.

“Oh, whatever. Mother’s business credit card, I suppose.” She leaned past me to fetch two wine glasses from the cabinet over the refrigerator.

I set the champagne bottle aside. I let the towel drop, which caught her attention, and grabbed a handful of her hair, which made her blue eyes widen.

“What the fuck do you think—AH!” I yanked her head back and kissed her neck. I roughly fondled her breast with my free hand as I sucked at Olivia’s slender neck hard enough to make a little red mark. I pulled back, my eyes fierce as I gazed at her, still holding her by her hair but relaxing my grip enough that she could lift her head up. She gasped, “What do you think you’re doing?”

“I think I’m tired of being pushed around by you,” I said. “I’m tired of being threatened and forced into situations against my will. You can go ahead and tell Luke everything. Let him know what I’m doing with your mother. Go ahead. But right now, here, I am going to punish your fat ass.”

“My what!?” She cried, her outrage clearly spiking.

Before she could reply, I turned her around and shoved her over the bar top. I grabbed the back of her Capri pants and yanked them down, her creamy ass jiggling and her panties peeling down from her cheeks. I pulled until her pants were around her knees and then I began to spank her. Each blow landed with a loud swat that echoed in the high-ceilinged hotel room and recalled the sound of me punishing Yu Feng’s tight little ass. I never considered myself a domme, but I was getting a real thrill out of spanking Olivia, making her cry out in shock and watching her big ass jiggle and turn red.

“Owwww! Stop it, you bitch!” She cried, trying to push herself upright. I shoved her back down over the bar.

“You’ve been torturing me ever since we met!” I shouted over the loud clap of my hand. “You’re mother is an incredible woman and your brother is the sweetest boy I’ve ever dated, but you are a real bitch, Olivia.”

“I’ll make you - AAAH! – make you pay for this!” She whined, her ass covered in red handprints and her thighs quaking each time I brought my hand down on her warm flesh with a whip crack impact.

“You’ll cum for me first,” I said and I clapped my hand on her shaved pussy just hard enough to make her think I was spanking it. Instead, I rubbed at her hot folds, not surprised to feel the slickness of her little pussy. I dipped a finger into her cove and she sucked in a breath. I leaned over her, kissing her shoulder and neck from behind as I began to fuck her with two fingers. “Maybe if you ask nicely, I’ll eat it.”

“You slut,” she gasped. “I’m not going to ask for anything! I’m going to… ahhhhh… ohhhh stop it! Not so rough!”

“You don’t like three fingers?” I asked, plunging them in and out of her tight pussy, feeling her slick walls flutter around my digits. “how about four?”

I pushed four fingers into her tight hole, eliciting a shocked cry and a long wail that might have been the word “no” somehow extended to about thirty syllables. I let her lift her head up as she howled. She pushed back against my fingers and I could feel it in her clutching walls and see it in the rhythmic clenching of her pale pink asshole. She was cumming for me. She was cumming and it took her nearly  a minute to stop.

I slowly eased back my thrusting and withdrew my fingers from her stretched pussy. I released her and took a step back. Olivia, whimpering, slid to the floor and collapsed into a panting puddle next to the bar. I chuckled at her. After what seemed like a very long time, she lifted her head up and looked at me.

“You slut,” she rasped.

“You loved it,” I replied, pushing her hip with my bare foot and rolling her over onto her back. She flopped her limbs, her plump tits swaying and shifting as she settled into place and gazed up at me, her thighs apart and her blushing cunt practically steaming.

She stared up at me and I could see the lust in those blue eyes. She said something so softly it was almost inaudible.

“Louder,” I said. “Say it again.”

“Sit on me,” she said. “Sit on my face.”

“Take off your clothes first,” I commanded.

She obeyed me so eagerly I thought she might rip the buttons of her blouse. She shed her pants and panties completely, pulled off her blouse, and unbuckled her bra.

“Good.”

I grinned as I stepped over her. She stared up at my slick pussy, watching me turn around and pose my muscular bubble butt above her face. I squatted over her, giving her a raunchy view of everything as my toned ass descended onto Olivia’s pretty face. I was surprised as she grabbed me and pulled me down, dropping my full weight against her face and smothering herself with my ass.

“Ah!” I cried, shifting onto my knees, but she had already given in to her lust. She embraced me around my ass, hugging it against her face as she lapped greedily at my cunt. The eagerness was so much like Yu Feng’s that I almost had a flashback. Her arms, pulling me down, encouraged me to ride back against her tongue and treat her roughly.

“Mmmmmmmm!” She moaned against my pussy, her lust vibrating against my cunt.

Olivia’s tongue slithered all over my dewy folds, slipping past them into my clenching cunt, only to lash my clit over and over as I rode my cunt against her lips and chin. I covered her jiggling tits with my hands, my fingers pressing into that soft flesh and her nipple jutting against my palms. I rocked my haunches and slid my hot pussy over her chin and back up to her nose again and again, bathing her in my juices as she pleasured my pussy.

“Yessss, suck it now,” I cried, feeling my orgasm welling. I pushed down with my ass in her face and she latched her lips to my clit, sucking obediently as I pinched and twisted her pink nipples. Her cries of pain only added to the intensity of my orgasm as it rippled from my clit to my core. I rode her tongue until I had spent every bit of my pleasure. Then I dismounted slowly from her face and rose to my feet.

“I’m not done with you,” she said, reaching for me.

I stepped out of her reach, glaring at her as I said, “You are done. Go back to your room, Olivia. I have bigger problems than your empty threats.”

She pulled herself up on the stool beside the bar and looked at me with her eyes dark with anger, her face flushed with arousal, and her lips and chin glistening with my cum.

“This isn’t over, Emily,” she growled, picking up her discarded clothing.

“It is for today,” I said, tossing her bra at her face.

She pulled on her clothes and stormed out of my room. I opened the bottle of champagne and poured myself a glass, letting the sweet, bubbly wine overflow my mouth and drip down my breasts.

Time to finish that bath.


Getaway

“Everything okay?”

Mrs. Temple almost whispered the question in my ear. We were sitting beside each other in the small but comfortable interior of the private jet she had chartered to return us to California. I was staring out the window at the predawn tarmac and imagining myself in shackles being loaded into the creepy Chinese prisoner bus parked near our aircraft. There were several other police and Ministry of State Security vehicles idling nearby. My stricken reflection in the glass of the window was layered over the lights and movement on the airport tarmac.

The familiar smell of Mrs. Temple’s perfume tickled my nostrils and the warmth of her breath caressed my neck. She was a comforting presence, but it wasn’t enough to offset my nerves.

“Emily,” she said and repeated the question, “everything okay?”

“I’m fine,” I lied, forcing a smile onto my face as I turned to face her. “Just wondering if we’re going to make it out of here safely.”

“They’re not going to find anything,” murmured Mrs. Temple. She took hold of my hands and squeezed them tightly in hers. “I handled everything.”

Uniformed officers from the Ministry of State Security were crowding into the plane with us, opening every possibly compartment and tossing the contents into the aisle. Yu Feng was overseeing the search, barking orders at the men in their crisp uniforms and forcing them to dump out the contents of our suitcases as if Dr. Chen might be hiding inside a bottle of shampoo.

After more than an hour of searching, Yu Feng waved the last of her officers off the plane and approached us with an angry scowl on her face.

“Where is she, Mrs. Temple?”

“Who are you referring to again?” Mrs. Temple asked, playing with her hair as if she were hardly paying attention to Inspector Feng.

“You know I am referring to Doctor Elizabeth Chen,” said Yu Feng, leaning towards. “She is not at her place of work, she is not at her apartment, and her cellular phone was discovered abandoned on a train near Chengdu.”

“Oh, my,” said Mrs. Temple, “I hope she finds her phone. I sleep with mine. I can’t imagine losing it.”

“Where is she?” Yu Feng asked again.

“Not here,” said Mrs. Temple. “I’m sorry. Beyond that, I do not know.”

Yu Feng met my gaze. For a moment her frustration turned into a twinkle of desire. Then her lips tightened into a frown.

“Very well,” she said. “If she is not found in 48 hours, I will be reaching out to you and your employer. You might find it difficult to return to China, let alone do business here.”

“I’m sure everything will be fine,” said Mrs. Temple.

Yu Feng shot a last glare in my direction before storming off the plane. I waited until I could see the vehicles pulling away across the tarmac before I said anything else to Mrs. Temple. When the last of the taillights had disappeared around the hangars used for private aircraft, I let out the breath I did not realize I had been holding.

“Where is she?” I asked, turning to Mrs. Temple. “I thought you said Dr. Chen was going to be on this flight?”

“Other arrangements were made,” said Mrs. Temple, embracing me and stroking a lock of hair from my face. “Oh, sweetie, I’m sorry if it scared you. I sent her to the United States hours ago. She flew on a cargo plane registered as a package.”

“You… you mailed her in a box?” I said, trying to picture the beautiful biologist squeezed into a carboard box.

“Oh, my, no,” chuckled Mrs. Temple. “It was only a matter of registration. She was dressed as a member of the aircrew for the cargo plane. The Chinese customs inspected the cargo, but did not bother to interrogate the aircrew.”

“So she’s safe,” I said, feeling some of the tension drain from my body.

“We’re all safe,” said Mrs. Temple. “Trust me, Emily. Things got out of hand on this trip, but I would never place you in any real danger. Had the inspector arrested us today in a fit of pique I have very powerful attorneys and friends in the consulate. Even Chinese officials can be pressured.”

For the first time in more than three days I truly relaxed. I leaned my head on Mrs. Temple’s shoulder as the whine of the jet’s engines pitched higher and we began to roll towards the runway. Olivia had taken a separate commercial flight, so she wasn’t even around to remind me that she was probably going to get revenge on me for the way I had treated her in the hotel.

I was so tired that I slept most of the flight back to California with my head against Mrs. Temple and my drool soaking into her jacket. She finally woke me up as the early morning sunlight was breaking through the clouds just off the Pacific coast. The rocky coastline and soft golden beaches came into view, sliding quickly beneath us as we made our final approach towards the private airport in Peach Valley.

A limousine and driver were waiting to take us wherever we wanted.

“You can go home if you’d like,” said Mrs. Temple. “But I had another idea.”

“What day is it?” I asked, still rubbing sleep from my eyes as the limousine pulled away from the airport.

“Saturday,” said Mrs. Temple. “And it’s going to be a warm one according to the forecast. Valerie Pryce has lent me one of her yachts for the week. I thought it might be nice to take it out today and relax a little after everything that has happened.”

I really wanted to go home and give my mom a big hug after the week I had in China. That homesickness was no match for the idea of lounging on some mega yacht owned by Valerie Pryce and recovering with my boyfriend’s gorgeous mom from our nerve-wracking trip together.

“Let’s go to the boat,” I said, stretching on the seat beside her. “Although I didn’t bring my bathing suit.”

“Sweetie,” she chuckled, looking at me stretched out with my teenage tits pressing at the sweater I had worn on the plane, “you won’t need to wear anything at all.”


Pleasant Surprises

Mrs. Temple had a bathing suit. Oh my word, did the beautiful, busty, hardbodied blonde mom having one hell of a bathing suit.

She was wearing one of those monokinis that look like someone stretched a sleek red halter top down to her mound. The strips of red fabric hung on her neck and were just wide enough to cover her stiff nipples and areolas, leaving both sides of her gold-tanned breasts exposed. The strips came together in a V that was taut against her mound as she stretched her long legs on the sun-warmed deck chair. I’d seen the back of the suit as she strutted across the yacht’s upper deck and I knew it barely covered her incredible ass. Not quite a thong, but so small her firm, round cheeks seemed to burst through it.

“You can take the towel off,” she said, the sun reflecting bright white in the lenses of her shades. “Nobody can see us here on the upper deck.”

“Right,” I said, still feeling nervous as I sat on the edge of my own deck chair with the towel wrapped around my body. My hair was still wet from the shower I had taken and I could feel the water dripping down my back and tickling against my ass. Mrs. Temple turned her head and I knew she was watching me.

I wondered again why I felt so nervous, it’s not like she had never seen her naked before. Was it because she was so perfect and beautiful? No, I might not have had Mrs. Temple’s mature curves, but I had enough self esteem to know I was pretty hot. It was something more than that. Not trepidation because of the complexities of our relationship. I mean, yeah, I was fucking her son and her daughter and keeping one of those relationships secret from her, but it wasn’t that either.

It was the trip. That short but intense adventure in China had exposed me to new desires and a world that I had scarcely imagined as a cheerleader on the sidelines of my boyfriend’s football games in Peach Valley. 

I wasn’t going to say that I had fallen in love with Dr. Elizabeth Chen during our hot night together, but I had fallen in something with her. She had excited me and she had taken me seriously. Even the degradation of what Olivia had put me through pleasuring the head of security had left its mark. I wasn’t the same person I had been when I had left for China. I had some small understanding of what it meant to be a spy, to use your body to complete a mission, and it was exciting and terrible at the same time.

“I’m just… this trip was a lot,” I said, holding the towel with one hand over my pert breasts.

Mrs. Temple sat up, her bathing suit like a rubber band I kept waiting to snap and reveal her curvy body. She took off her sunglasses and set them on the table beside her deck chair. Then she looked at me with those big green eyes that had seduced me the day I met her. She seemed to stare past my defenses and into the core of who I was.

“It’s alright,” she said softly, her voice almost lost to the lapping of the waves against the yacht. “Keep the towel if you want, Emily. I know you have been through a lot. You’ve done a lot for me. For Valerie Pryce. That won’t go unnoticed.”

“W-what do you mean?” I asked.

She reached across the space between our deck chairs, her body sweet with the smell of the lotion she was wearing and her skin warmed by the sun as it made contact with my damp shoulder. Her breasts squeezed against my arm and her lips were against my ear.

“Valerie said she will take care of you for what you did to bring Dr. Chen to her side,” whispered Mrs. Temple. “That could mean whatever you wanted. She has taken care of a lot of young women she thought were promising. You could work in one of her labs, go to college with a scholarship from her fund, or you could stay here and work with me.”

She kissed my neck and shoulder and I shivered with excitement.

“I…I want to finish school,” I said and then added, stupidly, “I have a job already.”

“The Dairy Freeze,” she chuckled.

“Y-yeah,” I said, shivering again. “B-but…after…after that…ohhh…”

She was unwinding the towel from beneath my hands, freeing my pert teenage breasts and my arched back as I sat upright on my deck chair. The towel dropped away, the sun kissing my tan-lined mounds and my stiff brown nipples.

“Whenever you’re ready,” she murmured, kissing lower on my back, between my shoulder blades and down my spine.

“Mrs. Temple,” I gasped as she pulled the towel away from my body entirely.

“Yes?” She asked, stroking my hips and lifting her lips from my lower back.

“Not, um, not from behind,” I said, letting my desire take over. “Not like that. I want to see you.”

“Oh, you are too sweet,” she said, moving out of her chair and pushing me gently back into mine.

Then she was on me and I was hers. Not just at her mercy, not just prey like I too often was with Olivia, but hers, belonging to her flesh and blood and heart. My eyes were heavy with lust as I looked up at her. She had pulled her blond hair back into a low ponytail and she was backlit by the sun, her face mostly in darkness, but her green eyes somehow still sparkling.

Her body was so warm and exciting as she stretched out atop me, the chair creaking softly beneath our weight. I parted my slender legs and wrapped them around her, drawing her against my naked body, feeling her strength in her legs and the way her thigh brushed against my bare sex. I sucked in a breath and she stole that moment to kiss me.

She lay fully atop me, her breasts squeezing down against my smaller mounds, and she kissed me lazily. Our lips met and the passion exploded between us. The kiss was only lazy for that first moment and then our lips parted and our tongues met in mutual desire. I reached up to stroke her arms and then her back, I kissed her and moaned against those soft lips of hers as I began to squirm my hips and grind my pussy against her thigh.

“Ohhh, Mrs. Temple,” I gasped against her lips. “I feel as if I barely saw you on that trip. I…wanted to be with you the whole time.”

“Emily,” she gasped, stroking a wet strand of hair from my face, “oh, sweetie, I know I asked too much. Can you forgive me?”

I answered her with another kiss, my tongue thrusting into her hot, sweet moth, my hands on the firm globes of her ass. I squeezed them and pulled her against my increasingly aching pussy. She moaned against my lips, greeting me in kind and working her hips to move her bathing suit covered cunt against my leg. Our movements became more purposeful, guided less by lust than by pleasure, mutually building as our bodies pressed together.

“I want to make you cum,” she gasped, her lips against mine.

“I want to cum together,” I cried against her lips.

She shifted her weight atop me and thrust a hand between us. I did the same, stroking down her dangling breasts straining at the front of her bathing suit and down to her pussy so warm and aroused I could feel her heat radiating through the fabric. Her fingers found my clit just as I pulled her bathing suit aside. We moaned together and our eyes met.

“Ohhhhhhh,” I cried as she thrust her two middle fingers into the hot, slick folds of my pussy and pressed the meat of her palm forcefully against my clit.

“Yessss,” she hissed as I managed to work her bathing suit aside and began to frig her fat clit.

We kissed again, at war with our hands, battling to make the other cum first as our tongues met and the heat of our desire mingled in that swirling embrace. She pumped her fingers into my clutching teenage pussy, my folds spread and her palm spanking against my clit with every well-lubed thrust. I returned the favor with my fingertips, surrounding and pressing against her straining bud. Her cries of pleasure against my lips told me I was edging into the lead.

“You think you can…oooohh…win that way?” She laughed, breaking our kiss. “I’ll make you cum first.”

“Ahhhhh!” I cried as she began fucking me hard and fast with her fingers. She leaned up, her tits jiggling in her monokini as she pumped two fingers in and out of my channel. It wasn’t the fingers thrusting into me that were driving me wild, though those felt quite nice, it was the forceful impact of her soft palm against my clit with each thrust. I arched beneath her and she pinned my free hand down over my head.

She had me on the edge and she knew it. A smug smile spread on her face and she whispered, “Go on then, cum for me. Don’t fight it.”

“Ohhhhhh fuck,” I cried, surrendering to the pleasure. “Ohhhhh, Mrs. Temple…”

My fingers slipped away from her clit, my pleasure rising to dominate my mind. I gripped the edge of the chair and bucked my hips, fucking against her fingers. She gazed down at me with those intense green eyes. She gloated as she made me cum. I whimpered and bucked as pleasure burst from my clit and radiated into my core. My honeyed walls gripped at her thrusting fingers and pleasure jolted to the tight buds of my nipples.

“Yes, don’t stop,” she said. “You have more. Give it all to me.”

“Ohhhhhhhh! Ahh!” She was right, damn her. Those long, skilled fingers found a spot deep inside me, curling against it and pressing just so to drive me to a second orgasm within the first. For all I had learned in my explorations of the past few weeks, for all I had submitted to this new life, she was still the master of my body. She did not relent until my two orgasms converged into a third and my pleasure was spent bucking beneath her and against her on the deck chair.

“That’s a good girl,” she said, laughing as she leaned down to kiss me. “If it’s a competition, you know I’ll win, Emily. I’ve had a lot more practice.”

“I almost, mmmmmm, had you,” I answered, giving in to her kiss.

“I let you think so,” she murmured. “But now I think it’s only fair if I let you win.”

“Good,” I said, breaking the kiss and pushing her shoulders away. “I’m not stopping until I’ve made you cum more.”

“Oh, so the competition is back on!” She laughed as she rolled off of me and onto her feet.

I sat up quickly on the deck chair, grabbing her by her shapely hips and pulling her closer again.

“You may have more practice,” I said, looking up at her over the mounds of her breasts, “but I do know what you like.”

Her eyes widened for a moment as I forcefully turned her around. I hooked two fingers into the back of her bathing suit threaded between her firm, round ass cheeks and pulled the fabric from her crack. I moaned as I thrust my face into that warm valley and ran my tongue over the tensing, velvet wrinkle of Mrs. Temple’s pink anus.

She moaned loudly and with relish as she realized what I was doing. She gripped the back of the deck chair, leaning over a bit and giving me even more access to her warm crack. I rimmed her hole, doing what I knew she liked and I what I had come to enjoy as well. My tongue circled that delicate divot and I worked the tip inside her ass. She moaned louder, pushing her firm cheeks against my face. As I tongue-fucked her hole, I reached fingers between her thighs and began to massage her pussy.

I pulled my tongue from her tight pucker and clapped both hands on her luscious ass. She cried out with delight and I pressed my face between her thighs from behind. She bent forward even more, giving my tongue every advantage as I devoured the sweet fruit of her cunt. I thrust my tongue into that warm channel and rubbed at her clit.

She rested a hand on the back of my head, holding me there, but still surrendering control to my greedy tongue. It was not long before she was cumming, bucking her hips and smearing her sweet juice against my face. I drank every drip that did not spill down my chin, swallowing her nectar and licking her deep as I continued to rub at her clit.

It was only the beginning for her.

I retreated from my assault on her lewdly dripping folds to drag her down to the deck chair and climb atop her. My kiss was flavored with her cum and she shared it eagerly. She moaned my name against my lips, but I could barely hear her. I felt like a werewolf transformed for by my bloodlust as I roughly yanked aside the front of her bathing suit, freeing her heaving breasts. She cried out in shock as I sucked and nipped at her fat pink nipples. I looked up at her, wild with hunger, slurping and tonguing her fat nipples with relish as my hand once more thrust between her thighs.

I savored her soft breasts, I smothered myself with them, but it was only a diversion on my journey back between her thighs. I pushed her legs up to my shoulders and descended once more to her blushing pussy. I slurped and sucked at her folds. I battered her clit with my tongue. Her nectar trickled down her crack and I teased a finger at her asshole, rubbing it around and around as I clamped my lips to her clit and sucked. I was relentless, driving her to a second, third, and fourth orgasm.

She bucked and writhed on the deck chair. She tried to escape me, but I was an insatiable beast. When her fighting grew too intense I tamed her by returning my tongue to her asshole, licking it and looking up at her as I strummed her clit. A fifth orgasm. A sixth. The sun burned above us as I exhausted her and left Mrs. Temple a quivering, grinning mess on her deck chair.

I finally slipped my pinkie from her ass and relinquished the suction on her clit and climbed atop her again, kissing her languidly. Our lips were chapped, my jaw was sore, and all I wanted to do was go to sleep with my head on her breast.

“We had better go inside,” she said. “We’re both pretty crispy.”

She was right, I realized. We’d overdone it and we both had sunburns that would be hurting in the next few hours. In the darkness of the cabin, we showered off and applied some aloe vera lotion to one another. My burn was mostly on my back; hers was going to wreak havoc with her tan lines because of the way I had pulled her bathing suit aside.

Mrs. Temple spread the cool, slippery lotion from my shoulders down to my ass. She took great care to work the lotion into my crack even though I doubt I needed it there. I had the good fortune of applying it thoroughly to her breasts until they were glistening and her nipples, reddened from the sun, stood out in the dim light of the shaded cabin.

“Careful now, sweetie,” she said as my slippery fingers pinched at her fat nipples, “you don’t want to get me all worked up again.”

“And what if I do?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“You might get us both into trouble,” she said, gesturing to a clock on the nightstand. “I invited Luke and Dr. Chen to join us. They should be here in about ten minutes.”

“What!?” It was a pleasant surprise, but it was still a surprise. I’d just spent two hours fucking Mrs. Temple. To suddenly face her son seemed more than a little awkward. And what if Dr. Chen had said something to him about me?

“Calm down,” said Mrs. Temple. “I have some clothes for you. Cute little shorts and a lovely top. Everything will be wonderful.”

She was right. Luke ran to me across the dock and I couldn’t stop myself from leaping into his arms like a long-lost lover. Dr. Chen, dressed in a bright summer dress and a sun hat, waved to me happily and laughed as Luke caught me in his strong arms. I wrapped my long legs around him, kissing him as he held me there, letting Dr. Chen and Mrs. Temple both know all about the feelings I had for Luke Temple.

“Babe,” he laughed, finally setting me back on my feet, “I haven’t seen you this happy to see me since we beat the Cavaliers.”

“Just missed you,” I said.

I slipped out of his arms and danced happily over to Dr. Chen to give her a hug. My exuberance knocked the hat off her head. I stooped to pick it up as she laughed.

“Dr. Chen, this is my boyfriend, Luke Temple,” I said. “That’s Mrs. Temple’s son.”

“We met briefly,” said Mrs. Temple, reaching past me to shake Dr. Chen’s hand. “So glad you could make it to the United States.”

“I am looking forward to working with Valerie Pryce,” said Dr. Chen. “Her work in the field of rejuvenation and healing is unparalleled.”

“Well, no work today,” said Mrs. Temple. “Today we are going out into the Pacific and we are having nothing but fun. No talking business.”

We boarded Valerie’s yacht. Mrs. Temple told me it was one of her smaller yachts, but it seemed massive, with flashy chrome and white panels and smoky glass on the three decks. The interior was incredible, with white leather and dark wood in every cabin and the main lounge. There was an upper and lower deck and a crew of seven that included a SCUBA instructor.

I wanted to talk with Dr. Chen, but Mrs. Temple encouraged me to spend a little private time with Luke while the yacht sailed out to a good location to drop anchor. Her encouragement was a bit weird considering what was bound to happen when you shut two hormonal eighteen year olds into a bedroom.

“Ohhhhh fuck,” moaned Luke as I bobbed my mouth on his cock.

I was on my knees on the floor and he was sitting on the bed. I had barely let him get a word out before I had dropped down and started sucking his dick. Was it guilt? A need to move past my own doubts and return to the physical? Or was it love and affection, pure and innocent? Let’s say it was all those things. Well, not the innocent part so much, I reflected as I popped his cock from my mouth and dropped between his muscular thighs to lick and suck his balls. He’d shaved them, like I preferred, and I rewarded him with a thorough slurping that has his cock twitching in my stroking hand.

“Holy shit,” he laughed. “You need to go to China more often if you come back acting like this.”

“It was all those Chinese guys with their huge cocks,” I said, licking my way back up to the head of head of Luke’s cock. “After getting my pussy pounded raw by them I just had to come home and suck my boyfriend’s meat.”

“You are wild,” he laughed again, stroking my brown hair. “But, like, there weren’t really big-dicked Chinese guys were there?”

“I’m sure there are plenty of Chinese guys with big dicks,” I said, tonguing just under his cockhead and eliciting a soft gasp of pleasure. “But, no, Lucas. I was not getting my brains fucked out by a bunch of Chinese guys.”

Well, there was one Chinese guy who fucked me, but he hardly had a big dick.

“What about Dr. Chen?” Luke moaned as I bobbed on his cock. “I bet you got up to some horny lesbo stuff with her.”

I jolted with fear for a moment. What was he saying? Was that an accusation? I looked up into his eyes and realized that he was only joking. I decided to play his game by being honest.

“Oh, Dr. Chen?” I raised an eyebrow and ran my tongue around his cockhead again. “We went out to a love hotel together and licked each other’s tight little pussies on a clamshell bed.”

“Oh yeah?” Luke moaned, urging me to bob on his cock. “How did her pussy taste?”

“Oh, it tasted so good,” I moaned around his cock. “I sucked the juice out of her sweet little peach.”

“Holy shit,” cried Luke. “Ohhhh, fuck, babe. You are so naughty. Ahhhhh!”

“Mmmmmhmmmm!” I agreed, sucking and bobbing on his hard cock, focused on getting him off. He tensed and his cock jumped on my tongue. A moment later his hot, salty spunk was spurting into my mouth. I swallowed it as it gushed out, feeling the familiar tacky sensation of his goo sliding down my throat. I sucked until he began making those laughing, gasping sounds that meant his cock was getting too sensitive. I pulled my mouth off of him and said, “Her little pussy tasted even better than your cum.”

“Ohhhh fuck,” he moaned and even though I had just swallowed his load he seemed eager for my kiss. I swirled my tongue against his, no doubt giving him a hint of his own taste. We were still making out and I was still on my knees when someone knocked at the door.

“Let me get that,” I said, rising to my feet. Luke hurriedly pulled up his shorts and zipped them up.

I opened the cabin door and was surprised to see Dr. Chen on the other side. She had changed out of her sun dress and into a lovely blue bikini that showed off her slender body and modest curves. She was holding a large bottle of champagne and two glasses.

“I hope I am not bothering you, Emily,” she said.

I glanced back at Luke who was blushing. The cabin smelled like cum and sweat, but I grinned and stepped back, welcoming Dr. Chen into the room.

“Oh, Lucas, it is good to see you also,” she said. “Valerie Pryce left a note and thank you in my cabin along with this bottle of champagne. I do not like to drink alone so I thought maybe, um, Emily and you would like to have it.”

“Why don’t you join us,” I said quickly. “One of us can drink out of the bottle.”

I shut the cabin door behind her and invited her to pour the champagne. Luke took the bottle from her and popped the cork. It blasted across the room and bubbling champagne spilled onto the dark hardwood. While I fetched a towel to clean it up, Luke and Dr. Chen poured the two glasses. Luke took the bottle for himself.

“To new beginnings,” I said, raising my glass.

“New relationships,” agreed Dr. Chen.

Luke, apparently sensing something between me and Dr. Chen, looked back and forth and said, “To, uh, exciting opportunities.”

“Very good,” agreed Dr. Chen, looking over my boyfriend’s washboard abs. We began to drink the champagne. I was not really a good judge of quality, but it was delicious. The cold bubbles tickled my lips and tongue and the alcohol warmed my tummy. I sat down on the bed beside Luke and Dr. Chen pulled up a chair to sit with us.

The alcohol went straight to my head, so I am not really sure which of us made the first move. It might have actually been Luke, reaching over to me and turning my face to him. I looked into his eyes and he leaned in and kissed me on the lips. We made out with each other with increasing passion, our tongues working together.

“I will leave you alone,” said Dr. Chen, beginning to stand.

I reached out and put my hand on her leg as I continued to kiss Luke. I turned slowly, looking at her tight little body in that dark blue bikini and happy to see a nervous smile on her face.

“Stay,” I said.

It was all the invitation she needed. She joined us on the bed and I began kissing her as Luke watched. If anything, having him there excited me even more. My fears that he would be grossed out to realize I was attracted to women gave way to the natural realization that he was a red-blooded American man and nothing gets that sort of man going more than two girls going at it. I giggled as Dr. Chen pushed me back on the bed, spreading my thighs and pulling off my shorts. My panties beneath were already soaked from giving Luke head.

I remember the feel of her tongue on my clit, her fingers toying with my folds, and Dr. Chen posed on her hands and knees with her small, firm ass facing Luke. He knelt behind her, his hands stroking her hips and slender waist, and he gave me a questioning look. I nodded to him and watched with a hot thrill as my boyfriend took down his shorts and gripped his stiff cock. He pulled the back of Dr. Chen’s bikini aside and he rubbed his cock at her entrance.

“Ohhhhhhh,” she moaned against my pussy. Her gaze met mine. She gasped softly, “Is he going to fuck me?”

“Is that what you want?” I asked her, caressing her cheek and pushing my thumb between her soft lips.

“Mmmmmmmhmmmm!” She moaned sucking on my thumb and gently rocking her hips from side to side.

“You heard her,” I said. “The good doctor needs that big American cock.”

The weirdest part of what was happening was that as Luke thrust his cock into her, as she moaned loudly against my pussy and he screwed up his face with pleasure of his own, I felt jealous. I had cheated on my boyfriend so many times with his mother and sister, not to mention others, and yet I felt jealous of the pleasure Dr. Chen’s tight pussy was giving him.

“Ohhh fuck,” he cried, taking hold of her slender waist and pounding roughly into her. His hips clapped against her firm bottom and he drove her face against my pussy. She buried her pleasure against me, thrusting her tongue into my hot cove and lapping at my clit as be she could as she bounced against him.

“It’s so big,” she whined, lifting her head enough that I could lean down and kiss her. We shared the taste of my pussy and the vibrations of her cries of pleasure as my boyfriend pounded her hard and fast. I held her head, fingers twisting into her hair, pulling her away from my kiss and pushing her face back down between my thighs.

“Oh, babe, it’s so good,” moaned Luke over Dr. Chen’s slender back. “I’m going to unload.”

“It’s okay,” gasped Dr. Chen between lashes of her tongue against my clit. “Inside me is okay.”

“Cum inside her,” I said, staring intensely at my boyfriend as he pounded Dr. Chen’s pussy.

“Ahhhhhhh! Ohhh, babe! I’m cumming!” He rammed into her with deep strokes, roaring with pleasure as he emptied his load into her pussy. His thrusts slowed and he panted, watching as he slid his cock out of her pussy.

I’m not sure why, but it was that fascination on his face, probably watching his cum drip out of her dusky folds, that made me cum. I grabbed Dr. Chen’s head pulling her face against my pussy and bucking my hips. My pleasure throttled me and I wailed, falling back on the bed as she drove her fingers into my pussy and furiously licked my clit.

The orgasm was explosive, so intense that I felt as if I might squirt, but it was only the beginning to the wild afternoon I spent with Luke and Dr. Chen. We tangled together on the bed, kissing and caressing. I licked his cum from her pussy and he watched us making love on the bed until he had recovered.

When he rejoined us, we shared his cock, first with our mouths and then with our pussies. Side by side, legs overlapped, we submitted to his thrusts until he showered us with another load of his cum. He was spent, but I found new energy with Dr. Chen, 69ing with her first on the bed and then pressing her up against the shower as I ate her tight little ass.

Early in the evening, we emerged for dinner and Mrs. Temple gave me a generous, knowing smile. I sat beside her at the table and was surprised to find her hand on my thigh, teasing me carefully even though her son could have easily seen what she was doing.

Later, after our supper of roasted swordfish and squash, Dr. Chen and Luke went SCUBA diving. I feigned an upset tummy after dinner so that I could kneel between Mrs. Temple’s legs and worship her gold-thatched cunt. I pleasured her on the upper deck while we could hear Luke and Dr. Chen and Clyde, the SCUBA instructor, teaching them how to use their regulators.

While they were diving, I sat with her on the deck chair, nestled against her shoulder, caressing her breast and admiring her jutting nipple in the low sun.

“What are we doing?” I asked her softly.

“We’re having fun,” she said, looking over at me. “Is there something wrong?”

“Yes? No? I’m not sure anymore,” I answered. “You’re right, it is fun, but it… it feels wrong.”

“To cheat on my son with me?” She asked.

“No,” I said, looking up at her, “to cheat on you with your son.”


Return to Normalcy

Mrs. Temple rose from the waist-deep water in the shallow end of her pool. Her body glistened and her blond hair was dark with water. She swept her hands over it, pulling it back from her shoulders and thrusting her breasts forward. She was wearing the red bikini she had been wearing the day I met her, those fat nipples of hers visible pressing beneath the fabric, her tummy toned and her shoulders speaking to her weight training.

My thighs shuddered as I took a step closer to her…

The ring of the bell snapped me out of my reverie about Mrs. Temple. I was not wading in Mrs. Temple’s pool. I was sitting in Mr. Cromwell’s government class which had, thankfully, just ended.

“Semester projects are due in two weeks, people,” he said as the classroom bustled and students began to rise from their desks. “I won’t be giving any extensions that time. That goes especially for you, Miss Vinke.”

“Yes, Mr. Cromwell,” I said, shouldering my book bag. “I don’t plan to be missing anymore class.”

“Good,” he said. “You can’t afford to have your grade slip any further if you want to make the honor roll.”

I tried to force a smile as I escaped Mr. Cromwell’s classroom for the relative safety of the crowded hallway of Peach Valley High School. I was making my way across most of the building to Mrs. Bainbridge’s drama class when I was bumped from behind by someone’s shoulder.

“Gotcha!” Alicia Rittenhouse laughed as I stumbled half a step.

The pretty, chubby redhead was all smiles even though I had disappeared without much warning and had avoided most of her text messages while I was away in China. She leaned in and asked, over the din of the hallway, “So did you get into any trouble in China?”

“Yeah, you could say that,” I laughed. “I got hauled in by the police and interrogated over night.”

“Oh my god,” she said, her eyes widening in genuine surprise. “So tell me everything.”

“I have drama class,” I said, trying to pull away from her.

“Oh no,” she said, her arm tight around mine. “Mrs. Bainbridge doesn’t take attendance. Come on, let’s go to the library. You can tell me everything.”

There was no fighting it. I felt strangely obligated to tell her whatever she wanted to know after everything that had happened between us lately and after she had encouraged me to go.

We found a secluded spot in the reference books, walled in by the spines of old atlases and encyclopedias. We sat on the floor among the high-backed vinyl chairs, a copy of some book of naval maps opened between us as if we might be studying it.

“So you were posing as somebody else and trying to seduce this doctor woman?” Alicia shook her head in disbelief. “You’re a high school girl. What was she thinking?”

“I think she was thinking I was pretty amazing at giving head,” I said, my naughty admission greeted with a scandalized peel of laughter from Alicia. “She had her legs wrapped around me and we did it all in this big clamshell bed at this cheesy motel where we paid by the hour.”

“Oh my god,” whispered Alicia. “So you were banging this doctor woman and Mrs. Temple.”

“And Olivia,” I whispered. “She was there too.”

“Does Mrs. Temple know about her yet?” Alicia asked, whispering so our voices did not carry out of the reference section.

“No, but she is having a big pool party after the game on Friday and I don’t know what is going to happen. Olivia already said she is going to be there, Luke is going to be there, Mrs. Temple is going to be there, probably Dr. Chen and—“

“And I’m going to be there,” said Alicia.

“Oh, yeah, right. You’re welcome to come.”

“As your date?” She suggested.

She said it like she was kidding, but I could sense the truth hidden in her joke. Alicia had a monster crush on me. I knew it and I had abused it. Ever since things had come out in the open she had been trying to pretend to just be my friend, which I needed desperately, but I knew her feelings were deeper. Telling her about my wild adventure in China must have made her feel terribly left out.

“I…I think that might cause a bit of trouble,” I said.

“Yeah, I guess so,” said Alicia. “Everyone would be mad at me.”

“Mad at me,” I corrected.

“I’ll probably just skip it,” she said. “Too complicated. I like to keep things simple between us. Just friends.”

“Probably for the best,” I agreed, but I could feel her hurt.

Then I thought about Dr. Chen coming to the door of the cabin I was sharing with Luke. The way she invited herself in and before I knew what was happening we were in a wild threesome on the bed. The heat of that encounter had burned far brighter than anything I’d done with my boyfriend in months. The only things it really compared with where when I was with Mrs. Temple or the threesome I had with Olivia and Alicia at that party. The party where everything had come out in the open with Alicia.

“What if…what if you went out with me tonight,” I said.

“I thought you were going out with Luke tonight,” she said. “You mentioned like a ‘hot night’ of welcome home.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I am going out with him tonight.”

I reached across the space between us and took Alicia’s hand in mine. I gave it a little squeeze and leaned closer to her, breathing her scent and letting her feel the heat of my breath against her lips.

“What if we both went out with Luke tonight,” I whispered.

“You mean…like…going out as threesome?”

“That’s exactly what I mean,” I said as I leaned forward and kissed her.

The passion on her part was explosive. She moaned lustily and embraced me, pulling me in for a deeper kiss and inviting my tongue into a hot, sweet swirl. We kissed for several seconds and then parted, our lips glistening, our faces flushed, and both of us slightly out of breath.

“Let’s do it,” she whispered with excitement. “Let’s go out together tonight.”

“I think Luke is going to be pleasantly surprised,” I said, feeling a thrill of excitement at the prospect of having a naughty night with my boyfriend and bestie.

If only I had known who was listening to my conversation with Alicia in the library, I might not have been so excited…
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Real Trouble

I would make a terrible spy. There I was in the school library, thinking I was completely alone with Alicia Rittenhouse, my best friend, when we discussed going out on a date as a threesome with my football stud boyfriend, Luke Temple. I had recently become intimate with Alicia and I was looking to bring her into the bedroom with Luke to, well, make up for a lot of confusion in my relationship with him. He wouldn’t know why my voluptuous redheaded bestie was crawling into bed with us, but I doubted Luke would care.

So far, so good, right?

Well, when Alicia and I were excitedly making the plans for this naughty threesome date night, I neglected to check the nearby stacks in the library for anyone snooping. It was when I went to my locker at the end of the school day that I received the first indication that I had made a mistake. Someone had slipped a folded note inside my locker, addressed to “The queen of the cheerleaders.” I opened the note and it said simply, “I know everything. If you don’t want him to know everything, then meet me in the parking lot at 3:30 PM. By the blue minivan.”

Now, I was not “The queen of the cheerleaders.” Maybe the queen of the second-tier cheerleaders. The real queen was Madison Bentley and most people at the school knew that. This person either didn’t know better or was making some sort of point about me. Definitely not the sort of point that Madison Bentley would make, which ruled her out as the villain.

“Guess I’ll have to go to the blue minivan at 3:30,” I muttered with a roll of my eyes.

Not exactly easy, because it would mean cutting out on cheerleading practice half an hour early. I made that fact all the worse when I warned Madison at the start of practice that I would have to duck out early.

“You just come back from your vacation and now you’re leaving early?” She sneered. “Some of us have a serious commitment to Spartan Cheerleading. I guess some of us don’t.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, which hurt me because nobody is less deserving of an apology from me than Madison Bentley, eternal bitch. I promised her, “It won’t happen again.”

“Well, I don’t think I can trust you with the pyramid jumps,” she said, smiling with satisfaction. “You’ll have to be an anchor.”

She demoted me to literally lower on the pyramid. I stood next to Alicia and Kelly Ulrich, catching Madison over and over again as she practiced her pyramid routine. She stood on our shoulders and did the Victory Cheer and the Spartans Cheer. I stared up her skirt at her annoyingly perfect ass the whole time and felt the nearly overpowering urge to throw her off my shoulders and bend her over for a spanking.

Then we repeated the whole routine with Rose Acosta on our shoulders and Madison shouting at us from the sidelines. Rose was not quite as slender or as agile as Madison, which made things a lot harder on me, Alicia, and Kelly. I used to like Rose, but she had become Madison’s sidekick and seemed almost as eager to torture me as Madison. She also kept kicking me in the head with the side of her shoe each time she practiced a jump and I was pretty sure it was intentional.

The final insult came just before I had to leave, when we practiced the full pyramid formation and Madison assigned Alicia to the tier above me. I love Alicia, but she is not a second tier girl. She knew it and I knew it. She was by no means fat, but she was the heaviest girl on the team and probably the least coordinated. Kelly and I hoisted Alicia onto our shoulders and she wobbled uncertainly. Trying to get Madison onto Alicia’s shoulders was even more of an ordeal and it ended in a collapse that was blamed on me.

“I gotta go,” I said, pushing Alicia’s plump ass off my face and crawling out of the tangled pile of cheerleaders.

“I guess we’ll just figure all this out on the sidelines, huh?” Rose sneered at me as she helped Madison to her feet.

Alicia looked at me apologetically, but pretty much everyone else was mad at me as I walked off the practice mats and out of the gym. I didn’t have any time to make a better apology. It was 3:30 and whoever was threatening me would probably be getting impatient. I had to run through the school, so fast that I startled the teachers and students I passed. My long legs were pumping and my pleated skirt bounced up and down over my firm, round ass in my white panties. Anyone watching got an eyeful.

The parking lot was only about a quarter full at 3:30. Most of the students had gone home and those that remained were in after school activities like cheerleading, football, tennis, track, or chess club. The faculty lot was similarly mostly empty. The blue van was parked right where the student lot met the faculty lot. It was big and it had tinted windows. I approached it cautiously. No sign of whoever left the note. I walked right up to the van’s side and tried to see into the vehicle. It had one of those ugly silver folding things up in the front window to keep the sun off the leather seats.

I walked around to the side of the van and the sliding door opened. Mrs. Hadley was sitting at the back of the van, her shorts clinging to her meaty thighs and her polo shirt taut over her ample breasts. She looked a bit flushed and sweaty from sitting in the hot van.

“Get in,” she said.

Reluctantly, I climbed into the van.

“You know, I thought we had moved past this whole blackmail deal,” I said climbing reluctantly into the van with the chubby lesbian volleyball coach.

“Oh, we’re moving past things alright,” she said, giving me an evil grin as she reached past me to close the door. I could smell the booze on her breath. The last time she had been drinking, I had given in to her inappropriate desires.

“You know, you’re a teacher here. And a coach. Isn’t that like, illegal what you are doing with one of your students?” I sat down next to her on the back bench of the van.

“God you look fucking sexy in that slutty cheerleader outfit,” she said, dropping one of her hands to my toned thigh and massaging it so her fingers lifted the hem of my skirt. I let her do it for a moment and then grabbed her wrist with both hands and forcefully pushed her hand away.

“Don’t call me a slut,” I said. “I’m not a slut.”

“Oh, really? Is that why you’re going to have a threesome with Luke Temple and Alicia Rittenhouse?”

“You heard,” I said, my expression dropping. “But what do you care? It’s not like you can blackmail me with that—“

“Does Luke’s mother know that you’re fucking Olivia, her daughter?” She put her hand back on my thigh and squeezed. “Does Luke know you’re fucking his sister and his mother? Does he know about all those other women you’ve been fucking in China?”

“You heard everything,” I realized aloud, remembering just how much I had told Alicia about the tangled web in which I was caught.

“You’re a bitch,” I whispered.

Mrs. Hadley laughed, her fingers sliding under the hem of my skirt and brushing against the front of my panties. I sucked in a breath, but did not try to stop her. She lifted my skirt up my thighs to reveal my panty-covered mound. Her fingers danced over it and she traced the seam of my pussy through my underwear. What she was doing felt quite nice, but I kept a stony expression on my face, refusing to betray any pleasure.

It didn’t matter. Soon enough, a dark line of moisture had soaked through the front of my panties and Mrs. Hadley knew exactly how good her fingers felt.

“I don’t want to be your enemy, Emily,” she breathed boozily, leaning her face close to mine. “I want to be your confidant. You can trust me with all of your secrets and I’ll… mmmmm… take care of you. Like a mentor.”

“M-mentors don’t usually try to, mmmm, blackmail their student,” I replied, fighting not to moan as she rubbed my increasingly slick folds through my panties.

“It’s not blackmail, sweetie,” she said, her words slurred, but her tone soothing. Her fingers continued to massage my pussy through my panties as her lips drifted closer to mine. Mrs. Hadley’s eyes were drooping with lust. A lock of her brown hair hung in her face. “I’m doing this for your sake. I’m concerned about a beautiful young woman who is all wrapped up in trouble.”

“Out of the kindness of your heart?” I whispered, her lips so close to mine that I felt like I was going to get drunk from breathing the booze in her mouth.

“Mmmmmm, something like that,” she said, breathing heavily and honing her massaging fingers in on my clit.

“Ohhhh,” I moaned. My eyes closed for a moment. My head tilted back and my lips parted. She seized the opportunity and pressed a kiss to my lips. Her tongue thrust into my mouth, hot and wet and overbearingly boozy. I moaned against her lips, my tongue trying to escape hers for a moment, and then I yielded to her. I swirled my tongue against hers.

My senses returned a moment later. I had done too much with Mrs. Hadley in the past. I had let her control me and gave in too easily and she had come to expect more. I could fight fire with fire by threatening her career or her home life, but I didn’t want to be that person. Despite everything, I liked Mrs. Hadley. I even thought her middle-aged awkwardness was kind of cute. She was not smoking hot like Mrs. Temple, but there was hotness to her odd mixture of pudginess and athleticism.

And maybe I could get something useful out of her.

“Oliva,” I gasped as I broke my kiss with Mrs. Hadley.

“What’s that?” Mrs. Hadley asked, her face deeply flushed and her eyes dazed with lust.

“You mentioned Olivia Temple,” I said. “She is the one who is going to destroy my life. She is the one blackmailing me. She knows about my relationship with her mother and her brother and she is using all that against me.”

“That’s terrible,” said Mrs. Hadley, leaning in for another kiss and clearly barely paying attention. I let her kiss me for a moment and then pulled away again.

“If she rats me out to Luke, my life at Peach Valley High School is over,” I said. “I’ll have to move. That means you’ll never see me again, Mrs. Hadley.”

“Oh,” she pulled back.

I could watch her trying to force her mind to change gears from her overwhelming lust. Rather than wait for her to do that, I sweetly continued, “I wouldn’t want that to happen, Mrs. Hadley. Maybe you could… talk to her. Make it clear that if she rats me out it could have serious repercussions. Maybe you could pretend to be the guidance counselor.”

“She went to this school,” said Mrs. Hadley. “I remember Olivia Temple. She was, well, she still is totally gorgeous. But maybe I could talk to her. Tell her I’m concerned about you as a teacher.”

“You’d do that for me?” I said, taking her hands and squeezing them. The fingers of her left hand were slippery with my nectar.

“Alright, yeah,” said Mrs. Hadley. “If that’s what you want. I’ll talk to her. But there’s something else I can do for you.”

I saw the look in her eyes and I knew what was coming. “Oh, what’s that?” I asked.

She locked eyes with me as she slid heavily off the seat and onto her knees on the floor of the van. My heart beat a little faster as she crawled over to me, parting my knees and continuing to stare into my eyes as she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my panties. I lifted my little ass off the seat to allow her to slide my damp panties down my legs. She pressed them to her nose, breathing deeply. Mrs. Hadley had a real thing for me. Either that or she was just really kinky, I was never completely sure.

She tossed my panties aside when she saw my freshly-shaved pussy. She was on me in a second, kissing and loudly slurping at my delicate folds. I cried out, tilting my hips to let her taste my sweet nectar. She buried her face between my thighs and messily kissed and sucked at my cunt. Her tongue slid into the hot channel of my teenage pussy and I cried out louder, combing my fingers tightly into Mrs. Hadley’s hair.

“Mmmm, oh, god you’re so fucking sweet,” she gasped against my pussy. “So fucking good. Mmmmm. That little clit. You like that? You like when I lick that little clit?”

“Ohhh, yes,” I moaned and threw my head back on the bench seat. “You know just how to lick me.”

“Yeah, I do,” she laughed, tonguing my clit. “So much better than all those other women.”

It wasn’t true. Not at all. Mrs. Hadley was doing a good job, better than most of my boyfriends, but she lacked Mrs. Temple’s true skill and even Olivia’s sadistic teasing. She made up for some of that with her exuberance. Teenage boy level exuberance. She was grateful to be licking my tight little cheerleader pussy.

She furiously tongued my clit and slid two of her pudgy fingers into my tight channel. Getting finger fucked by her while she lapped at my clit drove me wild. I started bucking against her, smashing my pussy against her face and sliding onto her thrusting fingers.

“So fucking sexy,” she murmured against my pussy, her breath hot against my folds. “Little cheerleader slut always showing off… mmmmmm… that tight little body. Oh, god, I bet her little ass is as tight as her pussy.”

My eyes widened as Mrs. Hadley’s tongue left my pussy to slip lower and flick at the tight pink divot of my asshole. It was so dirty. I loved it.

“Ohhhh, Mrs. Hadley,” I moaned, my fingers tangled in her hair. “You’re eating my little asshole.”

“Nnnnhnnnn,” she agreed, thrusting the firm tip of her tongue against my yielding pucker. She reached up to my clit with her fingers as she tongue-fucked my ass. I squirmed and writhed against her tongue, but I was at her mercy. She was serving me forcefully. And when I came, her tongue slipped deep into my ass and my clit almost felt like it was going to burst. My pert breasts heaved in my cheer sweater, my nipples so stiff that they stood out clearly visible through bra and sweater.

“Oh, god, I’m cumming, Mrs. Hadley,” I cried, surrendering to the intense waves of pleasure and the raunchy sensation of her tongue snaking into my ass as I came.

She eased her tongue out of my well-licked hole and her fingers left my clit as she kissed my pussy and then climbed between my legs, up my body, to kiss my lips. This time I offered her no resistance at all. I wrapped my legs around her plump body and my tongue met hers in a molten swirl. Her heavy breasts pressed down on me through her polo shirt. I even reached around her, palming the globes of her fat ass through her shorts.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned against my lips. She broke our kiss to gasp, “I’m so fucking hot for you right now.”

“Do you want me to go down on you?” I offered.

“Yes, but I have an even better idea,” she said and reached into a duffel bag on the floor beside the seat.

She produced a strap-on dildo with a bright pink cock and black harness. I took it from her and held it up. It was pretty big.

“You want to fuck me with this?” I asked.

“No, sweetie,” laughed Mrs. Hadley. “I need to get fucked.”

My eyes widened as Mrs. Hadley bent over the center of the bench seat, her big, round ass stretching her shorts. She looked up at me with hungry eyes and I knew I had to give her what she wanted. I laughed the whole time I was shimmying the nylon straps over my slender hips and framing my firm rear with them. I had to stand up beside her to cinch them up tightly and she watched as the base of the cock went flush against my little mound. I was still wearing my skirt, so the cock jutted out from under it, obscenely lifting the front of the skirt.

“Mmmmmm, you look so sexy with a big cock,” she moaned as she watched my every move. “I dreamed about it. Only it was real in my dream.”

“You should see this dildo Mrs. Temple has,” I said with a grin as I moved behind Mrs. Hadley’s big ass. “It’s some sort of expensive dildo from Japan she was given as a gift. It looks real and feels, well, real.”

“You’ll have to show it to me sometime,” she said, looking back at me over her shoulder.

“I don’t think she’d loan it out,” I said as I hooked my fingers into the back of her shorts and dragged them down from her plump, jiggling ass.

Sure, that ass was dimpled in a couple places with cellulite and it was a bit more expansive than I’m sure Mrs. Hadley liked, but with her back arched and her hips raised, but it was pretty sexy. Her asshole was red like she had been playing with it and her brown-thatched pussy was so wet that it was glistening. The air in the van was thick with the smell of sex and it was making me hot.

I grabbed the root of the purple dildo and smacked the fat head of it on Mrs. Hadley’s ass. She moaned with need, working her hips as I made her plush rear jiggle with each impact.

“Ohhhh, you naughty, big-dicked cheerleader,” laughed Mrs. Hadley. “Fuck me with your big cock.”

“You got it, coach,” I said and I rubbed the cock at the entrance to her slick pussy. She cried out as I thrust forward, spreading her fleshy fold and opening her tight channel with the monster dildo she had picked out.

“OOoooooohhh! Slowwww!” She cried as I rammed every inch of it into her and slapped her fat bottom with my slender hips.

“Slow?” I grabbed a handful of her hair. “You didn’t pick out this beast for ‘Slow’.”

I pulled her head back, bowing her back and making her big tits strain at her polo shirt. I began to thrust into her, accelerating quickly so that my hips hammered against her pillowy cheeks. Her ass slapped and jiggled and her tits swung in her polo. She pushed up off the seat, riding back against the cock, wailing with each stroke like I was murdering her with this big dick. The van shook around us. I could only imagine what people in the parking lot thought might be happening in the van.

“Oh my god,” moaned Mrs. Hadley. “Ohhhh my goooddd! Yes! I’m cumming!”

I pulled her up off her hands by yanking on her hair. She grabbed the back of the seat for support and I reached around her to yank her polo up and free her big pendulous breasts. I fondled them roughly as I slammed the strap on into Mrs. Hadley’s soaking cunt. She howled with pleasure and pushed her fluffy ass back against me. I rode hard into her, making her tits swing and slap against the back of the seat. Her cum dripped from the cock and pattered onto the leather seat.

Mrs. Hadley collapsed forward again onto the seat, moaning softly, “Oh, Emily, you fuck me so good.”

“Because you’re such a bad slut,” I said and I smacked her fat ass so hard she yelped in shock. Her pussy slurped as I slid the dildo from between her folds.

“Yes, I’m a bad slut,” she moaned, her ass lifted lewdly in the air.

“And you’re going to do exactly what I told you,” I said, teasing the cock against the globes of her ass, “if you ever want to be fucked by me again.”

“I’ll do it,” she panted. “Just… please, fuck me again.”

“Alright,” I said. “One for the road.”

The van began to rock again as I plowed Mrs. Hadley’s puffy pussy and big, creamy ass. By the time I left the van, I was red-faced and drenched with sweat. I was hot, but Mrs. Hadley seemed like she was about to pass out. I told her to put the A/C on before she died of heat stroke and she thanked me and waved me away.


Reconnection

I should have gone straight home after my long, sweaty encounter with Mrs. Hadley in her van, but I decided I needed to see Mrs. Temple. I felt like what she had put me through in China had set me adrift from her and I wanted to reconnect. I spent almost ten minutes in the car in her driveway fixing my makeup so I didn’t look like a total wreck. I blew a kiss from my ruby red lips, snapped the mirror shut on the visor, and got out of the car.

My panties were still a bit squishy from Mrs. Hadley’s enthusiastic tongue work. I checked my full body in my car’s side mirror. My uniform looked OK, but I could feel the prickly sweat in it. There was no time to clean up, but maybe I could go skinny dipping without Mrs. Temple catching on.

The only car other than mine in the driveway was the BMW convertible that Mrs. Temple sometimes drove. I approached the door and knocked lightly, but there was no answer. I thought about ringing the bell, but decided I was past that point with her and tried the door. It was unlocked and I stepped into the cool air-conditioned house.

“Mrs. Temple?” I called.

There was no answer, but I could hear a faint sound from the pool and patio area. It sounded like music. My heart beat faster as I approached the sliding glass door. I felt as if I hadn’t seen the beautiful blonde in months even though it had only been a couple days. What she had put me through in China had strained our relationship, whether or not she knew it. I was mad at her about it and part of me wanted to confront her, even wearing my sweaty cheerleader uniform.

I stopped at the sliding-glass door and looked out at the fenced-off pool area. Loud hip hop music thumped on the patio speakers. Luke Temple, my boyfriend, was swimming in the pool. His toned body slipped under the water, crossed half the pool, and burst out again like a shark chasing a seal. He went right back into another dive and disappeared under the water again with a flash of red trunks and kicking legs. I had gone to the beach with him many times, but had never really paid attention to his impressive swimming ability. He would make a great hunky lifeguard. He certainly looked the part.

I was staring out at him when a soft clinking of ice cubes made me realize someone was standing behind me. I stiffened, fearing it was Olivia. A hand slipped around my body, cupping my left breast as she leaned her lips against my neck just beneath my ear. The smell of her and the softness of her large breasts pressing against my back were unmistakable.

“Mrs. Temple,” I hissed with relief.

“I was hoping you would stop by,” she purred in my ear, her breath hot against my neck. “I thought we could go for a swim together. It’s so hot today.”

She breathed through her nose and I knew she was sniffing at my sweaty body after cheerleading practice and that sweat box in Mrs. Hadley’s van.

“But Luke had to come home and ruin everything,” she said, playing with the stiff nipple of my left breast through my top. At that moment, Luke broke the surface of the water and climbed out of the pool, his muscular body glistening as he padded towards me. Somehow, he didn’t see me watching him from the door. He continued around the pool to the diving board.

“I need to talk to you,” I murmured.

“What about, my dear?” She asked as her teasing hand slid down my abdomen and to the pleats of my skirt. She lifted it up, ran her fingers over my panty-covered mound, and then slipped her digits into the waistband of my underwear. I sucked in a breath as she caressed the hot folds of my pussy. “Mmmmm, you’re so wet, Emily. Is that from watching Luke?” She nibbled at my earlobe. “Or thinking about me?”

I tried to answer her, but she plunged two of her long fingers into the hot channel of my pussy. Her touch went deep, making my legs shake. A gasp was all that came out from my parted lips as she began to fuck her fingers in and out of my slick cunt.

“He could look over and see us,” she teased. “What would he say?”

“Why are you doing this?” I moaned, but made no effort to stop her possessive finger-fucking.

“Because you look adorable in your cheerleader outfit.” Her words were hot against my neck and ear. Her fingers slid out and back in again, moving inside me and finding that spot deep in my core that only Mrs. Temple seemed able to find. My thighs quivered. She whispered, “Because I can smell the sex on you, Emily. Do you want me to stop?”

“Please,” I moaned. “I just… ooohhh… wanted to talk to you.”

Her fingers slid in and out of my pussy one more time, sending pleasure into my clenching depths, but she relented. Her fingers slipped out of my panties and she stopped fondling my breast.

“Of course, sweetie, I’m sorry,” she said. “I missed you. I saw you there and I was overwhelmed.”

I turned to face her and I was struck for the millionth time by Mrs. Temple’s outrageous beauty.

Charlotte Temple was in her late forties, though her age did not show in her toned body or the pertness of her large breasts. Her slender waist and wide hips made me ache to pull the strings on the red bikini she was wearing. Her green eyes glittered with affection and her full lips curved into a familiar smile. The only flaw I could point to was her mannish jaw, though it seemed to add a certain stern beauty to her. I could imagine her as a warrior queen or a woman knight in some fantastic setting.

“Let’s go upstairs,” she said. “We can talk there.”

We left Luke splashing in the pool and I climbed the familiar staircase behind her. She had a sheer sarong wrapped around her waist, but it did little to hide her juicy ass in her bikini as she walked ahead of me.

She stopped at the top of the stairs and looked back over her shoulder. She caught me staring at her round ass. She chuckled before continuing up the hall, past the upstairs lounge and patio, a media room, Luke and Olivia’s bedrooms, and finally arriving at the bedroom she shared with her husband. Not that he was around much.

Mrs. Temple sauntered past the bed and sprawled on a sofa that ran the length of their custom windows. The curtains were wide open and the California sun made her body seem golden. She turned onto her side, her large breasts shifting and nearly popping free of her bikini. She looked up at me and asked in a husky voice that sent a tingle up my back, “What do you want, Emily?”

I’ve never been good at holding back my emotions. I went to her and crouched down beside the couch. I took her hand and I held it as tears welled in my eyes.

“You, Mrs. Temple,” I say, feeling at least one tear drop down my face. “You.”

“Oh, honey,” she said, her mood shifting instantly to sympathetic. She stroked my hair and pulled my head down to her shoulder. “Oh, sweetie, what’s wrong?”

“My life is in chaos,” I sobbed. “There’s you and Luke and other people.”

“Other people?” She asked.

“Like in China, I mean,” I said. “I don’t know which way I am going, where I’m going, or how I’m getting there. And I don’t know…” I lifted my face from her shoulder and looked into her eyes. “I don’t know where we’re going, Mrs. Temple. And I’m afraid.”

The tears came shuddering out of me. In hindsight, it was probably a bit teenage melodramatic, but our conversation on the yacht after the trip to China had not smoothed things over with me. I was too young to be diving into the deep end of this sort of relationship and yet I was addicted to Mrs. Temple. I wanted to please her. I dreamed about her at night and daydreamed about her in my classes. My sexual horizons had expanded in every direction and yet she was right there beside me, wherever I went.

“Sweetie, don’t be afraid,” she whispered. “I told you that was wrong of me to put you through that in China and it will never happen again. We are back on solid ground here. Things can calm down and we can enjoy each other. Would you like that?”

She pressed the question with a kiss to my lips. Her mouth was sweet with an afternoon cocktail, her tongue hot and teasing as it darted into my mouth.

“Yes,” I gasped against her lips and kissed her in reply. Our mouths opened to each other and our tongues meet in a lazy swirl. The emotions I felt became a hot, trembling passion. Our tongues moved more hungrily, trying to prey upon each other, our mouths seeming to melt together in the prolonged sweetness of that second kiss.

I forgot all my self-consciousness about smelling too sweaty or the lingering feeling of sex clinging to my body. She undressed me with confident hands, barely breaking the kiss as she peeled off my cheerleading uniform. She caressed and squeezed my firm ass and ran her tongue over my nipples. I moaned and cradled her against my chest as she sucked my tiny tan buds each in turn. She gazed up at me with those green eyes heavy with lust and she slipped a hand between my trembling thighs. She stroked my slick seam and pumped two fingers into my pussy.

My need was so intense that it did not take long for her to drive me to an orgasm. Trembling on my knees before her, my pussy at the mercy of her thrusting fingers, I surrendered to Mrs. Temple. I cried out, arching against her touch, and she smothered my moans with another kiss. Her tongue invaded my mouth as I wailed with ecstasy, jerking my hips and thrusting against her fucking fingers. My pussy clutched at her fingers. I rode her hand as my juices spilled out of my fluttering pussy.

“Oh, my sweet, beautiful girl,” she whispered, her face pressed to mine as her fingers slowed inside my quivering cunt. She stroked my cheek, looked into my eyes, and kissed me again. Her fingers slipped out of my tender channel. I slumped into her embrace and leaned my face against her shoulder, emotion and the aftershocks of my orgasm shuddered out of me. She whispered into my ear, “I will not allow any of it to happen again. I will protect you.”

I knew I shouldn’t fully trust Mrs. Temple, but her arms were so strong and the warm glow of m orgasm so overwhelming that I smiled and hugged her tightly in reply. I nuzzled against her neck, breathing the scent of her sun-kissed hair and feeling the comforting softness of her breasts against me.

“I have a date tonight with Luke,” I murmured against her. “But I want to stay here with you.”

“No, you should go out with my son,” she said and gently pushed me away. “You can be open and affectionate with him, our relationship must remain a secret.”

“Will it always be that way?” I asked her and I felt some of the bitterness return to me. “Will we always around behind Luke, Olivia, and your husband?”

She took my hands in hers and squeezed them both. She looked into my eyes and said, “No. Not always. Luke and Olivia will go off to college and I don’t give a damn what Mike thinks about us. We can be open and together then. We can be happy.”

A part of me knew it was a fantasy, that it would never work out that way because too many people already knew the secret, but I surrendered myself to the fiction of our relationship. I let it become what I wanted it to be and I kissed her, my passion stoked by her tender touch and her intense gaze.

I felt the intense urge to repay the pleasure she had given me. I caressed her powerful thighs as we kissed and reached a hand to the front of her bikini bottoms. I stroked the taut fabric and felt the heat of her lust radiating through the fabric. Mrs. Temple guessed what I intended and she smiled against my lips.

“Take them off,” she whispered. “I want you to taste me.”

She lifted her shapely bottom off the couch enough for me to pull the strings on her bikini and peel off her suit. Her pussy was freshly waxed, fleshier than my own, but still fairly delicate. Moisture glistened at her pink folds. She reached to her top and began untying it, but I was already drawn to the hot cove of her cunt. I breathed her fresh sweetness and the mingled musk of her arousal. I kissed my way up her thigh until my lips brushed against her hot, sweet pussy.

I kissed her pussy. I nuzzled it and looked up at her with lust drunk eyes. Her plump tits heaved with her desire. She pinched and her thick pink nipples and squeezed the untanned triangles of her bare flesh.

“You can’t get enough of it, can you, Emily?” She murmured and reached down to cradle my head.

“I can’t,” I moaned, kissing her pussy again and eliciting a soft gasp of delight. “I need it.”

“Then show me how bad you need it,” she said. “Prove it to me. You know what I want.”

She pushed me away and turned around on the couch. She bent over, arched her back, and offered up her big creamy ass. Her hot cunt was in my face again, but she reached a hand back and spread her plush cheeks, revealing the wide knot of her pink asshole. Her pink wrinkle clenched and sent a hot spike of lust through me.

“Don’t be shy, Emily,” she purred, holding her cheeks spread with one hand. “Taste it. Taste my asshole.”

Before I met Mrs. Temple, staring down some woman’s spread ass might have seemed a little bit weird. She had taught me to enjoy new things and I definitely enjoyed her as I leaned in and began to eagerly tongue her hot asshole. She moaned with delight as I ran my tongue over her clenching wrinkle. I tasted her velvety soft pucker, I licked around it and darted my tongue against it until it yielded to my tongue. I tasted her ass. I moaned between her smothering cheeks and buried my tongue deep in her hot hole.

“Ohhhh my god,” she moaned, her head lifting as she pushed her plump rear against my face. “Yessss, lick my ass, Emily. Such a good girl! Such a good little slut!”

“Nnnnhnnnn,” I agreed. A boy calling me a slut would have earned a slap on the face, but coming from Mrs. Temple it only motivated me more. I tongue-fucked her pink pucker, thrusting it in and out as she rode back against my face and smothered me. I reached between her legs and cupped the hot peach of her pussy. I fucked my middle finger into her cunt. It was wet that her nectar drooled out past my fingers.

“Yes, baby, yes,” she cried, bouncing her ass against my face. “Make me cum. Make me cum with your tongue up my asssssssss!”

She wailed with pleasure and her asshole clenched around my thrusting tongue. I momentarily thought about the consequences of Luke hearing her screaming with pleasure and coming upstairs to check on us. What if he saw me with my tongue up his mother’s plush ass? Would he freak out or would he walk over here and fuck me while I tongued his mom’s hole?

“Godddd, Emily, you are such a good girl,” she laughed and rocked forward onto the couch.

I noticed her legs were still shaking as she turned over onto her back. I didn’t wait to be given a command or permission. I climbed atop her, pressing my naked body to hers as I rubbed the hot, slick seam between her legs. I kissed her soft breasts, tongued her pink nipples, and made my way to her mouth. She laughed again as I kissed her. As our tongues met, I slipped my fingers deep into her hot channel.

The kiss is long and hot and she moaned louder with each pump of my fingers. I broke the kiss and made my way back down to her pussy. I locked my eyes on hers as I finally had my chance to prove that I adored her. I licked her and sucked her clit. I parted her fleshy folds and teased her inner pink with my dancing tongue. I screwed a fingertip into her asshole as I licked and sucked her cunt and I did not stop until she was wailing once again with pleasure.

“That was amazing,” she gasped as I finally climbed onto the couch beside her.

“That was just the start,” I said as I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her hungrily.

By the time I left Mrs. Temple, spent and drenched in sweat on her bed, I had to rush home to my house. Thankfully, I was able to get out without ever being noticed by Luke. He would have been very confused if he had spotted me at his house when he was supposed to go to mine to pick me up in just over an hour.


Hot Date

“It’s after eight o’clock, Emily. I don’t understand why we have to go to your friend’s house before our date.” Luke gurgling turned his car onto Alicia’s street.

“Don’t be a whiner,” I said. “It’ll be five minutes.”

“The same five minutes it took you to finish getting ready?” He shot me a doubting look as he pulled up outside her house.

“Much quicker than that,” I said, already unbuckling. “I promise! Thanks! You are such a sweetheart!”

I leaned over to give him a kiss on the cheek. My lips brushed up against his smooth shave. As I pulled back, I noticed that Luke definitely had his mom’s jawline. It suited him. Like a super hero’s jaw.

My super hero was sullen. I guess I deserved the bad attitude. I’d stayed too late with Mrs. Temple and had barely stepped out of the shower when he arrived to pick me up for our date. I had called downstairs to him, “Down in five minutes!” and had to rush through putting on the black lingerie Mrs. Temple had bought me and the sexy one-piece black dress I’d been saving for a date. I did my hair and makeup so quickly that it was a miracle I didn’t look like a hurricane survivor. By the time I came bouncing down the stairs, Luke was sitting in the living room of my crappy townhouse, on his third cookie as he talked to my mom about the big game on Friday.

At least my killer look had given Luke reason to forget the long conversation with my mom. Going to Alicia’s house had pushed him too far. He might have been a little more patient if he had known why I was stopping at her house, but I couldn’t stand to ruin the surprise.

I glanced at him over the shoulder and motioned with five fingers to indicate that I meant what I said about only taking give minutes. I reached to ring Alicia’s doorbell and the door swung open.

Alicia was waiting for me.

I think I mentioned that Alicia was a bit chubby and uncoordinated. These qualities tended to make her the brunt of Madison’s jokes at cheerleading practice. There was nothing to make fun of when she answered the door.

Alicia had gone all out with her hair and makeup. She had dramatic eye shadow and crimson lips, her red hair was done up in curls that must have taken hours, and she was wearing a killer white dress that managed to show off her curves.

“Wow, Alicia,” I said, my eyes practically bugging out at the sight of her wide hips in that tight dress. “You look amazing.”

“You look so hot too,” she said. We embraced at the door and exchanged kisses on the cheeks. She even smelled fantastic. I wanted to kiss her on the lips, but I was afraid of messing up her makeup. I stroked her waist and felt an elastic corset under her dress.

“Don’t tell Luke,” she said.

“He won’t ever notice,” I whispered. “Come on. I kept him waiting at my house and he’s cranky.”

“Does he know?” She asked, falling into step beside me as we walked to the car.

“No clue,” I said. “But we can give him a treat on the way to Roxy’s Music.”

“Ooh, we’re going dancing?” She said and looked down at her feet. “I should have worn flats.”

“No, your ass looks incredible in those shoes,” I said, admiring Alicia’s ample booty. “Besides, we don’t have to dance so much as grind on each other and him at the club.”

“Good point,” she said. “God, I’m so excited. This is going to be…”

“Wild?” I offered.

“I was going to say ‘awesome’,” she laughed. I hooked my arm in Alicia’s as we walked the rest of the way to Luke’s car. I saw him staring at us over his seat back, probably wondering why Alicia was all dressed up and coming out to the car. I opened the back door and slid across to the seat behind him. Alicia followed me into the car.

“Hey Alicia,” he said. He glanced from her to me and asked, “What’s, ah, what’s up? Are we dropping you somewhere?”

“We are dropping her at Roxy’s Music,” I said. “With us. She’s tagging along tonight.”

Alicia fluttered her lashes and looked at Luke as she said, in her breathiest baby girl voice, “I hope that’s alright with you, Luke.”

Roxy’s Music was the only over-18 and under-21 dance club downtown. It meant no alcohol and a younger clientele, but everyone was practically fucking in on the dance floor. At the tables around the dance floor? Forget it. Practically a porno. I mean, I didn’t see any actual fucking as we paid the door fee and entered a realm of booming music and sweeping colored lighting, but I was pretty sure somebody was going to go home pregnant from all the dry-humping and lap-sitting.

“Pretty busy for a Thursday!” Luke had to shout to be heard over the music. “Should I go get us some drinks?”

“Get us a couple of smoothies,” I replied. “If you don’t mind. Alicia and I will be on the dance floor.”

“Oh, I see how it is! What flavors do you want?”

I wanted mango and Alicia went for the coconut and pineapple. It was going to take him a few minutes to get us both fruit smoothies. A little time to warm on the dance floor was exactly what Alicia and I needed. I watched my hunky boyfriend head towards the juice bar, took Alicia by the arm, and walked straight to the dance floor.

The crowd made way for us and we fell into a casual rhythm to the booming hip hop music. I couldn’t help but notice Alicia’s big breasts bouncing and sway as she moved to the music. I put my ass out and turned away from her. She took the cue to move behind me and I pushed back, grinding my round rear against Alicia’s hips. Dancing upright, she pulled me against her and reached around to run her hands over my body. She didn’t keep her hands in any one spot too long, but as we moved together to the music she caressed my breasts and moved her hands down to my skirt, lifting it slightly up my long legs and revealing the stockings I was wearing.

By that point, we had the attention of almost everyone around us. Two very hot black guys danced over to us, flashing smiles and dressed in the latest hip hop gear.

“Hey, ladies,” said the bigger of the two as he looked us both over. He decided he like Alicia more and moved towards her. The other guy, shorter and with a precise goatee, danced in my direction.

Alicia and I separated to dance with the two guys. They were clearly appreciating our moves, but they were respectful and kept their hands off us. At least until Alicia whirled around, arched her back, and started grinding her plush rear against the guy’s crotch.

She might have been the clumsiest cheerleader on the squad, but she knew how to grind on the dance floor. The guy was getting into it so much I could actually see the shape of his huge dick rubbing against her through his trousers. He reached around her, cupping her large, soft breasts through her dress. Her thick nipples stood out as obviously as his erection through the fabric.

The guy dancing with me leaned in close enough that I could hear him without him needing to shout and he said, “Girl, why don’t you back up on me like that?”

He danced a step away from me, thrusting his hips forward as he moved to offer me a landing pad for my ass. I didn’t have Alicia’s big booty, but I knew my ass looked fantastic in my dress. Just as I turned to back my buns up on this guy’s swaying hips, I heard a familiar voice say, “I can’t leave you alone for two minutes.”

Luke cut in. The guy dancing with me looked like he was about to say something, but he backed off when I put my arms around Luke. The guy nodded and danced away, looking for fun somewhere else. His wingman, on the other hand, was groping and kissing on Alicia as she worked her hips like a stripper on a Friday night. Her dress was pulled halfway up her ass and I could see her white panties under her skirt.

I grabbed her wrist and pulled her away from the guy. She seemed to snap out of her trance. He shot me an angry look, but backed off like his friend when Luke stepped in with me.

“You should let her have her fun,” shouted Luke, moving to the music.

“Oh, she’s going to have plenty of fun,” I said, dancing away from Luke. I winked at him and then turned my full attention to Alicia. I put my arms on her shoulders and moved to match the swinging of her hips. We both glanced over at Luke who was barely dancing as he watched me with Alicia.

I kept my eyes locked on my hunk boyfriend as I turned away from Alicia, arched my back, and thrust my firm ass against her hips. She matched my movements, rubbing against me from behind. I tossed my lustrous hair across my face and stared intensely at Luke as Alicia’s grinding became outright humping. I leaned my head back against her shoulder and she reached around me to run her hands from my breasts down to my hips. Her hands met between my legs, pressing at the front of my dress and holding me against her as she rubbed against my ass.

Luke had stopped dancing by that point and was watching me with Alicia. I grinned at him, then spun dramatically around and caught Alicia in my arms. We smiled to each other beneath the colored light, leaned in, and passionately kissed. I knew people around us on the dance floor were watching, but my mind somehow walled them off. I was kissing Alicia, my tongue swirling and playing in her mouth as she squeezed my ass with both hands. To my mind, it might have just been me and Alicia there on the dance floor with an audience of Luke and nobody else. I kissed and caressed my friend as our bodies moved to the music in unison. The more we kissed, the more I lost the surrounding world, until I started to pull down the front of her dress and Alicia cried out and stopped me.

“Not here,” she laughed and pushed my hand away.

Our grinding and teasing only grew more heated when we turned our sexiness on Luke. We sandwiched him between us, ran our hands over his muscular body, teased him with almost-kisses, and took turns grinding against his bulging cock. He was clearly in heaven and particularly seemed to enjoy Alicia’s big, soft ass bumping and grinding against his dick. I noticed he was keeping his hands to himself when Alicia took her turns, so I waited for her to grind on him again, then took his hands in mine and put them on her hips. He got the message and started stroking her, squeezing her hips and even spanking her ass in her short skirt.

We were dancing on the second song when I coaxed Luke into giving Alicia a kiss. I watched them making out on the dance floor and felt a strange mixture of jealous and desire. It was so hot that I had to interrupt them so that I could kiss Luke and then Alicia. Nothing was held back after that brief and intense make out session on the dance floor. Alicia and Luke kissed and she massaged his cock through his pants with one hand. I danced with Alicia and lifted the back of her skirt to grind against her panties. Luke danced with me and rubbed my pussy through my dress and panties.

By the time the third song ended, we were hot, sweaty, and ready to go. We sat down at a booth to sip our smoothies. The cold fruit drinks were a relief after the exertion.

“That was incredible,” laughed Alicia, a lock of hair plastered to hear flushed face. “Oh my god, I thought we were going to have sex right there on the dance floor.”

“I think you could have,” I laughed. “The way you were moving those hips.”

“So you want to keep dancing, go get something to eat, orrrrrr…” Luke lifted an eyebrow as he looked from me to Alicia.

“Or,” I said. “Definitely the or.”

“I was thinking the Chesapeake,” I said. “Want to spring for a hotel room, stud?”

I provided some motivation for Luke as I slipped a hand into his lap and gave his hard cock a squeeze.

“Yeah, I am definitely down for that,” said Luke. “Let’s get out of here.”

I’m surprised he was able to drive straight with what Alicia and I were up to in the backseat. She had her hand between my legs, under my skirt, and I had her boobs completely popped out of her dress. Each time we stopped at an intersection in downtown Peach Valley, cars honked and people hooted at us. At one point, Alicia pressed her tits up against the window for what she thought was a bus full of football players, but turned out to be a church bus. Nevertheless, the occupants of the bus seemed pretty excited to see her big, creamy breasts and thick pink nipples mashed against the glass.

“You two are going to get me arrested,” laughed Luke as he struggled to divide his attention between the road and me licking and sucking Alicia’s stiff nipples.

I buried my face in her cleavage and she giggled with delight, pulling me tight against her soft breasts. I had my ass in the air and it felt like all the squirming had turned my panties into a thong. Anyone passing on the passenger side of the car would get an eyeful of my butt in the air. Alicia reached over my ass to rub my pussy from behind. Her fingers were driving me crazy, even through my panties, and I was ready to peel off her underwear and get my revenge with my tongue.

Before I could get into even more trouble, we arrived at the valet outside the Chesapeake Hotel, bringing an end to our naughtiness. The small Latino valet gave me an amused smirk as I climbed out of the car and straightened my dress. He no doubt caught a glimpse of my rear and Alicia’s breasts before we were able to rearrange our clothing.

“Nice night, ladies?” The valet asked as he held the door open for us.

“Yeah, totally nice,” giggled Alicia.

“Very nice indeed,” I said, affecting a mock British accent. “And to you, good sir.”

Alicia and I collapsed into laughter and Luke practically had to hold us up with his arms as he walked us into the lobby. The Chesapeake was the nicest hotel in downtown Peach Valley, which put it way out of my price range. Mrs. Temple had brought me here before and I figured Luke could afford to splurge on a room for a fantasy threesome.

We made it through the lobby, paid for the room, stepped into the elevator, and I pressed the button for the eighth floor. The elevator doors closed and Alicia pounced. She started passionately making out with my boyfriend as I went down to a crouch. I took Luke’s stiff cock out through the fly of his pants and started giving him a very wet and sloppy blowjob right there in the elevator.

“Mmmmmmm,” he moaned against Alicia’s lips and reached a hand down to cradle my head.

I worked my soft lips on his cock, hollowing my cheeks and sucking hard at his tip. I worked his wet shaft with one hand and reached the other into his pants to fondle his shaved balls. Apparently the show Alicia and I had been giving him had driven Luke wild, because his cock was drenched in salty precum. I didn’t mind. I slurped it and licked it from his tip. It felt good to know we were turning him on so much.

“Ohhhhh, baby,” he gasped. “You are too naughty.”

Those last words were muffled as Alicia pulled his face into her cleavage. I looked up and watched him fondling and squeezing her big, soft breasts through her dress. Her nipples stood out like bullets through the material.

The elevator dinged and the doors slid open. I continued to bob my mouth on Luke’s cock until I heard a surprised grunt. I popped my lips free and looked over my shoulder. A well-dressed elderly black man holding a suitcase was standing in the doorway of the elevator. He hesitated, his eyes bulging at the sight of me on my knees with Luke’s wet cock in my hand and Alicia with her breasts practically falling out of her dress.

The old man finally broke into a grin and said, “It’s a party tonight, huh? You going to the lobby?”

“Up to the eighth,” said Luke.

“I’ll catch the next one then,” chuckled the old man.

We made it to the room without further incident. It was a bedroom with a king sized bed and a bathroom with a tiled shower that looked big enough for the three of us. It was certainly not on the same level as the suite I’d stayed in with Mrs. Temple, but it was finished in that same sort of antique elegance as everything else in the Chesapeake. Lots of gold and dark wood.

Alicia bounced onto the bed, giggling, her big breasts nearly popping out of her dress again. I jumped onto the bed beside her, marveling at how comfortable it was as I rolled across its top, my dress winding tightly around my legs.

“I could try to order some champagne,” suggested Luke. “They’ll probably send it up to the room.”

“Yes!” Alicia cried. “Oh! I love champagne!”

“Babe?” He looked to me and raised an eyebrow.

“I could have one glass,” I said. “I don’t want to get too drunk.”

Luke took out his phone and dialed room service. While he was ordering up the champagne, I crawled across the bed to Alicia, pushed her back onto the piled pillows, and gave her teasing kisses on her plush lips. Those kisses grew more heated by the moment.

“You looked so hot on the dance floor,” whispered Alicia, stroking a long lock of my hair from my face.

“You looked hot grinding on Luke,” I said. “And making out with him.”

“I’d rather be making out with you,” she whispered and leaned up to give me a passionate kiss. I let the steamy gravity of her lips draw me down to the pillows with her. Alicia’s hands stroked my body as our tongues danced together in the hot cove of our kiss.

We were going at it hungrily when I felt the bed shift as Luke climbed on with us. He stretched out beside us and stroked my back as I continued to sloppily tongue-kiss Alicia. His hand followed the curve of my hip to the firmness of my ass. He slid his hand down to my thigh and lifted my skirt up to expose my garters, stockings, and my ass in the tiny lace thong I was wearing.

“Oh, babe, you look so sexy,” he moaned and stroked my firm rear from cheek to cheek.

“Mmmmmmnnnn,” I replied, unwilling to break my kiss with Alicia. I tilted my hips and wiggled my ass a little. Luke gave me a hard smack on my rear and I yelped into the kiss. He smacked me again and I finally lifted my head up. “Ohhhhh, I’m a good girl. I don’t deserve this.”

“No, she’s really bad,” laughed Alicia, reaching around me to squeeze my ass and spread it with her hands. “She deserves far worse.”

Luke stripped my black thong out of the crack of my ass and delivered two more sharp swats to my creamy rear. I yelped with each impact and Alicia seemed to relish my jerks of pain. Maybe my friendly redhead bestie was a secret sadist.

I was surprised by the sudden sensation of Luke’s cock pressing at my pussy. I was soaked from all the dancing and making out, but I was still unprepared as he grabs my slender waist and hilted his cock in the hot channel of my pussy. His first thrust drove me off balance and I pressed down on Alicia.

“Ohhhh my god,” I moaned, looking at her with surprise. “He’s fucking me!”

Luke had the body of an athlete and he put it to good use, holding me pinned down onto Alicia as he pounded his cock deep into my pussy with powerful, relentless strokes. I howled with pleasure as his cock stretched and plundered my slippery cunt. The motion of his thrusts was cushioned by Alicia’s body.

“Yeah, fuck her good,” she moaned as she spread her legs and wrapped them around me. This meant that each thrust from Luke drove me against her pussy. I wasn’t sure if the pressure was enough to make her cum, but I felt the heat of her lust through her panties.

Luke’s muscular hips slapped against my ass and bounced my head with each motion. A lock of my hair flopped in front of my face with every thrust. Alicia reached up and pushed it away. I looked down into her flushed face and could not resist kissing her again. Our lips locked in a steamy embrace and our tongues slipped together. The rhythm of Luke’s thrusting was echoed by the movement of my tongue in the passionate kiss with Alicia.

My pleasure grew with every thrust and Luke held out admirably, though I felt his cock swelling and twitching inside me. Each time I was sure he was about to cum, he slowed his strokes and seemed to fend off his orgasm. When he had recovered, he tightened his grip on my ass or my hips and resumed pounding me hard and fast.

“I need it too,” she gasped against my lips. “I need to be fucked, Emily.”

I saw that yearning glittering in her eyes and lifted my head and said to Luke, “She needs your cock, baby."

“Oh yeah?” He slowed his strokes inside me until they were very slow and deliberate. “Ask her how she wants it.”

“How do you want it?” I asked Alicia, though I suspect she heard him.

“Missionary,” she answered immediately.

“Can I cum inside her?” Luke asked.

She smiled, pursed her lips, and nodded enthusiastically. The look she had on her face was so naughty I had to kiss her again one last time before I rolled off of her.

“She sad you can cum inside her,” I answered.

He pulled his cock out of the clutching tunnel of my pussy and I finally slid off my friend. Her dress was rumpled and one of her breasts had finally popped out of her top. She started to fix her dress, but I reached over and pulled it roughly down, causing her creamy tits to bounce free, supported by the stretched fabric. She leaned over her breasts and began fondling and kissing them. We both watched Luke position himself between Alicia’s parted thighs.

“You ready for this, Alicia?” He asked, stroking his red cock over her panty-covered pussy.

“Y-yes,” she said, trembling with excitement.

“How about you, Emily?” Luke met my gaze. “Are you ready to watch me fuck your friend?”

“Give it to her good, baby,” I said, reaching down to stroke his muscular abs. “Don’t stop until you fill her up with a big load.”

“Oh my god,” moaned Alicia.

“Damn, you have gotten so nasty lately,” laughed Luke as he stroked his cock. “I like it.”

I reached a hand down between Alicia’s creamy thighs and pulled her satin panties aside to reveal her freshly-shaved pussy. It was flushed red and glistening with so much of her nectar that it had filled her panties. The smell of her arousal wafted into the air and drove me wild. I leaned across Alicia, grabbed hold of Luke’s cock, and guided it to her puffy pussy. I stared up into my hunky boyfriend’s eyes as I stroked his shaft and rubbed his cockhead against Alicia’s slick folds. He groaned and she whimpered with lust.

“Fuck her,” I whispered to him.

He thrust into my best friend’s pussy and they let out a simultaneous cry of pleasure. He pushed every inch of his twitching cock into her blushing cunt and she arched beneath me and grabbed at my shoulder. Was I absolving myself of some of the guilt I had been carrying around? Sure. But I saw the pleasure on Alicia’s face as Luke began to fuck her and I knew I had made the right decision.

I watched Luke’s cock piston into her pink pussy a few more times before I slid off Alicia to give them room. Luke shifted his weight atop her, driving deep so that I could barely see his cock and mostly just had a view of his muscular ass working as he pumped his cock in and out of her pussy. Alicia’s big breasts heaved and splashed with the force of his strokes, her fat nipples red from being sucked and wobbling atop her mounds like cherries atop creamy desserts.

“Ohhhhh my god, it’s so deep,” she cried and wrapped her thick legs around Luke to pull him deeper still. “It’s so good! It’s… ohhhhhh… fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

He pounded into her, though the length of his strokes was limited by her tightly-clamped legs. He compensated for this by hammering hard and fast into her cunt and making the whole bed shake. I reached between his muscular loved and cradled his tight balls. They were hard and ready to shoot. I gave them a gentle squeeze and he groaned deeply. Of course, I could barely hear his groaning over all the noise Alicia was making.

“Fuck! Fuck yes! Oh godddd it’s so deep! I’m fucking cummmmmming!” She wailed and clawed at his chiseled back. The sound of his cock slamming into her pussy was so wet and I could plainly see her nectar pouring out of her pussy, slicking his shaft and sliding down the crack of her ass.

“Cum for him,” I moaned. “Cum on Luke’s big cock.”

“Yessss! Ohhhh, Emily, I’m cumming on your boyfriend’s cock!” She wailed and then made an animal sound that there is no way I could ever reproduce in text. Sort of like a buffalo had been speared or something.

“Ohhhhh fuck I can feel that pussy squeezing me,” groaned Luke. “I can’t… can’t hold back! Fuck!”

I gave his balls a last squeeze and watched as his slamming cock twitched and throbbed. It gave me a hot rush of nasty pleasure to know my boyfriend was pumping my bestie’s pussy full of his load. Did it make up for everything I had done to betray him including fucking his mom regularly? No way. But maybe, for those long ten seconds of his cock throbbing deep Alicia’s pussy, he would have been okay with the deal.

“Oh my god,” groaned Luke, finally sliding his cock out of Alicia’s pussy. He rolled slowly onto his back beside her and I had a good view of her filthy cunt, oozing my boyfriend’s cream. As I took in the sight, there was a knock on the door. Alicia squeaked in surprise and I laughed.

“I’ll get it,” said Luke. “You two relax. I’m not done with you.”

He smacked my ass for emphasis and rose from the bed, pulling on one of the fluffy hotel robes as he went to the door. I turned my attention back to Alicia. She was covering her face with a pillow with embarrassment, which made her extremely vulnerable to my attack. I pushed apart her creamy legs and dived between them. Before she could stop me, my tongue was lapping at her freshly-fucked cunt. She moaned into the pillow as I tasted Luke’s salty spunk mingling with Alicia’s sweeter juices.

It may sound disgusting if you’ve never tried it, but nothing is hotter than licking up cum from your best friend’s pussy. She forgot about the exchange happening at the door and uncovered her flushed face. She propped herself up on the pillows and watched me cleaning her pussy with my tongue. I smiled up at her, sucking at her fleshy folds and drawing out more of the cream buried deep inside her. I began sucking her clit and she moaned and her thighs shook around me.

“I can’t believe this is real,” she whimpered. “Thank you, Emily.”

“Mmmmmm, thank you,” I said. “Your pussy is delicious.”

I buried my tongue deep in her quivering cunt. I lapped at her slit, at her clit, and down to her cum-smeared asshole. I relished each lash of my tongue and wiggled my raised hips with lust.

Thankfully, Luke was there to satisfy that lust. The three of us had a long night of pleasure ahead of us. I only wished it had never ended, that we had just stayed at the Chesapeake in that room forever. Or at least a few days.

Then I might have avoided what happened the night of the big game.


The Big Game

The Peach Valley Spartens were kicking ass. I’d like to think it was my cheering, but after one botched hold in the pre-game, Madison relegated me to back line for most of the cheers. Even “Hot to Go,” which was my cheer I did with Alicia, was done instead by Madison and Janelle Wolf, the newest cheerleader on the squad. I had no problem with Janelle, but she was clearly falling into Madison’s orbit which meant she would soon be backing her every decision.

Luke played one of his best games ever. It was his last regular season game and the Spartans didn’t even need a win to make the playoffs, but all the same he lofted three touchdowns and ran a fourth in himself to run up the score 28 to 6 at the half. I did my best to motivate the crowd from the back row, I saw Mrs. Temple watching from the stands. She blew me a kiss and then went back to waving and cheering for her son.

“Pyramid!” Madison shouted. “You under me, Vinke!”

I was pissed at Madison, but not so pissed I was going to drop her on her head or something. I offered her my hands and she climbed me like I was a ladder. Her foot stepped against my face and smeared my make up.

“Bitch!” I heard Mrs. Temple shout.

As I hosted Madison onto my shoulders, I stole another glance at the audience. Mrs. Temple was at the rail. She was wearing a tight sweater and hip-hugging jeans that showed off her incredible middle-aged body. She was waving a Spartans pennant, but looking at me with worry. I realized, in that moment, that I loved Mrs. Temple. I had thought about that before. Maybe it wasn’t normal love. Maybe it was some messed up feeling between lust and affection for a mother figure. I don’t know, I’m not a psychologist. But it was love of a sort and it felt real. I looked at her again, so casually sexy in that outfit she was wearing, and my mind wandered to what I might do with her. Or what she might make me do for her, because in some ways that was even hotter. I liked it when she controlled me and took charge.

“Vinke! Watch out!” Madison hissed. I realized one of my supporting hands had dropped. I had a view up her skirt at her badly wedged panties. Before I could bring my hand up, she cried out and lost her balance. That annoyingly perfect ass went straight down, slamming into my face and driving me down to the turf.

It all happened in slow motion. I heard the crowd crying out with concern and Mrs. Temple gasping in shock. My body absorbed most of the impact. My face was completely smothered by Madison Bentley’s perfect bubble butt. I never wanted to smell her ass, but I had little choice with my nose wedged into her crack. It smelled like…peaches. Nice body wash, I thought strangely as time slowly returned to normal.

Someone picked Madison up off of me. I tried to jump to my feet like the other girls, but the air had been knocked out of me and I staggered up. I found myself in the arms of Mrs. Temple. I looked into her green eyes and I smiled dreamily at her. I wanted to kiss her full lips right there in front of the whole school. Before I could do something really dumb, Mrs. Leonard, the assistant cheerleading coach, pulled us apart.

“You need to get off the field, Mrs. Temple,” she said sternly. The stout woman turned to me and said, “Emily? Are you alright? Can you hear me?”

“Yes, I’m fine,” I said and pushed her away.

“No, you’ve had a bad fall,” I want you to go into the women’s locker room and see if Mrs. Hadley can help out.

I glanced back at Madison, who had huddled up the cheerleaders and was clearly talking to them about my failing as her support. Alicia cast a worried glance in my direction. I smiled as best I could and limped off the field. I waved my pom-poms to let everyone know I was alright and the crowd gave me a heartening cheer. As I headed into the echoing tunnel to the locker rooms, I could hear Madison leading a fresh cheer out on the field.

Heading into that darkened tunnel forced me past the boy’s locker room where I could hear the coach shouting encouragement at his team. Somewhere in there was Luke, probably thinking about that threesome he had with me and Alicia. Maybe that was what made his throwing arm so spectacular today. I smiled a little at the equipment managers crowded around the door and continued past, into the school.

I approached the women’s locker room with a sense of dread. I did not want to see Mrs. Hadley. Not after the run-in I had with her a few days ago. I reached the door and stopped. I heard voices from inside. Both of them were familiar. My heart began to beat even faster as I pushed the door open and prayed the hinges wouldn’t squeak.

My suspicions were proven right as I crept into the locker room and peered around the first wall of lockers in the direction of Mrs. Hadley’s office. The plump volleyball coach was sitting at her desk with a smile on her face. She was talking to a fit and shapely young blonde sitting on the edge of the desk, giving Mrs. Hadley a fine view of long, supple legs.

“Olivia Temple,” I whispered, recognizing Luke’s extremely evil sister. I had put Mrs. Hadley up to this, but why now? Had Olivia showed up at the locker room to torment me? I crept closer, stopping just below the line of the office windows to listen to their conversation.

“You’re right,” said Olivia to Mrs. Hadley. “I have been too hard on her. I can tell she has been suffering because of it. But it’s only because I care about her, Mrs. Hadley. I am worried about her safety. Aren’t you?”

“It’s the reason I’m talking to you,” said Mrs. Hadley in a tone of voice that told me she was under Olivia’s spell. I cursed myself. Why had I thought Mrs. Hadley would be able to put Olivia in her place? Stupid, stupid, stupid! Mrs. Hadley continued, “What do you think we should do for her?”

“The only way to help her would be to stage an intervention,” said Olivia. “Something she can’t wiggle out of.”

“A school obligation?” Suggested Mrs. Hadley.

“A family obligation,” suggested Olivia. “We’ll get her mother involved. And mine. And Luke, of course. And her friends.”

“Alicia Rittenhouse?”

“Well, her, I suppose, but I was thinking Madison Bentley and all the other cheerleaders,” said Olivia, her voice lowering as if she were leaning closer. “We need everyone there to witness her… change.”

“What if she has some sort of breakdown?” Mrs. Hadley worried.

“Oh, I will use a very firm hand with her,” said Olivia and I heard a meaty slap of flesh on flesh.

“Oh!” Mrs. Hadley gasped. “Olivia, I see what you mean.”

“Yes, you do,” purred Olivia. “I’ll have her eating out of the palm of my hand again.”

“Mmmmmhhhmmmm,” replied Mrs. Hadley, her voice muffled.

“Ohhhhhh, that’s good, Coach Hadley,” chuckled Olivia. “Just like that. You see what we can do with her.”

I lifted my head just far enough over the window that I could see what was happening. Olivia was seated on the edge of the desk facing Mrs. Hadley’s office chair. Olivia’s feet were up on the arms of the chair and her knees were spread apart. Mrs. Hadley was leaned forward, her head disappearing out of view between Olivia’s thighs. Olivia held Mrs. Hadley by the back of her head and the plump volleyball coach was all too eager to pleasure the sexy college girl. I felt a pang of lust at the muffled moans of desire coming from the coach. I knew if I stayed any longer I risked being caught, so I crept back out of the locker room and into the hallway.

My plan to put Luke’s sister in her place had backfired: Olivia Temple was plotting my destruction.


The Big Party

Everyone was at the Temple house. I mean, I didn’t do a full headcount, but judging by the number of cars choking their circular drive and spilling out into the neighborhood, it was literally everyone. Every football player had brought his girlfriend, every cheerleader was there, including Madison, and every classmate or acquaintance or cousin of Luke was in attendance. The kitchen was full of people drinking beer out of plastic cups, the pool area was packed with hot guys and hotter girls in their swimsuits, the upstairs bedrooms were full of people making out, and the basement was crammed full of people playing frat house drinking games.

“You’re not mingling,” said Mrs. Temple, watching over the crowded pool from her bedroom’s balcony. Loud party music drifted up from the outdoor speakers. I was stretched out on the bed in a new pink bikini, not really feeling in the partying mood.

Mrs. Temple stepped back into the bedroom and stood over the bed. I smiled weakly up at her and she stroked a lock of hair from my face. “Sweetie, Luke is going to begin to wonder why his girlfriend is up in his mother’s bedroom at his party.” She sat down beside me and added, “And for once we’re not even doing anything to deserve suspicion.”

“He won’t notice,” I said. “He’s having fun with his friends.”

She took it as pouting, but it wasn’t meant that way.

“Oh, Emily, don’t be jealous if he wants to let off some steam,” she said. “Why don’t you go down to the pool? I’ll go with you.”

I sat up in the bed and asked, “Have you seen Olivia tonight?”

“I think she is down in the basement,” said Mrs. Temple. “She invited a few of her friends from Berkeley. Why?”

I held my breath for a moment. It was my last card to play with Olivia. I had to play it after what I had heard Olivia discussing with Mrs. Hadley.

“Olivia knows,” I said and took Mrs. Temple’s hand.

“What?” Her green eyes widened.

“She knows everything,” I said, fighting to control my emotions. “And she has been blackmailing me and abusing me with it, threatening to tell Luke about me and you. I tried to get back at her in China, but I think she has some big intervention planned to totally ruin my life. She’s going to expose everything to my mom and the cheerleading team and...”

My words trailed off as I burst into tears. I saw sympathy but also concern in Mrs. Temple’s eyes. She hugged me against the tanned mounds of her breasts swelling in her red bikini. I breathed in the scent of her lotion and my tears dropped against her tits, spilling down into her cleavage. She rubbed my back and told me, “It’s alright. We’ll figure this out. Shhhhhhh.”

It all came out then. I kept sobbing and telling her about all the times Olivia had made me have sex, all the humiliating things she had made me do, and how hanging over it all had been the threat of exposing my relationship with Mrs. Temple. She mostly just listened and caressed my back and shoulders. When I finished, I felt exhausted, both from crying and from the pure emotional effort of it all. She lowered me back onto the bed and wiped the tears from my eyes.

She stood up from the bed and I felt instantly worried. She pulled a robe on over her bikini.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“I’m going to get you some water,” she said. “Just relax. I’ll be right back, Emily.”

What had I done? I sat up in the bed and hugged my knees against my chest. It kept me from shaking with nerves. I had confessed everything to Mrs. Temple and I knew I had set things in motion that it was too late to stop. I questioned my judgment. Had I made the right decision by finally being honest with Mrs. Temple or had I made things much worse like when I had convinced Mrs. Hadley to intervene.

My doubts bubbled into terror as I heard footsteps approaching and raised voices in the hall outside the bedroom.

“You have no idea what you’re talking about, mother,” said Olivia as she pushed the door open. “I have nothing to say to Luke’s little floozy. Oh… hello, Emily.”

Olivia was the perfect youthful double of her mother, a bit softer and a bit shorter, which made her seem even more voluptuous. Her blonde hair was pulled back from her face in a tight ponytail and she wore a pair of denim shorts and a string bikini that could hardly contain her ample breasts.

Mrs. Temple followed Olivia into the bedroom. She shut and locked the door.

“I have no reason not to believe Emily,” said Mrs. Temple.

“So that means you are fucking Luke’s girlfriend?” Olivia did a convincing job of seeming surprised and disgusted. She glanced at me and back at her mother. “You are fucking each other?”

“You have sexually blackmailed her in ways that are probably illegal,” said Mrs. Temple. “You have coerced her into acts of—“

“I haven’t done any of this!” Olivia shouted. “You started talking about China and something about some guy and me making her do something and I don’t know any of it. I never had sex with—“

“Be quiet!” Mrs. Temple shouted. I could tell Olivia wanted to say more, but the blazing anger in her mother’s eyes made her bite back any further reply. “I am sick of your dissembling, Olivia. You have done this sort of thing before. Remember Julia? Heather?”

“That was different,” said Olivia. “That was between you and dad and it wasn’t sex with them. I was just trying to get a little extra—“

“You need to be punished for this,” said Mrs. Temple. Her voice was low and dangerous. She was holding back so much rage that it frightened me even though it wasn’t directed at me.

“What are you going to do?” Olivia scoffed. “Take away my car? My allowance? I’ll go to daddy and tell him all about the things you’ve done with Little Miss Innocent here.”

Olivia gave me a withering look, as if I were a piece of filth stuck to her shoe. That nasty look was her mistake. She failed to notice her mother crossing to her. Mrs. Temple grabbed a handful of Olivia’s hair, pulled her by it over to the bed, and threw Olivia down at my feet. She pushed up onto her hands and Mrs. Temple yanked her head back further.

“Apologize to Emily,” said Mrs. Temple. “Tell her you will never try to blackmail her or manipulate her again.”

“I’m not apologizing to this slut!” Olivia snarled with anger.

“You are a grown woman, Olivia,” said Mrs. Temple, her voice low and threatening. “Are you really going to make me give you a spanking?”

My eyes widened at the threat. Olivia stared at me, a nasty smile quirking her full lips.

“I bet your slut would like that,” said Olivia, putting on a petulant child’s voice. “Mommy spanking her daughter? Kinky. Go ahead then, mommy. Spank my ass. I’ve been a bad girl.”

Olivia stared into my eyes as she arched her back and thrust her plump, denim-covered ass towards her mother.

“You don’t have to do this,” I said and looked pleadingly to Mrs. Temple.

“Awwwwww.” Olivia pouted out her lower lip. “Having second thoughts, Emily? Or are you just jealous that—“

Mrs. Temple grabbed the back of Olivia’s shorts with both hands and yanked them down so forcefully that I heard the denim nearly tearing. Olivia’s shorts and bikini bottoms were suddenly beneath her juicy white ass. Her plush cheeks were squeezed upwards slightly by the position of the shorts, but her ass was bare.

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!

Mrs. Temple struck with the flat of her hand. Each blow landed on Olivia’s buttocks and made her pale flesh jiggle. Her body jerked forward and her head pulled up more even though it was already being yanked back by her mother pulling her hair. Olivia cried out, “Ah! What the fuck? You’re AHH! You’re actually spanking me??”

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!

Mrs. Temple rained down blows on her daughter’s bare ass. Olivia’s plump cheeks reddened with her mother’s hand prints and tears welled in Olivia’s eyes. She whimpered and yelped with pain as several more swats fell upon her bare butt.

The sight of Mrs. Temple spanking her daughter’s bare ass was both perverse and exciting to me. I felt like I should look away from what was happening, but I could not. I stared, wide-eyed, my pussy aching at the sight of one grown woman spanking another. The fact that they were mother and daughter only made it more thrilling in some sick way.

“You want to play games?” Mrs. Temple growled. “You want to torment Emily? I won’t stand for it, Olivia!”

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!

The blows were so hard that the sound echoed in the bedroom and snapped against my eardrums. Olivia collapsed forward onto the bed, whimpering with pain and wiggling her shapely hips, her reddened ass jiggling back and forth.

“Please, no more,” she cried as real tears streamed from her eyes.

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!

“Ooooohhhooohh,” cried Olivia, her fingers twisted in the bedding.

“Are you going to apologize to Emily now?” Mrs. Temple asked. “Or should I go and fetch a paddle?”

“No!” Olivia cried, lifting her head up from the bed. Her face was red and tracks of tears glistened on her cheeks. “No paddle. Please, mommy.”

Mrs. Temple raised her hand to give her daughter another swat on the bottom. “Apologize.”

Olivia looked at me, her anger drowned in her pain. Her eyes welled with fresh tears and she said, “I’m sorry, Emily. Okay?”

WHAP!

“Tell her why you are sorry,” demanded Mrs. Temple.

“Because you’re spanking meeeeee!” Olivia whined and kicked her legs. It was another mistake.

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!

“OOooohaaaaaEEEEIIIII!” Olivia wailed as the swats fell in rapid succession. Olivia was making sounds I had never heard a woman make before, except maybe during an orgasm. Mrs. Temple let Olivia’s hair slip out of her hand and Olivia collapsed face down onto the bed. Her ass was bright red with overlapping handprints and she kicked and moaned in obvious pain, her feet drumming the bed beneath me.

“Give her a proper apology,” said Mrs. Temple.

“I… I’m sorry, Emily, for abusing your trust and… oooohhhh it burns so much…”

“Keep going!” Mrs. Temple raised a threatening hand.

“I’m sorry for making you lick me and f-fucking you and making you blow that weird security go,” moaned Olivia, tears continuing to drip from her face. “I’m sorry I threatened you and Luke. And threatened your relationship with mother. And I’ll never do it again. I swear it. I double swear it.” She looked at me pleadingly and added, “If you can just find it in your heart to forgive me.”

“I forgive you,” I said, eager to get the words out.

“There, you see?” Mrs. Temple relaxed her hand. “That wasn’t so hard, Olivia. Go on. Pull up your shorts and go enjoy the party. And breathe a word of this to Luke or anyone else and I’ll make your ass as red as cherry.”

“Y-yes, okay, I get it,” said Olivia, sliding off the bed and hitching up her shorts. A hint of her sullenness returned as she cut her eyes in my direction. Before her mom caught the glance, Olivia hurried out the door.

Mrs. Temple turned to me and embraced me tightly. I could not help but notice that her nipples were stiff as she pressed my face against her large natural breasts. Spanking her daughter had evidently aroused her as much as it had aroused me to watch Olivia receive her spanking.

No matter how awkward it had been, seeing the beautiful blonde suffering had been sadistically erotic to me. The fact that it was her mother delivering the spanking only made things strangely more exciting. I wondered if I was a total pervert, but then I nuzzled against Mrs. Temple’s warm, soft mounds and decided I didn’t care.

“You didn’t have to do that,” I murmured into her breasts. I looked up and added, “Spank Olivia, I mean.”

“Oh? Didn’t you like seeing her humiliated and spanked?”

“What? Nooooo,” I said in a voice that apparently betrayed my real feelings.

“Yeah, you loved it,” laughed Mrs. Temple. “Olivia finally on her knees getting walloped on that big college girl butt! I swear she never works out. Did you see how it wobbled?”

“Yeah, I had a pretty good view,” I giggled.

Mrs. Temple leaned down and kissed me suddenly. I didn’t resist it, but I stiffened with surprise. Her tongue pressed at my lips and I opened my mouth to her.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned into the kiss as her sweet tongue slid against mine. She broke the kiss by a fraction of an inch, her breath hot against me as she whispered, “It was hot. I liked you watching me spank her.”

“I liked watching,” I confessed. “It was so… naughty.”

“Mmmhmmmm,” she agreed, kissing me again and tonguing deep into my eager mouth. Our kiss melted into a steamy swirl of our battling tongues. Her body pressed down against mine and I felt her ample curves and her firm muscles.

She pressed a hand between my slender legs and rubbed at the mound of my cunt through my bikini bottoms. Pleasure licked into my core as she traced the seam of my teenage pussy through the tight fabric. Moisture began to soak through the material of the bathing suit beneath her pressing fingers.

“Oh, Mrs. Temple,” I gasped, jerking my hips as she rubbed at my clit through my bikini.

“You can cum,” she whispered against my lips. “You can cum while you think of the way I punished Olivia’s creamy ass for you.”

“Ohhhhh god,” I cried, twisting my head against the pillows and jerking my hips. She never even put her fingers inside my bathing suit. The constant pressure and the slick inner material was all it took. I kissed her hungrily, as much to stifle my cry as to enjoy her sweet mouth. I thrust my hips and fucked against her fingers, rubbing my hot little cunt onto her touch as she insistently kneaded my clit.

“Yessss cum for me,” she moaned.

I’m ashamed to admit that as I was cumming I pictured Mrs. Temple not just spanking Olivia, but fingering her as punishment. It was so naughty that it sent my head spinning. All I could do was make little yelping sounds as powerful orgasmic spasms shot through me. My hips jerked, my pussy quivered, and my juices flooded my bikini bottoms.

“You’re so beautiful when you cum,” whispered Mrs. Temple, slowing her fingers against my clit. She kissed me several times on the lips and then the cheek. She sat upright above me and gently rubbed at my pussy as the last jerks of pleasure worked through my body. “We should go back down to the party. People might start wondering why you’re still up here.”

“Not yet,” I said, my face flushed with my orgasm and my eyes blazing with lust.

“Oh? You have something else on your mind?”

Mrs. Temple laughed as I rose and pulled her down onto the bed. I turned her over and she did not resist me. I climbed atop her, kissing her again and again, darting my tongue into the hot cove of her mouth and even pinning her hands above her head. Our bodies moved together. I wanted her to feel my toned teenage body, offered to her and writhing for her.

“I want you to cum,” I whispered against her lips as I kissed her again.

“Well, that can certainly be arranged,” she said. “I won’t argue. I think you know what to do.”

I laughed and kissed her playfully. My lips moved down to her shoulder and I released her hands so that I could touch Mrs. Temple’s luscious breasts. She helped me with the string of her bikini and I lifted the top away from her breasts. Her breasts were tanned all over, but marked with faint tan lines to suggest the few times she tanned wearing her top. Her nipples jutted thick and erect and I leaned down to run my tongue around her crinkled areolas. I moved from one breast to the other, squeezing her soft, sweet-smelling breasts against my face. My kiss roamed all over those lovely mounds.

Weirdly, I wondered if someday I might have tits as big and beautiful as Mrs. Temple’s. I hefted the soft weight of them in my hands. She watched me, seemingly amused by the way I was pausing to study her breasts. My mom’s were nowhere near this big and I doubted mine would continue growing much into my twenties.

“Don’t be jealous,” murmured Mrs. Temple. “Yours are smaller, but just as nice.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said, untying my bikini top and letting my soft mounds press against hers. My breasts were perkier, my areolas smaller and better-defined, but when I let the weight of my mounds rest against hers my jealousy returned. She chuckled and rubbed her tits back and forth against mine, sending little pops of pleasure into my core each time our nipples made contact.

I returned my kiss to her heaving breasts and then moved lower. I kept my hands on her mounds, fondling them as my lips traveled over her tanned, toned tummy and down to the front of her bikini. I caught it in my teeth, peeling it down below her waxed mound until I could feel the heat of her cunt radiating against my face.

I finally had to relinquish my hold on her breasts so that I could untie her bikini bottoms. I kissed her soft thighs and pressed a kiss to her flesh folds. Her scent was fully aroused and sweet as a peach blossom. I looked up at her from between her powerful thighs and I ran my tongue over her hot cunt. My tongue parted her folds as I licked from bottom to top again and again until I felt her fat clit rising slightly from its hood.

“Oh, Emily,” she moaned and stroked my cheek as I licked her again. “I am so sorry for making your life complicated.”

“Don’t apologize to me,” I murmured between licks. “You are exactly what I want in my life.”

I flicked my tongue against her clit, coaxing it further from her folds until I could press my lips against her fat bud and suck.

She gasped and arched her back beneath me on the bed. Her hand cradled my head and she tilted her hips to allow me to feast on her steamy pussy. I sucked and licked her clit and pushed two stiff fingers into her hot channel.

I lost myself in the pure joy of pleasuring Mrs. Temple. She was the most beautiful woman I had ever met, a lover and a mother to me. My mentor and my dominatrix. I moaned against her cunt, sucking ever-harder as I watched her breasts heave and her tummy tighten with pleasure.

“Almost there,” she gasped, working her hips to fuck against me. I drew my fingers out of her depths, bracing both hands against her thighs as I let my tongue do all the work. I played her as my instrument and my tongue was the wind that stroked her reed. Her clit vibrated beneath my tongue and I made a sweet melody sing from her parted lips.

She wailed and bucked against my face, her juices pouring down my chin and her sweetness filling my mouth. I sucked and licked, sending her to her peak. In that moment, at the height of her pleasure, I heard a strangled cry from beside the bed. I could not lift my face from between her thighs until her tension relaxed.

Flushed, smeared with her cum, I lifted my face from between Mrs. Temple’s thighs and looked over at the source of the noise.

Luke Temple stared wide-eyed at the raunchy scene before him. His gaze met mine and his mouth worked wordlessly, as if he could not summon any sound.

“Oh, no,” whispered Mrs. Temple, covering her breasts with her arm and her pussy with her other hand.

“Em… Emily?” Luke managed. “Mom?”

How could I possibly explain this to him? What could I even say?

My boyfriend had just caught me going down on his mother.
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Red Handed

My life was ruined. Everything was over.

Music thumped and people laughed and enjoyed the giant party outside Mrs. Temple’s bedroom. Inside that room, however, time had stopped. Mrs. Temple was frozen with one arm covering her big breasts and a hand between her legs covering her soaking wet, freshly-licked pussy. Licked by me. I had just made Mrs. Temple cum. I was naked and kneeling between her legs. My lips and chin were covered with her cum.

As my boyfriend – Mrs. Temple’s studly football star son – stared at us in shock.

“Mom?” Luke said, his eyes wide and disbelieving. “Emily?”

He looked like he was going to either explode with anger or turn and run away. I wanted him to be mad at me. I deserved that. I had been fucking his mom for weeks. I had pretty much fallen for her and yet I’d kept dating Luke and hooking up with him occasionally. I realized in that moment, seeing the anguish on his face, just how selfish I had been. I hadn’t been protecting Luke from finding out, I had been keeping it a secret so I could enjoy having a football star for a boyfriend and a gorgeous older woman for my lesbian lover.

“Sweetie, this is all my fault,” said Mrs. Temple. “I coerced Emily into doing this.”

It wasn’t really true. She had seduced me, but once I had discovered my desire for women, I had eagerly pursued pleasure with Mrs. Temple. And others.

“Fuck this,” said Luke and I saw something had changed in his expression. His brow was furrowed in anger. “Fuck you, mom. And fuck you, Emily. I thought you were different from any girl I had ever dated. I thought… I thought… FUCK YOU!”

Luke denied me all the shouting I felt I deserved. I saw the stunned, anguished expression return to his face. He turned and stormed out of the room, not even bothering to slam the door behind him.

“Luke, wait,” I said. “It’s not… I mean… let me explain.”

Before the door swung shut on its own, a few curious partygoers waiting to use the upstairs bathroom got a look at me and Mrs. Temple and goggled in surprise. I retreated from their leering stares and slammed the door shut. I pressed my back against the door, slid down it to a crouch, and began to cry.

“No, no, you can’t do that,” said Mrs. Temple, rising from the bed. “You have to go to him. You have to do something, Emily.”

“Me?” I sniffled, wiping tears from my eyes.

Mrs. Temple stood over me, gloriously naked, like a Greek statue of feminine perfection. I tried not to notice the subtle rising and failing of her breasts, the plentiful moisture still glistening on her cunt, and the way her thighs flexed as she stood over me. She tossed a soft wad of cloth down at me.

“W-what’s this?” I asked, turning the silky white material over in my hands.

“One of my robes,” she said and she reached down and started lifting me up with her hands under my arms. “Put it on, Emily. You have to put it on and go to him. I don’t care how embarrassing it is or what he says. But you have to make this right.”

“Me? What can I do?” I said, on the verge of bursting into tears again.

“You know what you have to say to him,” said Mrs. Temple. She wiped tears from my face with her thumb. “You know what he has to hear you say.”

I wanted to hug her tightly and bury my face in her soft breasts. I wanted to pretend like the party and Luke and the whole world were gone and just let her hold me in her arms. It was where I wanted to be. Where I needed to be. But it was selfish. I knew it.

“Alright,” I said and quickly slipped on the robe. I belted it tightly around my slender waist. It barely covered my firm rear and the front of it left the sides of my breasts partly exposed. But it wasn’t more revealing than the sort of thing half the girls were wearing down by the pool. I had to risk embarrassment to try to stop Luke from doing something stupid.

“Wait,” said Mrs. Temple. She pulled my auburn hair back into a ponytail and tied it with a band. “There. Go, Emily. Go to him!”

I threw open the door and shoved my way through all the people crowded into the upstairs hallway. Mrs. Temple stood as the door, watching me go, apparently unconcerned with a dozen or more drunken partygoers staring at her naked body. Her exhibitionism probably helped me fight my way through the people on the staircase and down into the huge kitchen. I received surprised glances from people doing shots around the kitchen island and bumped into a girl I recognized from my Algebra class last year hard enough to make her spill her drink on her bikini-cradled breasts.

“Ah! Watch it!” She cried at me angrily, but I was already pushing past her and out into the pool area. It was packed to capacity, with so many teenagers and twenty-somethings in the pool that all I saw were people and inflatable pool animals. Reggie, one of Luke’s friends from the football team, bumped into me in the doorway as I searched the packed patio for Luke.

“Hey, Emily, what’s up, girl?” He said.

“Luke,” I said. “Did you see him come out here?”

“No, I think he was at his car a second ago. Why?”

“Thanks!” I shouted, already turning to run back through the kitchen. I knocked another drink on the girl from my algebra class and ran out of the house as she screamed with fury at me. I raced barefoot out into the driveway and nearly got run over by a Honda full of people looking for a parking place. I danced around their car, receiving a wolf whistle from someone in the back seat as the robe rode up my thighs and revealed my ass for a moment.

Luke was sitting in his Range Rover, gripping the steering wheel with both hands, his eyes-red rimmed and the big vehicle idling with the lights off.

“Luke!” I cried and ran up to the driver’s side. “Luke, please! Don’t do this!”

He turned his head to stare at me through the glass. He wouldn’t roll the window down. He had this dead look in his eyes like a soldier that had just survived a war zone.

“Please! Get out of the car! We can talk about this!”

“What’s there to talk about?” He said, his voice cold and calm. “I went looking for you upstairs and I walked in on you giving head to my fucking mom. It’s fucking crazy.”

“It doesn’t mean anything for us,” I said, my voice pleading. “I still… I love you, Luke.”

“You love me?” He laughed. “You’re tell me that right now?”

He switched on the Ranger Rover’s headlights and started to pull out. He almost ran over my foot. I smacked my hands against the glass of the side window.

“Please! Luke, please! I love you! I mean it! We were stupid! We were messing around! Please!” I beat my hands against the window, but he wouldn’t look at me. He pulled out of the parking space and drove away. As his tail lights disappeared out of the curving drive, I looked over and saw Olivia Temple and Madison Bentley standing against the fence in the backyard. They were watching me and smiling.

I looked up at the balcony overlooking the pool area and I saw Mrs. Temple, clad in a robe like the one she had loaned me, watching me and sipping from a glass of something alcoholic. The wind stirred her robe and revealed more of her long, toned legs. She turned away from me and walked back into her bedroom.

I couldn’t go back to the party. Couldn’t face Mrs. Temple, Olivia, Madison, or a hundred other people I knew from school. I went home wearing nothing but one of Mrs. Temple’s robes. I crept into the house, past my mom in the living room, and quickly put on some pajamas. I wanted to lock myself in my room but she called up the stairs, “Honey! Come down here! We need to talk!”

Not what I needed at that particular moment. I looked at myself in the mirror. My eyes were red and puffy from crying. My lips were slightly red from making out with Mrs. Temple so much. When I went downstairs I saw that my mom was primed for some sort of fight. Then she saw my face and her expression softened.

“What happened, honey?” She asked.

I couldn’t get the words out. I hugged her tightly and cried against her shoulder. She hugged me back, not forcing it, just stroking the back of my head and giving me time to let it all out. When I had recovered to sniffles, I lifted my face from her wet shoulder and I told her what happened.

Well, okay, it was a heavily redacted version of what happened. I said I was “kissing” someone and my boyfriend walked in on me. My mom liked Luke, maybe the most of any guy I had ever dated, so it was a testament to her motherly understanding that she took my side without question. I told her about my attempt to tell him I loved him and how I didn’t want my relationship with him to blow up. She pointed out that maybe I did if I was kissing some “other guy” at the party.

“It wasn’t another guy,” I said to my mom.

“What do you mean?” She asked. Then realization dawned on her. “It was a… a girl?”

“Yes,” I said. “A woman. I had these feelings for her and it was complicated. It was… I still have those feelings. But I also have feelings for Luke. And I don’t know what to do, mom.”

I hugged tightly against her and fought back more tears.

“If this were a couple years ago, sweetie, I would tell you what to do,” she said, the back of my head. “But you’re an adult now and it’s not my place to make your decisions for you.”

“What would you do?” I murmured the question against her shoulder.

“If I had romantic feelings for two people and they both knew about the other one, well, I wouldn’t expect that situation to last. You have to make a choice. You can’t expect them to accept your divided attention.” She sighed and stepped back from me. “But times are changing, sweetie. Relationships are… they’re weird these days. Weird to me, anyway. Have you heard of polyamory?”

“Yes,” I laughed, wiping away my tears. “Yeah, you don’t have to explain that, mom. Please don’t explain that.”

“Okay,” she chuckled sympathetically, “I’m just saying, in my day a couple was the only possible answer. Now there maybe are other options. But they’re too wild for me.”

“Thanks, mom,” I said.

“You want some leftovers? I saved you a plate. I can warm it up.”

“No,” I said. “I feel drained. I just want to get some sleep.”

“Alright then,” she said and hugged me again. “In the morning we’ll talk about what I wanted to talk about, okay?”

“Okay, mom,” I said. And I was glad it was very uncomplicated to add, “I love you.”

It wasn’t even that late, but I was asleep almost the minute my head touched the pillow. I dreamed, oddly enough, about Mrs. Hadley. The chubby coach was mad at me about something and made me get in her van with her. It was much bigger than the actual inside of her van. She made me go down on her, just like I had been going down on Mrs. Temple at the party. I enjoyed it in this dirty way. It made me feel like a real slut and I lapped hungrily at Mrs. Hadley’s pussy and thick clit.

Just as she started to cum, she hit this button that dropped the walls of the van away and revealed windows. And everyone I knew and loved was crowded around watching me eat Mrs. Hadley’s big, puffy pussy. Mrs. Hadley loved it. I tried to get away but she was squeezing my head between her thick thighs and I was trapped. I was drowning in her cum. Everyone was staring at me wide-eyed. Some of them were screaming, some were laughing and mocking me, and some, like Luke, stared in silent horror.

I awoke with a jolt and realized it was the sound of something right outside my bedroom window. It was late, almost three in the morning, and someone was standing on my windowsill. For a second I thought I was dreaming and then Luke stumbled into my bedroom and fell on an oversized teddy bear he had bought for me.

His jeans were covered in grass stains and his hair was all mussed up. He looked bad, but he didn’t seem drunk or high as he turned over and stared at me. His eyes looked as raw and red as mine felt.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, hugging my arms to my chest in the oversized t-shirt I was wearing for pajamas.

“I had to see you,” he said and sat up. “I had to… had to talk to you, Emily. I have to… have to know some things.”

I was way too tired for another argument with Luke, but I was relieved to see him. I knelt down beside him and put my hand on his arm. He looked at my hand on his arm, but didn’t pull away.

“You deserve to hear the truth,” I said softly. “What do you want to know?”

“How long?” He asked.

“A few weeks,” I said and he winced slightly, but then nodded.

“Does my dad know?”

“Not as far as I know,” I said. “He’s never around. He never, um, caught us together.”

“Caught you,” said Luke. “So China: were you having sex with my mom when you went with her on that trip? Because if you say a few weeks—“

“Yes,” I said and gave his arm a squeeze. “But it wasn’t all a lie. I was helping her with some sort of work project.”

He nodded again and swallowed back what seemed like an outburst of anger. “Olivia. Does she know?”

“Yes,” I said. “And she…”

“She what?” He said, his voice hardening a little more.

“She blackmailed me, Luke,” I said. “She made me do things to keep from telling you about me and your mom.”

“Do things? What did she make you do?”

“Sex things,” I said quietly. The words hung in the air for a long time.

“Anything else I need to know about? Did you fuck Reggie? Tyrese?”

“No!” I said. “No, the only other person was a Alicia and you knew after that threesome with me and her.”

“Does she know about you and my mom?” He demanded.

“Yeah,” I said. I quickly added, “She’s my best friend.”

“I was your boyfriend,” he growled.

“Was?” I asked, hurt showing on my face.

“Was. Am. I don’t know, Emily,” he said, slumping back against the giant teddy bear. “It’s all fucked up. Rushing around in my head. You know? My girlfriend and… and my fucking mom!? It’s crazy.”

“It is,” I agreed.

“And it’s hot,” said Luke.

“It is?” I looked at him with wide eyes.

“I mean, I don’t want to have sex with my mom,” he said quickly. “I don’t mean it like that. But, I mean, knowing you were with her and with me. And apparently with my sister. It’s like. All in the family, you know? That’s fucked up and… and…”

“Hot?” I offered.

“Wrong,” he said. “It’s wrong. It’s like, what’s that word for stuff that is hot because it’s wrong?”

“Taboo,” I said.

“That’s it,” said Luke. “It’s taboo. Like you’ve been breaking all the rules all this time. And that’s sort, you know, sexy.”

“It turns you on?” I offered, shifting my hand from his arm to his leg.

“I mean, it doesn’t not
 turn me on,” he admitted. He watched my hand slide from his leg to the bulge in his jeans. I began to massage and squeeze his stiffening cock through his trousers. My nipples were stiff under my t-shirt. The only other thing I was wearing was a pair of cotton panties barely covered by the oversized shirt. He let out a sigh.

I unbuckled Luke’s belt and began to unbutton and unzip his jeans. I saw the red fabric of his briefs and a slight wetness staining the front of them. It really had turned him on if he’d been leaking precum in his jeans. He suddenly took hold of my wrist.

“What are you doing?” He whispered.

“I went down on your mom tonight, Luke,” I said, my face hot as I spoke the dangerous words aloud. “I licked her pussy until she came all over my tongue. You walked in right as she was coming down from her climax.”

“Oh fuck,” he said, his grip on my wrist relaxing.

“Yeah,” I said, smiling in the moonlight. “I think it’s only fair after all you’ve been through… that I go down on you too.”

I didn’t wait for Luke to give me permission. We both knew why he was here: his boner had won out over his hurt feelings. I hooked my fingers into the waistband of his briefs and peeled them down under his stiff cock. His hardness bounced free, sticking up at me, glistening in the light coming through the blinds. I pulled his waistband lower, under the heavy stones of his balls. I took hold of his cock and stroked it a few times until a clear drop of his precum oozed to the tip.

“There we are,” I whispered. “Dripping wet, just like your mom.”

I leaned my face down to his lap and I took him into my mouth. I didn’t tease him or play with him. I went straight after it, sliding my lips down until his thick cockhead was wedged against the back of my throat. I tightened my lips around his shaft, cradled him with my tongue, and gave him a good, hard suck.

“Ohhhhhh fuck,” he moaned, sitting up very straight and resting both of his strong hands on my shoulders.

For the next couple minutes, “Oh” and “Fuck” were the only two words that Luke managed to speak aloud. The blowjob I was giving him was noisier than Luke. My lips popped around his fat tip and I slurped up my drool to keep it from dripping onto the carpet in my bedroom. I bobbed steadily on him, using one hand to grip his root, but taking the rest of his length in my mouth with each ride up and down his cock. Although his hands were on my shoulders, Luke did nothing to force me to take him deeper.

“Ohhhhhhh,” he moaned, his head rocking back on his shoulders, “fuck.”

His shaft was soaked in my spit. I wanked the root of his hardness and gave his throbbing cock a gentle twist with each pump of my hand on his shaft. I pulled my mouth off his cock just enough to whisper to him, “I want you to cum in my mouth, Luke. Just like your mom did.”

“Oh fuck,” he said, really showing off his vocabulary.

I let go of his cock just long enough to peel my pajama t-shirt over my head. Luke stared at my pert breasts and small, tan nipples slatted by the moonlight through the half-closed blinds. I cupped my perky mounds in my hands and asked him, “Can you do that for me look? Can you cum like your mom, right in my mouth?”

“Y-yes,” he managed and nodded his head vigorously.

“I’m not going to stop again,” I said. “Just let go, okay?”

“Y-yeah, just let go,” he agreed.

“Mmmmmm,” I moaned as I slid him back between my lips. I was folded almost in half, knelt between his legs and sliding him in and out of my mouth. I stroked him and massaged his tightening balls. I felt a tremor run through his body. I knew he was closed.

I opened my eyes and looked up at him. He was staring at me, his brow furrowed and eyebrows raised almost like he was pleading with me. I hollowed my cheeks around him and flicked the tip of my tongue against the salty precum oozing from his cock’s slit.

He made a sound that seemed almost panicked. His body tensed and jerked. His cock throbbed as I slid him deep into my mouth.

A moment later, he cried out and my tongue was flooded with a hot, thick spurt of his cum. I swallowed and slid back to his cockhead, sucking heard. I held that pressure as he spurted again and again. He shot a huge load into my mouth and I swallowed it all. By the time I finally released the suction, I had drawn out every drop of Luke’s heavy load.

“Oh my god, Emily,” he gasped, slumping back against the giant bear.

I climbed over his lap, straddling him, feeling his flaccid cock beneath the panty-covered mound of my pussy. I leaned my arms on his shoulders and looked into his eyes.

“I don’t want to stop seeing your mother,” I said, stroking his hair. “I don’t want to stop seeing you either.”

“That’s selfish,” he said, but his words were soft, matter-of-fact, rather than accusatory.

“Yeah,” I agreed, leaning my lips closer.

“What if I want to hook up with somebody else?” He asked. “It’s not like I couldn’t hook up with another girl.”

“I’d probably be jealous. I’d probably kick her ass.” I leaned my lips so close that our mouths were touching as I spoke the last couple words.

“What if I fucked your mom?” He whispered in reply.

“Then I would hate you for it,” I whispered. “Anyone but her.”

We kissed gently, our lips meeting and opening and our tongues sliding languidly together. I know he tasted his cum on my tongue, but he didn’t seem to care. When I pulled away from the kiss, he looked up at me with an earnest expression.

“Anyone?” He asked.

I pressed my hips down and I felt his cock begin to stiffen again. I agreed to his demand, “Anyone.”

He kissed me hungrily and grabbed my peachy ass with his strong hands. He fingers slipped under my panties and he teased my crack with his fingertips. I reached down to pull the gusset of my panties aside. My pussy was hot and wet. I was ready for him.

He squeezed my rear tightly in his hands, gazing up into my eyes as he thrust upward and hilted his hard cock in my tight little pussy. We moaned together, experiencing that hot collision in a shared moment of understanding. I gripped his cock with my inner walls and he smiled up at me. His hips began to move and so did mine.

Something changed in Luke’s expression. Even though he was underneath me, he looked in control. Maybe it was some of that sense of male superiority I had stripped away by cuckolding him with his own mother.

“I bet she doesn’t fuck you like this,” he grunted, bucking beneath me and causing my pert breasts to jiggle and bounce.

“Oh, no, definitely not,” I agreed, although Mrs. Temple knew her way around a strap-on. She was toned and fit for a woman well into her forties, but she was no match for her son’s youthful athleticism. Luke lifted my ass with the force of each thrust and sent me riding up the length of his straining cock. His thrusts were so powerful that I would have bounced completely off him if he weren’t holding into my butt with both hands.

I arched my back and thrust down in reply. I wasn’t the bone-crushing powerhouse of my football player boyfriend, but I ran almost every day and did cheerleading and gymnastics. I was no slouch either and I reminded him I could keep up with my gracefully downward thrust and the enthusiastic jerking of my hips.

“Oh, you want to get fucked?” Luke teased me, pounding me harder. “I’ll fuck you good, baby.”

“Quiet though,” I hissed. “My mom is downstairs.”

He wasn’t very quiet as he spilled me off of his cock with a thump. As I got back to my knees, Luke threw me over the side of my bed. I lifted my head from the rumpled covers and looked over my shoulder to protest. Luke pushed my face back down into the bed, pressed his cock at my slick entrance and thrust so deep that I felt his balls squeeze against my clit.

“Ohhhh fuck, that’s it, baby,” he said, pulling back and hilting again. “You think my mom can keep up with this?”

He pounded his cock into me, causing the bed to creak and making me worried about my mom waking up and hearing me getting fucked. Maybe that was what Luke wanted. Some sort of kinky payback for catching me with his mom. I wanted to protest, but found it difficult to say much of anything as Luke’s cock probed my back walls and his balls slapped against my throbbing clit. He kept one hand on the back of my head, pinning my face to the bed as he fucked me so hard that it sounded like his hips were spanking my ass.

I’m not sure why, but I decided to taunt him. Maybe it was petty of me or even stupid, but he seemed to enjoy it when I was sucking his cock.

“She fucks me so good,” I moaned as he plundered my pussy. “Oh, god, baby she has all sorts of toys and she goes deep.”

“You’re such a fucking slut,” he moaned, fucking me even harder.

“Yeah, I am,” I gasped. “Your mom loves it. She loves to use my little pussy. Do you love to use it, baby?”

He growled in reply, releasing his hold on my head so he could grab my hips with both hands. He pounded me against the bed so hard that a picture fell off my wall. I was lucky the laundry basket was underneath it to catch it or the sound would have definitely woken up my mother.

I had other things on my mind than my mom. Luke’s cock was hitting just the right spot deep inside my pussy and those balls banging on my little swollen clit were driving me crazy. Not to mention the way he was using every bit of his strength to fuck me like I needed to be fucked.

“Emily,” he groaned, leaning into me as he pounded me hard. “Oh, fuck, Emily. I’m going to cum.”

“Not yet,” I gasped. “I’m right there.”

“Oh, fuck, baby,” he grunted, wincing when I looked back at him over my shoulder. “Ohhhh, I can’t hold out much longer.”

I thrust back against his cock. I molded the ass against his muscular hips with every stroke. I could feel his cock, seemingly huge inside me, stretching me more than ever, and I knew he was right there on the edge. He needed to pull out. He wasn’t wearing a condom.

“Ohhhhhhh fuck,” he groaned, thrusting to the hilt into my pussy. “Oh, Emily, I’m fucking cumming!”

It was happening before I could tell him to stop. I felt his cock throbbing inside my pussy and his hot cum pumped against my clutching walls. His strokes were suddenly slippery and warmer as he thrust in and out of me without stopping.

“Ohhhh, Luke, you’re cumming inside me,” I cried. Fear was a part of my reaction, but most of it was pure pleasure. I couldn’t hold back as he pumped his hot load into my unprotected pussy. My inner walls clamped down on his twitching cock as my orgasm burst from deep within my core. I clung to the bed with both hands, taking his strokes, at his mercy as my pussy was overcome by spasms of pleasure.

With a last thrust deep into my fluttering folds, Luke collapsed over my back. He kissed my shoulder, his hot breath caressing my skin. Aftershocks of our mutual orgasm shuddered through my pussy. I squeezed him and he twitched inside me as he began to soften.

“That was really…” I let my words trail off. Stupid? Good?

“I know,” he panted against my shoulder. After a moment, he moved his hips to slide his cock out of my freshly-creamed folds.

I felt his cum dribbling out of me.


Releasing Tension

The next day was weird. I mean, yeah, of course it would be after what happened the night before, but it still felt like one of those movies were people go through a portal and end up in another reality. Everything had changed. Word had gotten out about Luke leaving his own party and me chasing him in a robe. Some people even seemed to think Mrs. Temple might have been involved somehow.

“Everyone thinks you two had a huge fight and broke up,” read a text from my best friend, Alicia, that was waiting for me when I rolled out of bed. “What happened?”

There were few people I could entrust with the whole truth, but Alicia was one of them. I let it all out there. She already knew about me and Mrs. Temple, but I told her how Luke had caught me with his mom, then how he’d climbed into my bedroom in the middle of the night and fucked me full of cum. Which, by the way, I had not done anything about. He had crept back out, but I had been so tired I’d basically passed out and, well, ew. I couldn’t get in the shower and start scrubbing fast enough once I was out of bed.

I washed Luke off of me and stepped out of the shower and into the steamy bathroom to find a long queue of texts from Alicia. Most of them were her reactions of OMG punctuated by various shocked emojis.

“So are you still together?” It was the last question she had asked in a string of several, so I decided to answer that one.

“Yeah,” I texted back. “Things are more complicated now. But also simpler.”

“So you’re still with BOTH of them???” She texted back with a bug-eyed emoji.

“So far,” I said and included a fingers-crossed emoji.

Alicia texted me something else, but I didn’t even read it because at that point Mrs. Temple called me. I stared at the call screen for a few seconds, my heart pounding like the night I went on my first ever date with this guy I had a crush on. But that was a lame date that ended with holding hands. This was Mrs. Temple, and just seeing her name on my screen – Charlotte Temple – made my thighs tremble and my jaw quiver for a second.

I answered the call. “Hello?”

“Emily,” she said and hearing my name on her lips sent a thrill deep into my core. I actually had to stifle a moan. She continued with a laugh in her voice, “I was thinking after everything that happened last night, you and I should do something special.”

“Special?”

“Yes, the Ivy Overlook Hot Springs is a luxury spa in the hills overlooking Peach Valley,” said Mrs. Temple. “Have you heard of it?”

“It’s like legendary, right?” I said.

“Yes, an old Hollywood getaway, but they’ve kept up with the times. It’s magnificent. And so relaxing.” Her voice was a sensual purr in my ear. “I want to take you there with me. We’ll soak in the hot springs and get massages together. We can drink tea and watch the sunset tonight. I’ll book us an afternoon and evening spa day. Don’t we deserve a little relaxation after all the tension in our lives?”

“I don’t know if… I mean… with everything…”

“Emily,” she said.

“Alright,” I sighed. I smiled alone in my room. “Alright, yes. Let’s do it. Spa day.”

“I’ll be by at eleven,” she said. “Wear something comfortable. Don’t worry about getting all dressed up. We’ll be naked most of the day.”

I pictured Mrs. Temple’s toned body stretched out on a massage table and a tremor of desire reached into my core. Regardless of all the complications and all the drama of the past night, there was no way I could refuse her.

“I’ll be ready,” I promised.

Mrs. Temple arrived promptly driving a white Mercedes convertible I had never seen her driving before. I was sitting on the stoop outside my house and wearing a pair of bun-hugging cream-colored running shorts, a scoop neck black shirt that was nice and tight on my bare breasts, and a pair of my most comfortable flip-flops. I felt underdressed sitting there, but when I stood up and she stepped out of her car with her hair all done up and her makeup perfect, wearing a breezy white summer dress that revealed glimpses of her perfect body, well, I felt like a little pig.

“Emily! How adorable! You look like you’re going incognito!” She beckoned me into a hug and refused to let me go. She had hung her sunglasses from the neck of her dress and they pressed against me a bit awkwardly as she squeezed me tightly.

“I look like trash,” I said with my face sullenly against her shoulder.

“Nooooo,” she said, stroking me between my shoulders. “You’re a natural beauty. Don’t worry for a moment. Once we get there, we’ll have all those clothes off you and you’ll be wrapped up in a fluffy robe sipping cocktails with me.”

“I’m not 21,” I reminded her.

“They’re not checking ID when you’re naked in the hot spring,” she said. “Come on.”

She didn’t quiz me about Luke or apologize for what had happened the night before. She didn’t even mention it on the way out of Peach Valley. Of course, with the top down on her Mercedes and our hair blowing in the rushing air it was hard to have much of a conversation. The Ivy Overlook was a bit of a drive, past horse farms, sun-dried vineyards, and out to the cliffs facing the Pacific. She turned down a road shaded by the curving branches of Redwoods and my breath caught in my throat at the sight of the gorgeous early 20th
 century manor house. It had been renovated to add modern touches like solar panels and lighted walkways, but it spoke to the history of the hot springs and was beautifully maintained.

“Are you feeling tense?” Mrs. Temple asked as she pulled into a parking space in the small lot.

“Not exactly,” I said. “Guilty, maybe? Worried about the future?”

“That sounds like tension,” said Mrs. Temple, giving my thigh a squeeze. “And the ladies here can take care of tension.”

The walkway led through a glassed atrium and into a tiled room that echoed softly with the lapping of water. A beautiful middle-aged woman in a tight-fitting white polo shirt greeted us from behind a counter. Her golden name placard identified her as “Brooke.”

“Welcome to the Ivy Overlook, how may I help you ladies today?” asked Brooke.

Mrs. Temple took off her sunglasses and hung them from her top. She smiled warmly at Brooke and explained, “We have a full spa package for two today. It is reserved under Temple.”

“Ah, of course, Mrs. Temple,” said Brooke. “A complete package. Please follow me.”

Brooke abandoned her post at the desk and led us down another glassed-in hallway that seemed almost like it was passing through a jungle. There was a waterfall visible through palm fronds and I looked up and realized that the whole area was glassed in like a giant greenhouse. No wonder this place was too expensive for people like me.

“Here we are,” said Brooke, opening one of many frosted glass doors. “This is a private shower room for you to use with lockers for your clothing. After you shower, please select a towel or robe and walk down the hall to the Bali Suite. Your masseuses will be waiting for you.”

I followed Mrs. Temple into the shower room. Half of the room was floored in white tiles with walls that seemed made from natural stone piled and glazed. There was a long padded bench and three sleek black lockers that stood ajar. I could see a folded robe and towel in each locker. The shower half of the room was tiled in an elaborate circular pattern that seemed like something from India. The shower incorporated body jets, a gravity shower overhead and two wall mounted sprayers that could be adjusted. All the fixtures were gold, but more impressive was the narrow strip of window at around shoulder height that looked out on the jungle greenhouse.

“Wow,” I managed.

“Yes, wow,” agreed Mrs. Temple, but her eyes were on me. “You never fail to impress me, Emily. You were served up quite a predicament last night, both personally and socially, and you’ve managed to smooth things out.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said, blushing from the way she was looking at me. “I think it helped that, uh, Luke was turned on by what he saw.”

“He always did have a bit of an oedipal complex. Which I tolerate, but do not encourage.”

I wasn’t sure what that was, but I think it meant that Luke secretly wanted to have sex with his mom, which is like a guy thing. Like, I don’t know if guys really want to sleep with their mom, but they want to sleep with the idea of their mom or something. Go to one of those porn video sites. You’ll see. Half the videos are guys fucking women pretending to be their moms.

Of course, who am I to judge? I was pretty much in love with a woman a few years older than my mom.

“We’d better shower up,” said Mrs. Temple, seeming to enjoy my troubled expression. “We don’t want to keep the ladies waiting for us.”

For all the times I had seen Mrs. Temple naked, it was still stunning to watch her undress. She slipped out of her clothes like a flowering tree shedding petals in a warm summer breeze. In moments, she had undressed to only her panties, revealing her toned arms, legs, and chiseled abdomen. Her breasts were large and perfect without being overly pendulous. Her nipples were thick and pink and my mouth watered at remembering how they felt when I sucked them.

“Aren’t you going to shower with your clothes on?” She asked with a chuckle. She bent over at the waist, her luscious breasts dangling as she slipped her panties off and stepped out of them. Her cunt was shaved and waxed. Her ass was large and firm as she folded her clothes neatly and placed them in one of the lockers.

“Oh, um, no,” I said and began to undress.

I was distracted to clumsiness by the sight of Mrs. Temple standing in the shower, her gorgeous body a tanned landscape for the cascading water. She put her shoulders back and thrust her hips forward so the spilling water gathered at her cunt and rolled over her delicate folds. She looked at me with her lidded green eyes and ran her hands down over her breasts, her toned tummy, and to the folds of her pussy.

I almost tripped getting out of my panties, my body as toned as Mrs. Temple’s but lacking her curves. I also had pronounced bikini lines on my otherwise tan body, revealing the creamy white of my breasts, my mound, and a triangle of my firm, peachy bottom.

I wanted her. I wanted to get down on my knees for her and remind her of what I could do for her. She pulled me into her arms and into the warm jets of water. We kissed and all was forgiven. My sins, her sins, our mutual sins disappeared under the hot flow as our lips melted together and our tongues swirled. She held me by my ass, her arms around me, squeezing my cheeks and pulling me tight against the soft, slippery mounds of her breasts.

“Oh, Mrs. Temple,” I moaned against her lips. “I think I have my head straight, I think I know what’s right and then mmmmm… I think of you… mmmmmm… and it turns everything upside down.”

She smiled between kisses, between hot lashings of her tongue, and said, “Maybe it’s that everything else is upside down and when you’re with me I put things right.”

My thighs trembled at the thought. I moaned, “Yesss.”

I never wanted to let go of her, to stop kissing her, but she insisted on washing up, so we lathered our bodies and thoroughly scrubbed. She paid particular attention to my firm, teenage ass, running her soapy fingers down my crack and teasing them against my asshole. I moaned and wanted her to push those fingers inside me. I even arched my back and watched over my shoulder. But she pulled back and chuckled at my eagerness.

“The masseuses are waiting,” she said. “There will be more time for us to have fun after our massage.”

We finished rinsing our bodies, toweled off, and wrapped up to make our way to the Bali Suite. I wore one of the fluffy robes and Mrs. Temple chose a towel that barely covered her body.

“Are you ready?” She asked, offering me her hand.

“Um, yeah,” I said. “It’s just a massage. Right?”

“Oh, no,” she laughed, taking my hand and walking me out into the hall. “It’s so much more than that.”

If that hadn’t tipped me off, I knew for sure we were in for a special massage when we entered the suite and were greeted by two gorgeous blondes dressed in white lingerie and white caps. They were both tall, had those perfect tits that only money could buy, and were wearing lingerie that was sheer and left nothing to the imagination. They also had little massage aprons on, which partly covered the mounds and contained bottles of massage oil. One girl wore a golden name placard that identified her as Svetlana and the other had a placard that identified her as Masha.

“Hello, please, lie down on tables,” said Svetlana in a pleasant, heavily-accented voice. “We will begin the massage of your dreams. Any pleasure is here for massage. Any desire. We satisfy.”

“Mmmm, we’ll see about that,” said Mrs. Temple as she unwrapped her body. I actually saw Svetlana lift an eyebrow in surprise at Mrs. Temple’s perfection. I was a little more reluctant about taking off my robe. I turned my back and slipped it off before handing it to Masha.

“Hello,” she said, her voice softer and more girlish than Svetlana’s. “I will be happy to pleasure you. My name is Masha. I know many techniques.”

“Just a massage for us both now,” said Mrs. Temple. “Then we’ll go from there. Sound good?”

“Yes, miss,” said Svetlana.

The room was paneled in redwood and looked out over the endless blue of the Pacific Ocean. Soft island sounds and tropical music played on hidden speakers. Masha dimmed the lights and lowered blinds so that only the bottom quarter of the window was still shining into the room. Mrs. Temple lay face down on one massage table and I gingerly climbed onto the other. I was aware that Masha could see everything, from my dangling teenage tits to my pussy and asshole. She didn’t break her pleasant smile.

“Become comfortable,” she said and stroked my hip. “Then I will begin.”

It was hard not to stare at Masha or Svetlana as I settled onto the massage bed. They were gorgeous, even if some of their goods looks were enhanced. They wore the lingerie like they were born knowing how to squeeze a thong between their cheeks or use a balconette to cup their tits just right. They had perfect, even tans that were not darkened to a crisp and Masha had these very thick nipples that were even bigger than Mrs. Temple’s.

“Ohhhhhh, that’s good,” moaned Mrs. Temple and I looked over to see Svetlana already spreading oil onto Mrs. Temple’s back.

Masha approached me, spreading oil between her hands. “Ready, miss?” She asked.

“Y-yeah,” I said, lowering my face into the cradle. “Ohhhhhhhh…”

All of my nervousness faded away under Masha’s skilled hands. She spread the warming oil from my shoulders down to my lower back. She spread it over the firm mounds of my buttocks, kneading them gently before continuing down my thighs, my calves, and to my feet. She repeated the process, working her way up, massaging more intently. And then the real massage began as she worked her strong hands into every muscle on my body. It was warm, powerful, and erotic. I felt myself growing more aroused the lower she worked. She kneaded my ass again and worked my thighs, but she kept her touch clear of my tight asshole and my slick pussy.

“Alright, turn over, please,” said Svetlana to Mrs. Temple.

I lifted my head from the cradle and looked over at Mrs. Temple. I watched her turn over, her glistening back turning away from me as she revealed her soft breasts and flushed pussy. She made eye contact with me for a moment and winked at me before turning onto her back. I could not look away as Svetlana began to oil up Mrs. Temple’s plump breasts. The masseuse was not shy about caressing Mrs. Temple’s puffy nipples until they stiffened, then playing with them between her fingers and thumbs.

“Would you like to turn over? Or do you want more pleasure like this?” Masha asked me.

“She wants more pleasure like that,” interjected Mrs. Temple.

“Very good,” said Masha. I lowered my face into the cradle as she resumed a massage that became increasingly intimate. As I listened to Mrs. Temple moaning softly beside me, Masha’s hands parted my thighs and she began to massage closer and closer to my cunt. Then her fingers were on my mound, opening me, but still not slipping inside me. Warming oil spilled down my crack and Masha’s thumb began to massage my asshole. She asked me softly, “You like here?”

“Y-yes,” I moaned. “Yes, that feels… ooohhhhmmmmm.”

Masha worked her thumb on my asshole and her fingers on my cunt. She did not insert her fingers or thumb into me, but she pressed, massaged and kneaded me there. My pleasure grew by the moment until I was squirming against her on the massage table.

“Don’t be shy about it,” said Mrs. Temple, her voice heavy with pleasure. “You can finger fuck her.”

“You want me to massage inside?” Masha asked.

“Oh, that sounds…” Weird? Crazy? I finally said, “Nice.”

Masha thrust three fingers into the hot folds of my pussy, working them skillfully in and out and stretching me wide. She leaned over my back and I realized she must have taken her lingerie off, because he bare breasts dangled against my oiled flesh. The table rocked slightly with the forceful thrusts of her fingers. I was opened and stretched by her touch, massaged inside and out as her thumb continued to rub at my clenched asshole.

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

“You like?” Hissed Masha. “You want cum? You cum for me, alright? Cum for Masha.”

“Ohhhhh fuck,” I moaned, lifting my hips slightly.

She pushed me back down flat on the table and told me, “You relax. I do work.”

I was at her mercy, her body pressing down against me, her soft breasts spreading against my shoulders as she rocked forward with each thrust of her fingers. My moans deepened into a gasp as she plunged her thumb into my tight asshole. I was filled and violated in both holes, her fingers working forcefully into me and massaging inside my body.

I whimpered into the cradle, my pleasure peaking, my body tingling with the ecstasy of my orgasm. Powerful waves of orgasmic contractions rippled out of my core and gripped at Masha’s fingers. It was, without exaggeration, one of the top five orgasms of my life. It radiated in warm waves and then struck my sensitive nerve endings with sharp jolts of pleasure. I felt it from my toes up to my face.

I descended from the heights of ecstasy and into a wonderful, warm, boneless sort of relaxation. I felt like jelly beneath her as she slowed her thrusting fingers and worked them out of my pussy. She kept her thumb buried in my ass, wiggling it a bit more before easing it gently out of my teenage pucker. Her weight slid from my back and I lifted my head from the ring.

Mrs. Temple was staring at me, already wrapped in a towel and sitting on the edge of her massage table.

“Feel better?” She said.

Rather than being embarrassed, I could only agree with a soft, “Yes.”

Masha helped me up and brought me my robe. Svetlana asked, “Would you like us to join you in the sauna?”

I could only imagine the pleasure these two busty blondes might give us in the sauna, but my eyes were only for Mrs. Temple. I answered before she could, “We’ll be fine on our own.”

The sauna was spacious enough for ten or twelve people, but Mrs. Temple and I were alone. I took the opportunity to show her my appreciation, crawling onto her lap, straddling it, and kissing her hungrily.

“What is this for?” She asked between kisses.

“For everything,” I moaned, kissing her again. “For you, Mrs. Temple.”

I opened her towel and I buried my face against her breasts. She was salty with sweat from the sauna as I licked at her mounds and sucked her puffy areolas until her thick nipples stiffened against my tongue. I worshipped her tits and pressed a hand between her thighs. She was soaking wet and hotter than the steamy air.

“You like to suck them, don’t you?” She laughed, cradling my face against her soft breasts.

“Yes,” I moaned, my lips popping wetly as I drew on one of her nipples. They were beginning to redden from all the sucking. “Oh, they’re so beautiful. And soft. Like my fluffy pillows.”

“You suck your pillow?” She teased.

“These pillows,” I replied, engulfing her left nipple and most of her areola in my mouth and sucking eagerly. When I popped my lips free she let out a soft cry of pleasure. I looked up at her, my fingers moving between her legs and stroking against her clit. “I want to suck something else.”

“Oh, a spa day wouldn’t be complete otherwise,” she purred. She parted her thighs and invited me to look. My fingers glistened with her nectar as I strummed against her flushed folds.

There wasn’t enough space for me to kneel between the levels of benches, so Mrs. Temple stood and turned around and I pleasured her from behind. I savored her big, womanly ass. I thought about Luke and what he would think to see me licking his mom’s pussy and tonguing her sweat-salted crack.

What would he do if he saw me eating her asshole? Burying my tongue in her hot folds? Sucking her fat clit? What would he want to do when she grabbed the back of my head and rocked her ass against my face, cumming into my mouth and smearing me with her nectar?

He would want to fuck me, I knew it. He would want to fuck me right then and there, pounding my pussy like I was pounding it with my fingers. I came, still licking Mrs. Temple, still buried in the soft, welcoming mounds of her ass.

After the sauna, we drank mimosas and relaxed against each other in the hot tub. She pulled me onto her lap and I leaned my head back against her shoulders as she idly played with my nipples.

“Mrs. Temple,” I said, my voice slightly hoarse from all of my pleasure. “Do you want me to leave Luke?”

“Absolutely not,” she said. “I love my son. I want you to be good to him.”

“You mean when I’m not with you,” I said, turning my head to look up at her. She gave my nipples a pinch and I hissed.

“I want you to fuck his brains out,” she says. “Whenever he wants. Within reason.”

“He fucked me last night when he came over to my house,” I said.

“Did he?” She tweaked my nipples.

“He came inside me,” I said softly.

“With no condom? Are you on the pill?”

“No,” I said.

“Risky,” she said. “But if it’s what he wanted, I suppose you should give it to him. Although I’d rather not be a grandmother yet.”

The thought made me giggle, which earned me another hard pinch on my nipples. I yelped and pouted. I was over my hurt. Mrs. Temple was eager to make it up to me.


Cut Loose

“I don’t know why you even bothered showing up,” said Madison Bentley, staring at me from the doorway of the locker room. I tried to push past her, but she braced both arms against the door frame. “You are so fucking cut from the team. After what you did to Luke, you’re lucky I don’t spread it all around the school.”

“What are you talking about?” I snapped.

“What am I talking about?” She laughed. “Olivia Temple told me everything. And I saw you running out of Mrs. Temple’s bedroom. You are fucking his mom you little lezzie slut. On this cheerleading team we do not let our cheerleaders sleep around on the star players.”

First of all, that’s not true, because Madison was dating Clark Wardell, the star running back last year, and she was fucking two different wide receivers on the side at the same time. But that wasn’t really what worried me. What worried me was that Olivia had decided to get more revenge on me by giving my worst enemy in the whole world my deepest secret.

“You can’t cut me from the team,” I said to her. “You have to go through mister—“

“He does whatever I want,” she said. “I already told him you need to go, so, guess what? Bye bye, Emily.”

“I need to change for practice,” I said and this time I shoved my way past her and into the locker room. It was early and I was relieved to see that we were the only two here. Madison followed me to my locker. I warned her, “Back the fuck off, Madison, or I swear to god.”

“You swear to god what?” She said, not backing off at all. “You swear you’ll dyke out with Mrs. Temple while Luke is out there winning games and taking us to the championships?” You swear you’ll—“

“I swear I’ll slap that whore red lipstick off your mouth,” I said, having difficulty with the combination on my locker.

I wasn’t expecting Madison Bentley, prim and perfect, star cheerleader, to hit first. She slapped the side of my face. It didn’t hurt, but as I turned, she grabbed my ponytail and pulled me off balance. I dropped my backpack and went sprawling on the floor. She tried to jump on me, but I didn’t grow up on the wrong side of the tracks without learning how to fight dirty. I drove my knee upwards and right into her coochie as she came down on me. She screamed in pain and rolled sideways.

“You bitch!” She screamed.

“Arrogant slut!” I shouted, my anger echoing in the tiled showers.

It was on. We went at each other with full anger. I had years of being teased and belittled by Madison on my side and she had her perfect blonde rich girl self-esteem on her side. She tore the collar of my shirt and I ripped her red and white Spartans cheerleading skirt. She raked her nails across my face and one of them drew a few drops of blood.

I grabbed her hair and yanked her backwards so hard that her perfect, plump tits stood out under her cheerleading sweater so much I could see her stiff nipples through her bra. Come to think of it, I realized, my nipples were rubbing against the inside of my bra.

Of course, focusing on that fact distracted me enough that she managed to shove me completely over the bench between the rows of lockers. I landed badly on the other side, the window knocked out of me and my legs in the air. Madison leaped across it, screaming murderously, her hair loose from her ponytail and hanging in her face as she came down on top of me.

“Get off of me!” I screamed.

“You loser! You fucking loser! I’ll ruin you!” She tried to grab for my hair or throat and ended up with a handful of my blouse. “I’ll tell everyone in school you’re fucking Luke Temple’s mom!”

She was crazy. She tore open my blouse, buttons flying everywhere and exposing my bra-covered breasts. I grabbed for her and ended up with a handful of her right breast. I squeezed it hard and she growled with anger. I let my nails catch on the sweater and I tore with all my strength. Tearing a sweater is much more difficult than tearing a regular blouse. She sneered at my efforts and ripped my blouse all the way open. The best I could do was stretch out the neck of her sweater and expose the creamy tops of her breasts and Madison’s white lace bra.

“You’re a psycho, Madison!” I shouted. “Everyone hates you!”

“Let go of my sweater!” She screamed. “They hate you because you’re poor and a loser! You ruin everything!”

I managed to yank her sweater upwards despite her fighting back, which covered her face and mostly blinded her. She drove her knees into my stomach and fought with my arms. I managed to get her sweater off completely, exposing her breasts barely contained by her bra. My fingers had left red marks above the cup on her right breast from my rough squeeze.

“Give that back!” Madison shouted, reaching for the sweater. Her attempt to reach for it shifted her weight atop me and allowed me to push her over. I managed to wriggle out from under her legs and made a run for it. She caught me at the door to the locker room and hauled me back in, swinging me sideways and throwing me into the shower. As I flailed for anything, my hand hit the shower valve and cold water began to spray us both.

We fell to the floor, grappling, screams echoing in the tiled shower as we both wrestled with all of our strength. She tore open my bra as water soaked my blue jeans. I yanked her hair and ripped off her skirt. Our legs kicked together as the wet denim became uncomfortably tight on my body. I tried to grab for her hair again and my hand ended up somehow inside her bra, fingers sliding over her wet breast, pressing against her nipple. I was atop her, the water drumming on my back, my knee between her legs and pressing against her panties.

“You fucking bitch,” she whispered, looking up at me with those blue eyes that had stared hatefully at me so many times. She had a hint of blood on her lip, like she had managed to bite it during our wrestling.

“I hate you, Madison,” I whispered in reply, leaned down, and kissed her.

I tasted a hint of the coppery flavor of her blood and then my tongue was past that and into her mouth. She could have bitten my tongue. She could have used that moment to regain the advantage, but instead her lips parted a little more and her tongue moved against mine. Her hands were no longer struggling with mine. She was caressing my back and shoulders. She moaned against my lips.

“I still hate you,” I said between kisses.

“You’re still a fucking bitch,” she replied as her hands moved from my sides down to my wet, denim-covered ass. She squeezed it through my soaked jeans.

Madison was the most beautiful girl at Peach Valley High School. I had always hated that fact, because she was also the biggest bitch, but as I pulled back from the kiss, I appreciated her in beauty in a new light. Her smoky blue eyes gazed up at me. She had a flush in her cheeks that matched the heat I felt in my own.

“Everyone thinks you’re perfect,” I said, looking down at her, water dripping off the hair hanging in my face. “They do whatever you want. But I can see through it. You’re just as insecure as me.”

“You get so many second chances,” she says. “I’m perfect because I’m expected to be perfect. If I fuck up it all falls apart. If you fuck up, which you do all the time, it’s nothing. It’s forgotten the next day.”

“No one expects you to be perfect all the time,” I said.

“No one?” She laughed. “Try everyone. I know you resent me because I’m rich—“

“There are lots of rich people I don’t resent at this school,” I interjected.

He gave my ass a squeeze, reminding me that her hands were there.

“You think being rich is all about entitlement, but it’s also about expectations,” she said. “I have ever advantage, right? My parents sent me to cheerleading college last summer. Do you know how hard that is to get into? How much it costs?”

“More than mom pays for our townhouse, probably,” I said.

“I wasn’t trying to insult you,” she replied. “I’m trying to explain to you why I demand so much from you and the others.”

“I get it,” I replied, leaning my lips closer to hers again. “But you don’t have to be such a fucking bitch about it.”

This time she leaned up before I could kiss her and she began to kiss me. Our kiss was more passionate, more intense. Our tongues fought like we had fought with our bodies all across the locker room and into the shower. I slipped a hand between up and palmed the soft mound of her left breast. She moaned as my fingers found her stiff little nipple and gave it a pinch.

“Not fair,” she hissed.

She evened the odds, unbuckling my bra and making me cast it off. The comparison between my tits and Madison’s was not quite as extreme as me compared to Mrs. Temple or even Olivia, but she was still much bigger than me up top. And perfect. Teenage perfect and pert. With these pale areolas that almost disappeared into her creamy mounds. I let the water flow down from my breasts as I dangling my perky little tits against her, rubbing my tan nipples against her pale pink buds.

“They could come in any minute and catch us in here,” she whispered, her gaze focused on the teasing pendulum of my dangling breasts and rubbing nipples.

“What would you say?” I asked with no intention of stopping.

“That you made me,” she said. “That you forced yourself on me. It would be a scandal that would shock the school.”

“That I made you?” I felt a flash of anger, but I hid it behind a smile. “That I made you do this?”

I dipped down and kissed her neck. I moved lower, to her heaving breasts, circling each nipple with slow licks of my tongue and looking at the pleasure on her face as I sucked at each little bud until it was as red as a cherry. I massaged her breasts with my hands and squeezed them against my face.

“You forced me,” she moaned. “You held me down and forced me to… ohhhh… what are you doing?”

I was moving lower, kissing down from her breasts to her flat tummy.

“Forcing you,” I said. “To let me go down on you.”

“Yesssss,” hissed Madison. She slid her fingers into my wet hair and wound them tightly, urging me lower. I arrived between her perfect thighs and faced the water-sheer triangle of her panties. Her mound with its blonde triangle of pubic hair was visible through the wet fabric. I traced my fingers over the seam of her little pussy – a bit fleshier than my own – and massaged her clit through her panties. I kissed her inner thighs as she moaned and pulled my face towards her pussy.

She couldn’t see me, but I was smiling. She wanted it. And so did I.

I hooked a finger into the gusset of her panties and pulled them aside. Water slashed over my back and pattered against her cunt. She squirmed and thrust her hips as her grip on my head drew me closer. I tongued Madison Bentley’s wet cunt. I tasted my mortal enemy’s steamy pussy, looking up at her from between her legs as I spread her open with my fingers and thrust my tongue into her hot channel. She cried out and bucked against my face. Her pubic hair tickled my nose for a moment. I pulled back just enough to flick my tongue against her clit. I battered it, eliciting jerks of pleasure and sharp gasps that echoed against the tiled shower. Her body twitched and her plump breasts heaved. I reached up and grabbed one, squeezing it roughly, her hard nipples against my palm as I continued to lap at her clit.

“Ohhhhhhhh, Emily, why are you… why are you doing this to me!?” She cried, thrusting against my tongue.

“Let go of my head and I’ll stop,” I teased and she pushed harder, forcing my head down against her hot cunt. I sucked at her clit, drawing on her folds and her throbbing bud. She howled and took holds of my head with both hands. She fucked desperately against my mouth with no goal but her own pleasure. I didn’t resist her. I tongued her hot groove and sucked at her clit when she gave me the chance. Her warm, sweet nectar poured into my mouth as her cries of pleasure became a prolonged wail.

“Ohhhh god! Oh my god! What are you doing to me!? You crazy slut! Ohhhh, I’m cumming!” She arched against the wet tiles and her thighs shook as her cum poured into my mouth. I licked her and sucked her and drank her sweet nectar without hesitation. I didn’t care that she was my nemesis. I didn’t care that we were at school. I just wanted to make her cum as hard and as long as possible. I slipped my pinkie finger into her tight little asshole and her eyes flew wide. She howled, her asshole clutching at my finger as pleasure wracked her body.

She seemed to expend every bit of her strength with the intensity of her climax. She slumped back onto the wet tiles, her head lolling and her breasts rising and falling with each gasping breath.

“What did you do?” She whimpered.

“What you wanted,” I said and kissed her pussy and her inner thigh. “What you needed.”

“Don’t expect me to do that to you,” she said, wrinkling her nose. “I’m not a lesbian.”

I decided not to argue with her. I stood up and offered her a helping hand, which she grudgingly accepted.

“You ruined my uniform,” she said.

“You ruined my jeans,” I said with a shrug. We toweled off and in the end traded clothes. I gave her my cheerleading uniform, which was a little small for her, and she gave me her Capri pants out of her locker, which were a little loose for me.

“You’re still off the team,” she said, as she watched me try to button up my blouse. It was missing too many buttons to really work, so I took it off and she gave me a t-shirt.

“I don’t have to be,” I said.

“I, um, I would reconsider,” she said. “I could say I decided to suspend you. If you do what you did back there for me again.”

“You want me to give you head so you let me back on the team?” I asked with a chuckle.

“No,” she said. “I’ll let you back. But it would be nice if—“

I kissed her again. It was a quick kiss, because I heard the locker room door opening behind her. Our lips opened, our tongues touched, and I pulled away as Rose Acosta walked into the locker room. By the time she saw me, I was two paces away from Madison at my locker.

“Alright,” I said. “I’ll take the suspension. I deserve it.”

“Good,” said Madison, straightening up and raising her voice. “You’re a mess, Vinke. You need to focus on your cheers and stop it with drama. Do that and you can come back for the championships.”

“Fine,” I said and slammed my locker with mock anger. I shouldered past Rose and winked at Madison on my way out of the locker room.


Trouble at the Food Court

“I’m going to fail government if I don’t bear down,” I said, playing with my Orange Julius with my straw.

Alicia talked through the floppy slice of pepperoni pizza she was eating, “You have more time for government class now that you’re off the cheerleading team.”

“Suspended,” I reminded her.

“Why’d she go easy on you?” Alicia asked. “What did you say to her?”

“Oh, I have a way with words,” I said.

“Yeah? Is that how you got that scratch on your face?” Alicia reached across the table and tried to touch my face with a greasy fingertip. I flinched away.

“Watch it,” I warned. “You’ve got pizza hand.”

“Well, I had government last year,” said Alicia. “I can help you out with your midterm project if you want. Is it the write a platform for a congressman thing or is the one where Mr. Kroft wants you to explain the differences between all the different political systems?”

I took a long drink of my Orange Julius and my forehead began to hurt at the top of the bridge of my nose. I winced and looked up, “The congressman thing.”

“Oh, right, that’s the fun one,” said Alicia. “Maybe I could come over tonight and we could work on it?”

I saw that look in Alicia’s eyes that she seemed to be getting more and more often. The one where she remembered the naughty things we had been doing together lately and wanted to do more. I wasn’t really opposed to the idea of fooling around with Alicia, but her desire was intruding on our friendship. It was unfortunate and I had no one to blame for it but myself. I always suspected she had a crush on me.

“Maybe not tonight,” I said. “I’ve been running all over the place. I figured I’d just spend the night with my mom.”

“I could make it worth your while,” said Alicia, her cheeks rosy and her eyes half-closed with her fantasies probably running around in her head. “Give you a massage to… oh, shit. Don’t look now.”

She was staring over my shoulder at something. Despite her warning not to look, I turned and glanced over my shoulder. My heart lurched in my chest as I saw Olivia Temple sauntering towards me. She had a smug look on her face, which was infuriating because I had just managed to disarm her blackmail twice in as many days; first by outing her blackmail to Mrs. Temple and then by confronting Madison Bentley in the shower. So what did she have to be smug about?

It certainly didn’t make things better that I was dressed in a grubby hoodie and a pair of jeans and Olivia had amazing hair, was dolled up in heels, a flared blue skirt, and a low-cut blouse, and looked so good that even though I hated her I felt my pussy twitch. I knew as I stared into her eyes that I had been wrong. Madison Bentley was never my nemesis, she was just a rival. It had been Olivia Temple all along.

She walked right up behind me and rested her hands on my shoulders. I stiffened as she leaned forward and pressed the soft cushion of her bust against the back of my head.

“Hello, Emily,” she said. “Oh, and Alicia Rittenhouse too. The dynamic duo. I’m so glad I saw you pigging out at the mall together. There’s some pizza sauce on your cheek there, Alicia.” Olivia picked up a napkin from the table and reached across me to wipe the sauce off Alicia’s face. Alicia stared in disbelief.

“What do you want, Olivia?” I growled.

“Mmmmmm, I was just thinking about you and how far you’ve come,” she said, squeezing her breasts against my shoulders and head. “You were an innocent little cheer slut, so easily put on my leash, and now you’ve broken free. And you even faced off against Madison. I know how much you hate her. You tamed that pussy with your tongue though, didn’t you?”

“Do I need to talk to your mother again?” I asked.

“Actually, yes,” she said, pushing off of my back. She pulled up a chair to sit at the end of the table and plopped down between me and Alicia. “You see, I know all about you and Madison. You don’t seem surprised.”

“She could have told you,” I said. “You did manipulate her into coming after me.”

“She was eager to come after you,” laughed Olivia. “But no, she didn’t tell me. She didn’t have to tell me. I have high definition video and photos. Thanks to Mrs. Hadley. Another one of your failed attempts to break free of me.”

I was stunned. I had sent Mrs. Hadley to talk to Olivia in the hopes of putting a scare into her. I had figured Olivia might be immune to that, but I had not expected her to turn Mrs. Hadley against me. How could she have pictures and video? It didn’t matter. I was too angry at Olivia and her smug face to let it matter.

“I don’t care, Olivia,” I said. “I’m done being blackmailed.”

“Oh, you think all your cards are on the table?” She lifted one of the fries from my lunch, sniffed it, and put it back. “You think there is nothing I can do to hurt you?”

“I didn’t say that, Olivia. I’m sure you can come up with some way to still hurt me in that fucked up head of yours. But I’m done being blackmailed by you. Go ahead and dish it out. I can take it.”

“What do you think what Madison Bentley’s parents will do if those videos and pictures get out?” Olivia picked up my Orange Julius and took a long drag on the straw. “Mmmm. Her father is very religious. Overbearingly religious. Extremely Christian. Why, when he finds his only daughter is lezzing out in the shower with a fellow cheerleader he might just pull her out of school and send her off to be cured of her homosexuality at one of those extremely, extremely creepy Christian camps.”

There was still no love between me and Madison Bentley, but my stomach tightened into a knot at the thought of the poor girl being sent off to get her homosexuality cured. What Olivia was suggesting was beyond the sort of evil she had inflicted on me. I couldn’t let her do something like to someone. Not even Madison Bentley.

I looked away from Olivia, my hand tightening on the edge of the table.

“What do you want?” I growled, my voice low and vibrating with anger.

“A little dinner tonight,” said Olivia, reaching out and stroking my cheek. “Me, you, my brother, and my mother. If you really want it all out in the open, I think it’s time you make a break. End your relationship with both of Luke and my mother.”

“No,” I said, the hair on the back of my neck prickling as Madison ran her thumb over my lips.

“Shhhhhhh,” she hissed. “Don’t make any rash decisions. I think I’m being very fair with you, Emily. You tried to come between me and my family. You humiliated me to my mother and I want you out of the picture.”

She thrust her thumb into my mouth, over my tongue, thrusting down to the last digit and nearly gagging me. My eyes went wide with shock and I tried to pull away. Olivia’s other hand held the back of my head and I couldn’t move.

“That’s it,” she said, sliding her thumb in and out of my mouth. “Suck it. Suck it like you suck my brother’s cock, you filthy whore. I bet your friend likes to watch.”

My eyes watered. I tried not to look at Alicia sitting across the table from me, but I knew she was watching in horror. Olivia pressed her lips against my ear and commanded me, “Suck it, you little slut. You’re not even a real lesbian. You’re some fake who craves dick. So suck it for me.”

I whimpered and obeyed her, hollowing my lips slightly around her thumb and bobbing my head slightly as she fucked her thumb in and out of my mouth. A line of drool spilled down my chin. People walking past us in the mall’s food court stared in disgust.

“Mmmmhhhmmhm,” I said around Olivia’s thumb.

“Shhhhh,” she hissed. “That’s it, my little slut. Suck it. Suck it good. You want to make it cum, don’t you?”

“Mmmm?” I whimpered, more drool spilling down my chin.

“Suck. It’s what you’re good at.” She pumped her thumb faster and deeper. As she fucked my mouth with her thumb, she reached down to my orange drink and took a long pull from the straw. I continued to suck Olivia’s thumb, bobbing my head, lips popping as couples and families at other tables watched my bizarre behavior.

Olivia jabbed her thumb against my throat and I gagged for a moment. She pulled her thumb out and before I could do anything her lips were on mine. She rammed her tongue into my mouth and along with it came a warm flood of thick, syrupy sweet orange liquid. She had spit my drink into my mouth! I wanted to pull away and spit it out, but she held my head tightly, her lips pressed to mine and her tongue swirling in my mouth. Little by little, I was forced to swallow the drink she had spit into my mouth.

She finally pulled back, her full lips connected to mine by a thin strand of sugary saliva. It broke after a moment and Olivia leaned back in her chair with a satisfied smile on her face.

“Tonight,” she said. “Seven o’clock. Wear something nice so I can fuck you after dinner.”

“Go to hell,” I whispered.

“Oh, no, Madison is the one who will be going to hell if you don’t do exactly what I told you.” She stood up from the table with a triumphant smile. “See you tonight, Emily. Always a pleasure to see you, Alicia.”

I watched Olivia Temple walk away, her hips swaying and her skirt swinging on her big, plush ass. In that moment, I don’t think I had ever hated anyone more in my life. Not even Madison.


Last Meal

I wasn’t hungry. That was for sure. I didn’t want to go to the Temple house at all, but I dressed in a white summer dress with a billowy style that did not show off too much of my body. My arrival for dinner surprised everyone except Olivia who, of course, acted the most surprised. Mrs. Temple seemed uncharacteristically wary, but let me into the house. When I sat down next to Luke his face went red and he started flicking his gaze between me and his mother.

“We’re having some grilled chicken and pasta,” said Mrs. Temple. “I’ll, um, go check on the chicken.”

I watched her go, admiring her long legs and firm ass in her shorts despite my nerves as she left the dining room for the kitchen. Once she was out of the room, Luke leaned over to me.

“What are you doing here?” He whispered.

I felt like I was filming a hostage video. I wanted to tell him, but Olivia was sitting right across the table watching my every move.

“I thought, uh, since it was out in the open that, um, I should just come over and be part of the family,” I said. “You know. All of us together.”

“I don’t think this is a good idea,” he whispered. “It feels weird.”

“Yeah, it does,” said Olivia. “Real weird. Are you two still a thing? Even after you caught her eating mom’s pussy?”

I bit back an angry reply. Luke blanched and shot his sister an angry look.

“Shut up, Olivia,” he snapped. “We are not talking about this with you.”

“I didn’t bring it up,” she said, waving her fork dismissively between picking at the greens in her salad bowl.

“Here we are,” said Mrs. Temple, returning to the table with a steaming tray of grilled chicken breasts. My insides were too knotted up with nerves for the savory smell to do anything for my appetite. “Luke, ah, if you could bring out the pasta.”

“Yeah, alright,” he muttered, seemingly shy around his own mother. He walked out of the room, carefully skirting her as she leaned over the table and began serving up steaming pieces of chicken encrusted with some sort of Middle Eastern spice blend. She set one of the chicken breasts gently on my plate.

“To what do we owe your unexpected visit tonight, my dear?” Mrs. Temple asked.

I flicked my gaze to Olivia. I wanted to reach across the table and slap the smug expression off her face. She mouthed the words, “Not yet.”

“Um, well, I wanted to talk to everybody,” I said. “I thought it would be a good time to, um, say some things.”

Mrs. Temple took a tight hold on my hand, her brow furrowed slightly as she said, “You don’t need to say anything, Emily.”

“I, um, I do though,” I said and twisted my hand out of her grasp.

“You really don’t,” she added. “Ah, here he is. Put the pasta just over there. It’s a Mediterranean pasta salad I like to make. It goes wonderfully with the chicken and there is more dressing for it here if you like it richer. Luke, you like to heap it on, don’t you?”

“Uh, yeah, mom,” said Luke, sitting back down at the table. He piled food onto his plate, but didn’t seem much more eager than I felt to dig into his dinner. Mrs. Temple wasn’t eating much either. Only Olivia was tucking in with relish, slicing off thick slabs of chicken and shoveling pasta into her mouth. She chased each bite with a gulp of wine, surveying the table and seeming to struggle not to laugh.

Mrs. Temple suddenly set her fork and knife down on the table, took a big gulp from her wine glass and looked at me fiercely. “Well, why don’t you just let it all out, Emily. Let’s hear it.”

I glanced at Olivia again. She gave me the slightest nod.

My heart was in my throat as I stood up from the table. I hadn’t planned out what I was going to say, but I knew the destination my words had to reach: the end of my relationship with Luke Temple and his mother. I couldn’t look at them, but I could feel Luke and Mrs. Temple staring at me as surely as I could feel Olivia smiling triumphantly.

“I blame myself,” were the first words out of my mouth. “I let the secrets spiral out of control and… and I let my desires take over for what I knew was right.”

“What are you saying?” asked Luke.

“I… Luke, I’m sorry, this is all my fault, but it has to be over,” I said and I forced myself to look at him through the tears welling in my eyes. “I let this go on and on and I hurt you and I used you. And Mrs. Temple, I used you too. I used you to explore my sexuality and—“

“No,” said Mrs. Temple, standing up from the table. “No, sweetie, this isn’t on you. You’re nineteen. I’m the one who was supposed to be mature.”

“I have so many feelings for you,” I said, fighting back a sob. I didn’t want to do it. I didn’t want to say it. “But I have to break up with you, Mrs. Temple. With you and Luke. I have to do what is right and fair for both of you.”

“Fuck,” moaned Luke.

“Oh, Emily, please,” said Mrs. Temple, looking genuinely hurt in a way that drove a cold knife into my heart. Olivia was grinning at the chaos her cruelty had wrought. She was having her revenge on me and on her mother in the same moment. She didn’t seem to care that her brother was a casualty as well. Or maybe she thought she was somehow doing the right thing for him. I didn’t really care.

“I’m sorry, this is my decision and it’s final,” I said. “Don’t try to contact me, either of you. It’s best if we just leave it here and… and go on with our lives.”

Luke stared shell-shocked out the window. Mrs. Temple tried to follow me as I turned and walked out of their house.

“Please, Emily, come back and let’s talk about this,” she shouted. “Please!”

She grabbed my arm and pulled me back. She hugged me against her chest and I felt her tears dropping against me. She squeezed me tightly and I let her. I didn’t want to ever be away from the warmth of her body and the sweetness of her smell. But when I opened my eyes I saw Olivia watching over Mrs. Temple’s shoulder. She smiled cruelly and I knew what I had to do.

“No,” I said, pushing away from Mrs. Temple. “No more. You took advantage of me. And I was stupid about it. I have to go now.”

It was the last thing I wanted to do, but it was exactly what I had to do. I walked to my car, drove a block away, and pulled over to the side of the road to cry until I couldn’t cry any longer. I had several text messages from Mrs. Temple by the time I had finished crying. I shut off my phone. I couldn’t bear to read them.


Insult to Injury

The night air whispered through the open window of my bedroom. The overhead fan stirred my hair and tickled against my bare breasts as they heaved. The feather in Olivia Temple’s hand tickled over my abdomen and up to my pert mounds. She smirked as I shuddered and fought back laughter. She teased the feather over my sensitive nipples and I sucked in a gasp.

“You bitch,” I whispered as each flick of the feather send vibrations of pleasure shuddering from my nipple to my clit.

“I’m the only bitch you have,” she laughed and pinched my nipples hard with both hands. I cried out and arched against the pairs of panties she had used to bind my hands and feet to the frame of my bed. She leaned her face down to my tits, her breath tickling my straining nipples. I hated her, but my body desperately craved the lash of her tongue or the hot suck of her mouth on my nipples. Instead, she sat up straight beside me on the bed. “No, I don’t think so. You’ve been a very petulant girl tonight. All this crying and muttering. I think it’s time you serve your new queen.”

She stood up and I tried not to stare at her luscious curves swaddled in her red lingerie. The sheer paneled cups of her bra and the sheer front of her panties only enhanced her plush beauty. Her tits jiggled as she bent over to step out of her panties. She had a faint, silky tuft of cunt blonde cunt hair. Her folds were swollen and wet from tormenting me in my bedroom.

“No matter what you do to me, you’ll still be a heartless bitch,” I said. “I’ll never love you like I loved your mother and loved Luke.”

“Blah, blah, blah,” she said and feigned a yawn before popping off her bra. The tight material had left faint red lines on her sides and the undersides of her creamy breasts. She climbed back onto the bed, teasing my pussy with the delicate touch of her fingertips. “You will be begging for me to come over and sit on your face in no time. When you’re still a teenager, your relationships are based entirely on lust.”

“You have no idea what you’re talking about,” I growled.

“We’ll see,” she laughed and climbed atop my face.

Olivia’s fat, creamy ass blotted out my view of my bedroom as she settled it atop my face. I was forced to breathe the scent of her crack as her hot cunt pressed down against my mouth.

“You know what to do,” she said, wiggling her hips slightly from side to side. “I’m not leaving you alone tonight until you satisfy me.”

“Fuck you,” I grunted, trying not to become even more aroused by her warm body lightly smothering me. And then it wasn’t so lightly smothering me. She sat down heavily, her ass swallowing me up and covering me. I struggled to breathe, but her hot flesh was covering me completely and mashing against my nose and mouth.

“Lick or I won’t let you breathe,” she said, sounding bored and coming through to me muffled by her college girl pudginess. “Don’t you want to breathe?”

I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of admitting my pain, but my lungs were beginning to ache. I had a feeling if I passed out beneath her ass she might just let me suffocate completely.

“Eat it,” she commanded, rocking her hips more forcefully against my face and pressing my head down into the mattress with the weight of her body.

It was survival at that point. I had to do it. So I started to lick. Her cunt was flush against my face so all I could really do was push my tongue past her folds and into her hot channel. She sucked in a breath and some of her weight lifted from my face. I was able to breathe, even if it was the air from her crack, and I started to lick her more vigorously. I tongued Olivia’s slippery cunt, tasting her sweet nectar and flicking against her clit.

“Good girl,” she moaned. “You’ll be my chair from now on. Whenever I need your tongue, I’ll put it to good use.”

She rocked her hips, riding her cunt down to my chin and forcing my tongue into her crack.

“Yes, eat my ass too, you little whore,” she said. “You’re going to be tongue-bathing my holes every night if I want it.”

“Nnnnnnnn,” was my only reply as I rimmed the velvet wrinkle of her asshole. I gave in to the idea of resisting and began to lick her enthusiastically. She used my tongue and my entire face as her sex toy and I obeyed. For my service, I was rewarded with Olivia’s fingers on my clit. She leaned over me, lifting just enough to let me breathe as she thrust her juicy peach of a pussy onto my tongue. Her nectar flowed into my mouth and down my chin. Her creamy ass bounced against my face.

“Yes, such a good little slut,” she moaned. “My mother will be missing your service. She was your queen, wasn’t she? Ooooohhh, yes, she was. Tongue my cunt. Tongue your new queen’s cunt. Ohhhh! The princess is the queen now! Long live… ahAAHHHHHHHH!!”

She threw back her head and rode hard atop my face, smothering me again as my ability to breathe came in a distant second place to her need to cum. She smothered me under her fat ass and all I could do was serve her. Even as I felt her cumming, as I tasted the hot wave of juice the poured from her pussy, I wept for Mrs. Temple and Luke. I shuddered and sobbed as Olivia used me as her pathetic sex toy.

Her weight eventually lifted from my sweaty and smothered face. I was barely conscious as she stood and slapped my face.

“That’ll do for tonight,” she said and untied my wrists. “I’ll be back soon to use you again. Maybe next time I will even let you cum.”

She dressed and walked out of my bedroom. I didn’t even untie my ankles as I reached a hand between my legs and masturbated desperately. I pictured Mrs. Temple and Luke both having their way with me. They caressed me and kissed me. They fucked me exactly how I needed to be fucked. I called their names and fucked against my thrusting fingers. I called their names and peaked, sliding slowly back into the hot emptiness of my bedroom. It still smelled like Olivia’s perfume.

But I was alone.

I stare up at the ceiling for a very long time and then sat up to untie my ankles from the bed. My phone began to vibrate next to the bed. I finished untying myself and picked it up, answering without even bothering to check the number.

“Hello?” I croaked.

“Emily?” It was a familiar female voice that I did not immediately identify.

“Yeah,” I said.

“I need to see you again,” said the girl on the other end. “I’ve been thinking about what happened and I think we need to talk. And um, yeah, talk.”

“Who is this?” I asked, still disoriented by my orgasm and almost being suffocated by Olivia Temple.

“Oh, yeah, um, this is Madison,” she said. “Madison Bentley. Do you think you could meet me somewhere? I don’t think I can talk on the phone. My parents are total religious freaks and… this is stupid. Forget I said anything.”

“No! No, wait,” I said quickly. “Let’s meet up somewhere. I’d like to, uh, like to see you Madison.”

The weirdest part? I actually did want to see Madison Bentley.

More than just about anyone in the whole world.
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Guilty

I felt like a spy waiting for a microfilm drop. Or maybe someone about to be murdered by a psycho. I had no idea why Madison Bentley had demanded to meet me at the old quarry, but sneaking through the gate and following the winding road down into the depths of the quarry was totally creepy. The chiseled cliffs of rock were so high that most of the quarry was in deep darkness. I stood in the small sliver of moonlight waiting for Madison to show up.

And why did my arch enemy want to meet at a derelict quarry in the middle of the night? Good question! I’m glad you asked! I had become fed up with that perfect bitch’s cruelty and our rivalry had finally exploded into a physical fight. Which turned into something else. So, um, yeah. I totally had sex with Madison Bentley. Miss Perfect with her incredible tits, tight ass, and overbearing, conservative parents had flipped on me like a switch the moment my tongue was in her mouth.

Which I regretted. I was acting on raw emotional instinct and my frustration had turned to lust. I just wanted to give Madison a bloody nose, not suck her into a life of lesbian desires. So I was feeling a little guilty. That was why I had let her lure me to the quarry. Probably to murder me.

I heard a car up at the top of the quarry and a figure appeared in silhouette up by the gate. They slipped through the fence and descended the road that wrapped around the inside of the quarry.

“Madison, is that you?” I shouted, my voice echoing against the stone.

“It’s me,” she said.

“Watch out for the trash at the bottom of the path,” I shouted. “People like to party up on the cliffs and throw their beer bottles down into the quarry.”

“Ew,” I heard her say. She avoided the patch of broken glass and crumpled beer cans and made her way through the shadows of the cliffs and into the light with me. She was wearing a loose t-shirt for Les Miserables, shorts, and had her blonde hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. For Madison Bentley, she was a mess.

And I’ll be damned if she didn’t look as beautiful as ever. Her big blue eyes were rimmed red and puff as if she had been crying, but that blush reddened her nose and cheeks and only made her look more beautiful. I remembered those full lips on mine. Her little nipples were stiff beneath her shirt. My memories slipped so easily back to our “fight” in the locker room. They way her large, yet perfectly perky tits felt in my hands. The way she gasped against my lips when my thigh pressed against her pussy.

“Thanks for coming out here,” she sniffed.

“It’s a weird choice,” I said, but then I let my icy surface crack and added, “but I know you needed to talk.”

“It was a mistake,” she says, biting back tears and lowering her gaze to her fidgeting hands. “We shouldn’t have done that in the shower and you…you tricked me into…”

“Do you really believe that?” I demanded.

“I didn’t want to do it,” she said.

“So you’re saying I raped you?” I asked.

“God, no,” she admitted, tears quivering in her eyes. “I had feelings for girls, I mean, it was inside me. I know it. But you, we always fought so much and you wanted to mess up my cheerleading scholarship. You were always trying to sabotage—”

“Mess you up? Sabotage?” I shook my head. “No, you were the one always yelling at me. Always making me look like an idiot and belittling me in front of everyone. You bullied me, Madison.”

“Emily, I never bullied you,” she said. “Never. You have everything. You have Luke Temple and you have Mrs. Temple and you’re popular and everybody likes you.”

“Everybody likes me?” I scoffed. “You’re the most popular girl in school.”

“Those girls just like me because my parents are rich,” said Madison.

“And smoking hot,” I said, blurting out the compliment. “But even if you’re right about why people like you, Madison, you’re wrong about me. My parents are divorced and my mom is broke. I’ll be lucky if I can even afford to go to college with a scholarship. And I broke up with Luke and Mrs. Temple. Tomorrow. So if you think my life is some sort of fantasy, well, you’re wrong.”

“Why?” She gasped. “Why would you break up with Luke? And his mom?”

I thought about telling her it was because of Olivia Temple, Madison’s co-conspirator, but she was already feeling guilty about defying her conservative family. I didn’t need to heap more guilt about fucking up my life on top of that. Even if thinking about the look on Mrs. Temple’s face when I broke it off made me want to cry.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said, my voice soft in the huge open space. “I’m alone now.”

“We’re alone,” she said, taking my hands. I looked up and into her tear-filled eyes. “We can’t be who we want to be.”

“No,” I agreed. “People want to stop us from being happy.”

She bit her lower lip as she slowly nodded her head. I felt my heart beating faster and leaned closer to the beautiful girl I once thought of as an insufferable bitch. Our lips were so close that her breath stirred against my face, sweet and minty.

“Can I kiss you, Emily?” She whispered.

“Yes,” I replied, brushing my lips against hers and offering her my mouth for her desire.

In the silvery moonlight, in the middle of the big, empty quarry, Madison Bentley kissed me on the lips. Her lips pressed tenderly against mine. The kiss made a quiet smacking sound, but it might as well have been a shout that echoed from the walls of the quarry as it seemed to shake through me. All I had lost in the past two days and all Madison had discovered about herself flowed into that kiss.

She pulled back for a moment, her eyes searching mine for permission, and I gave it to her by leaning forward and pulling her against me. Her mouth was sweet and warm and welcoming. Her tongue was alive against mine, slipping and sliding as our kiss deepened. Her soft breasts mashed against mine. My leg pressed between hers.

“Get a fucking room!”

“Dyyyyykes!”

The shouts were accompanied by the crash of a breaking bottle. A quartet of scuzzy teenagers were standing up on the cliff, chugging beers and watching me kiss Madison in the moonlight. Madison’s eyes went wide and she tried to pull away from me. I held her hand tightly and pulled her closer.

“Yeah! Show us your tits!” Shouted one of the assholes up on the cliff.

“Don’t run away from me,” I said. “They can’t do anything to us from up there.”

A beer bottle shattered ten feet away from us and Madison screamed and almost leaped into my arms. I grabbed her hand tightly and said, “Okay, new plan! Let’s get the hell out of here!”

The one bit of luck was that the perch the teenagers were using atop the cliffs was on the opposite side of the quarry of the gravel parking area we had used. By the time they were emerging from the woods up at the top of the quarry, hooting and sloshing beer, Madison and I had run to our cars.

“Follow me!” I shouted to her and we peeled out in our respective cars, showering them with two waves of gravel.

I wanted to take Madison to neutral ground like the park, but a driving rain started and that was out of the question. I didn’t want to take her to my house. That my freak her out. Alicia’s house? No, I didn’t want to drag her into this particular drama. But thinking of my curvy friend Alicia gave me another idea. I turned west, towards the ocean and the Peach Valley boardwalk. I had my copy of the key to open and close the Miss Dairy Freeze.

I was taking Madison out for ice cream.

The boardwalk was abandoned at this late hour. The ocean was obscured by the darkness and the heavy rain. Water lashed the wooden planks so they glistened like the asphalt, reflecting the swinging lamps that bounced in the heavy wind and rain. Madison lingered in her car as I climbed out, instantly soaked. I jogged over to her window, my shoulders and hair dark with water. Her window purred down.

“Come on, we’ll sneak into the Miss Dairy Freeze,” I said, jangling my keys.

“It’s pouring rain,” she said. “I should just go home.”

I leaned lower, rainwater beginning to drip down my face. I reached a hand into her car through the open window and held it out to her.

“Come with me, Madison,” I said. “I won’t judge you ever again. Come with me. Tonight.”

Her eyes welled with emotion and she took my hand.

“Okay,” she said.

We ran through the rain together, our shoes thumping on the boardwalk and our hair and clothing becoming drenched. Madison’s white t-shirt became transparent and molded to her bouncing breasts and stiff nipples. My flannel and t-shirt were just as soaked, but not nearly as revealing. We ran for the door of the Miss Dairy Freeze and laughed together as I fumbled to unlock it. We practically fell inside, into the cramped back room, tripping over a box of Freezy Drink mix and thumping into the back of the counter.

“It’s so small!” She laughed.

“Big enough,” I replied and pulled her into my arms.

Our lips met in a new heat of understanding and mutual sympathy. Her tongue met mine just as fiercely and she moaned into the kiss. I pressed her back against the countertop and she reached around me to squeeze my ass in my damp jeans. The drumming of the rain on the roof of the small ice cream stand was loud, but I could still hear her soft moans and sighs.

I stroked Madison’s hips and her wet pajama pants clinging to her thighs. I gave her a bit more room as I slipped my hands under her and lifted her butt up onto the counter. Then I was on her again, pulled closer by her amorous hands, kissing her and caressing her. I slipped my hands under her cold, wet shirt, peeling away the clinging material as I reached up to her soft breasts. Her nipples were as hard as pebbles in the cold.

“You should take this off,” I said, breaking our kiss. “Your shirt is all wet.”

“I think our everything is all wet,” she gasped, kissing me again and darting her tongue into my mouth.

“Right, maybe we should take it all off,” I said.

“It’s not like we haven’t seen it all before in the showers,” she laughed.

I turned on the space heater that my boss bought for the rare cold day on the boardwalk. The coils warmed and cast the orange glow on us as we peeled off our wet clothing. I’ll be honest: I have stared at Madison a thousand times thinking about what a rich bitch she had. I mean, like academically I knew that she had a perfect body, but it wasn’t until that moment, her perfect bikini tan lit by the orange light of the heater, that I finally saw her full beauty.

“Goddamn, Madison,” I said, stopping in my undressing with my jeans peeled halfway down my thighs. “You’re so fucking hot.”

“It’s a lot of work,” she said.

I knew it. She worked twice as hard as any of us and I saw why she had been resentful towards me and my half-assed cheerleading success.

I kissed her again, laughing about it, wriggling out of my wet jeans as she returned her hands to the firm peach of my bottom. She squeezed my buns and spread my cheeks. I finally got my hands on Madison’s magnificent breasts. I cradled those big, soft mounds and let my fingers play back and forth over the stiff buds of her nipples. She cried out softly against my lips. I pinched her nipples, lightly, using those delicate buds to heft her heavy mounds.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered. “I’m sorry about it all.”

“No,” she said. “I’m sorry, Emily. I’ve been a bitch to you.”

“Yeah, you have been,” I chuckled against her lips. “But I have a thing for bitches.”

I kissed her neck, breathed hotly against the ear and made her giggle, and moved my lips down her neck to her shoulder. I cradled Madison’s plush tits in my hands as I brought my face down to them, kissing her cleavage, her areolas, brushing my lips over her pink nipples. I looked up into her eyes as I rolled my tongue around her areola and drew her nipple between my soft lips. I sucked at her and toyed with her other nipple.

“Oh! Emily!” She cried, wrapping her legs around me and pulling my face against her soft breasts. Hard to believe I hated this girl a day ago, right? But wow did she had suckable nipples. Not too big, not too small, and she jerked and giggled softly every time I sucked. I moved back and forth between her beautiful tits, finally able to enjoy them instead of feeling jealous of them, licking and sucking, nibbling and kissing, until I had Madison’s thighs trembling against me.

I felt the sudden urge to cry. I’m not sure why, I guess it was just an emotional few days for me. I felt like I had found happiness in my life that I had never imagined and then just as suddenly it had all ben taken away by Olivia. It was over with Luke Temple, it was over with Mrs. Temple, and even the cruel pleasures of my relationship with Olivia were at an end. Maybe I should have gone to real friends, but instead I had ended up with Madison.

So I went down to my knees with her pretty butt perches on that counter, pulled her long legs over my shoulders and I started to lick. She was so sweet, so eager for my tongue. She cried out and laced her fingers in my hair. We were alone in our own world in that cramped ice cream stand, bathed in the orange glow of the space heater.

She plucked at her nipples, thrust her hips and rubbed her slick pussy against my tongue, and cooed, “Yes! Oh, yes, Emily! It’s so good! It’s what I’ve always wanted!”

Believe me, I knew the feeling. I’d never imagined that I was a lesbian, but when it happened, it really
 happened. It was all I could think about. With my tongue buried in Madison’s sweet pussy, it was still all I could think about. I licked furiously at her clit, slipping a hand under my chin to slide two fingers into her hot channel. She cried out and held tight to my head.

“Mmmmmmhmmmm,” I moaned. “Mmmmmhhmm!”

God she was sweet. Her little pussy that had driven boys wild was all mine. As peachy as can be and as sweet as any ice cream in the freezer. I sucked her clit, her folds, and pumped my fingers into her pussy as Madison wailed and her inner walls throbbed against my digits. She rode against my fingers, bucking her hips, fucking herself with my help until she finally collapsed back onto the counter.

“Ohhhhh wow,” she laughed, her arms flopping wide on the countertop, her neck bent against the closed shutter. Her tits rose and fell with her ragged breaths. She laughed and I laughed with her, flushed and smeared with her cum. I stood up and leaned over her, my perky tits against her quivering mounds. Our lips met, our laughter combined, and I shared the sweetness of her pussy on my tongue as I continued to gently fuck her with my fingers. “Careful now, you’ll get me going again.”

“Mmmmm,” I kissed her deeply before pulling back to say, “Maybe that’s what I want.”

“I always said you were a slut,” she giggled, but it was affectionate and not mean. I kissed her and lay atop her, working my fingers a little faster inside her to try to stoke her desire. She looked up at me with lust-heavy, searching eyes, her hands holding the firmness of my ass, and she whispered, “Tell me what you want, Emily. I’ll do anything.”

I thought about it as I studied her beautiful face and upturned nose in the dim light of the heater over my shoulder. It would sure feel nice to get little miss bossy on her knees. Or even better, to climb on her face and cum all over her tongue. But then I thought about being underneath her when making a pyramid. The way she stepped on me and I looked up her skirt and saw her perfect, firm little butt in her wedgied panties.

God help me, in that moment, finally, I realized I had a submissive streak a mile wide. Here was my high school bully offering herself up to me on a silver platter and all I could think about was being under her ass. About her firm little but in my face. I wondered what was wrong with me.

But it didn’t stop me from saying, “I want you to turn over.”

“What do you mean?” She asked uncertainly.

“I want you to turn over so I can, well, you know,” I said.

“I know what?” She asked, looking at me with a lifted eyebrow. “What is it you’re going to do?”

“Don’t make me say it,” I giggle. “It’s embarrassing.”

“Oh, you want to do butt stuff,” she says. “Like to me? What are you going to…ohhhhhh. You like to eat ass.”

“I mean, don’t say it like that,” I said, covering my eyes with a hand as my face went hot with embarrassment.

“No, no, it’s cool,” she said, pushing me back. “I’m into it. I like it. I dated an older guy who was way into it but most high school guys are like ‘ew, gross’ but it makes me cum big time.”

“Really?” I laughed.

“Tea, baby,” she said and she turned over on the counter, her legs hanging off and her big breasts squished beneath her. She had to sort of press her face against the shutter as she stood on her tiptoes with her firm, round, perfect, peachy thong-lined little ass in my face. I stared at it for a second in the orange glow of the heater. Her pussy was dripping wet. Her dainty little asshole looked too tight to fit a pencil into. She looked at me over her shoulder, cocked her hips to one side, and said, “Go on, Emily. You know you always wanted to eat my cheer queen ass.”

I flashed back again to her standing atop my shoulders, her firm, toned ass above me as I looked up her red cheerleading skirt. All of that anger I felt toward her back then was suddenly pure lust.

“Come on, Emily,” she said, teasing her hips from side to side. She reached back with both arms, face against the shudder, her weight on her breasts and shoulders, and spread her buns even wider, lightly stretching her delicate pucker. “Eat my ass.”

That was enough teasing. I moaned softly, grabbed her thighs, and buried my face in Madison’s perfect little butt. Her warmth pressed against me. I could smell the heat of her cunt and the faint tang of her asshole. The raunchy scent only excited me more. I ran my tongue up and down her crack, bathing her ass with my spit, tasting her sweat and feeling her velvet divot clench tighter beneath each lick.

“Oooooooh, yes,” she crooned, letting go of her ass and bracing her hands back on the counter. “That feels so good.”

I didn’t just eat or lick Madison’s sexy ass; I made out with it. I passionately twirled my tongue against her asshole. I moaned and kissed it and sucked at it. I pushed my tongue up her clenching hole, into that hot, naughty passage. I made her cry out with pleasure, arching atop the counter and thrusting her firm rear into my face. I held her ass, I hugged it against me and fucked my tongue deep into her clutching hole until she began to pant. Her inner muscles throbbed, erratically at first, her hot ring squeezing my tongue as her hips twitched.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped. “You’re… you’re going to make me cum just from that. Ohhhhhh, fuck, Emily! Oh, it’s incredible!”

“Nnnnnnnnnnnhhhnnnn!” I cried, drilling my tongue into her wet asshole, saliva spilling down her crack and onto her wet cunt.

“AAAAhhhhh!” She reached a hand back and grabbed my head, pulling me into her crack as if she was trying to push my whole face into her slippery, rimmed asshole. My tongue was deep inside her, feeling that naughty squeeze each time until she cried out, “YESSSS!” It became rhythmic, the spasms of her climax pulsing again and again around my tongue as her muscles tensed and released again and again. I thrust deep, moaning along with her, swirling my tongue deep inside her perfect little ass.

“Oh my god,” she laughed, her thighs trembling with aftershocks as I finally slid my tongue out of her ass. “You know what you’re doing back there.”

She turned to meet me as I kissed my way up her back to her shoulders. She embraced me, kissing me, our tongues working together to share the afterglow of the intense moment.

“It’s your turn,” she whispered. “I want to make you cum.”

She crouched in front of me and pushed me back onto the counter. She held one of my legs raised and buried her face between my legs, looking up at me as my tight tummy hitched and tensed. God, her tongue felt so good.

For a girl who hated me, who had never indicated she had a thing for girls, she knew exactly what she was doing to me with that tongue. It fluttered against my clit until I was right on the edge and then pulled back, teasing past my folds, into my pussy, dipping inside me and then back again to my tensing clit. She slicked a finger in my pussy and slid it under me, to tease it against my tender asshole as she focused most of her attention on my throbbing button.

“Ohhhh, Madison, I can’t believe I hated you for so long,” I laughed, cradling her head and tilting my hips. “How are you even better at this than I am?”

She pulled her tongue away and looked up at me as she said, “Little Miss Perfect, right? I spent a lot of time considering the possibilities. Practicing in my head.” She winked and returned to licking and then sucking on my clit.

My orgasm was sharp and sudden, jolting from my clit to my core, radiating in hot waves that responded to each of Madison’s delicate sucks on my clit. I held her head with both hands, not moving my hips despite my desire to do so because I didn’t want to interfere with the pleasure she was giving me. It was a short, powerfully intense climax that made me slump back against the counter as it retreated. Madison spent a long while afterwards delicately lapping at my pussy and even giving my ass a tickling lick.

Then we kissed and embraced for a long time. All animosity between us gone. A new friend – a new ally – made in one of the darkest moments of my life.

“You want them back,” she said to me.

“What?” I asked, breaking our kiss.

“You want Luke and his mom back,” she said. “After his sister made you break up.”

“Of course,” I said.

“So let’s do it,” she said. “Let’s finally take that bitch down. And let’s do it together.”

“You mean it?” I said, my heart soaring with hope.

She smiled a smile that I would have hated a few days ago. That cocky grin of the queen bitch of cheerleaders who knows she is the best at whatever she sets her mind on.

“Yes, Emily,” she said. “Let’s ruin Olivia Temple.”


Practice

“Your High-V looks as crappy as usual, Vinke,” shouted Madison across the echoing gymnasium. “I want to see some real effort this time. Come on! Work that big butt of yours! Prove to me you deserve being on this team!”

Nobody else saw it, but Madison winked at me with that last insult. I winked back and obeyed her, doubling my effort to practice my jumping vertical leg kicks. I saw Madison talking with Rose Acosta and Holly Hughes and a couple other cheerleaders that had fallen into her orbit. They all looked in my direction and I could imagine Madison saying something mean about me.

It was all part of our plan. We were back to business as usual. And I was supposed to make some approaches to Luke. Halting, desperate attempts to reconnect with him that Madison could report back to Olivia. The plan was to tempt her into coming after me at the big game. Madison and even Rose Acosta all played a part in the plan and if it worked it would have Olivia off my back permanently.

So I busted my ass at cheerleading practice, working myself up into a sweat and even making Alicia work extra hard. I wanted to act like I was making it up to Madison, earning my place on the team since we had “worked things out” but had resumed our usual antagonistic relationship. God, if only Rose Acosta and Holly and all the rest could read my text messages with Madison. Lots of photos being swapped back and forth. I was tempted to show some of them to Alicia, just to clue her in on what was happening, but the less she knew the more likely our plan was to work.

Alicia fumbled a hold and I fell atop her, my knee between her legs and my face in hers. We were both panting and drenched in sweat.

“Get up you two!” Madison shouted. “You can lez out on your own time!”

I rolled off Alicia and to my feet, offering my chubby friend a hand up. She grunted and shot an icy glare in Madison’s direction. “What a bitch. Why are you putting up with this?”

“Because I want to be on the team so Luke can see me on the sidelines,” I said. “And she’s in charge. It doesn’t mean we have to like it, but until the football season is over, it’s the reality.”

“Yeah, it’s almost over,” said Alicia. “Big game this weekend. Have you talked to Luke since, well, since what you told me happened?”

“No,” I said, looking down at my hands. “I need to though.”

After a grueling practice, I planned to try to meet up with Luke on his way to the field. Any plans I might have had for getting word to him were spoiled when I caught Mrs. Hadley staring lasciviously at me in the locker room. The pudgy volleyball coach had played a part in one of my failed attempts to thwart Olivia Temple. I had seduced Mrs. Hadley in order to use her to put a scare into Olivia. Only Olivia had somehow turned Mrs. Hadley against me.

I finished toweling off as she leaned against the doorway to her office, watching me pat dry my toned teenage body after a quick shower. I turned around and stared directly into her eyes as I set the towel aside. A shudder ran through her soft, curvy body as she looked me over. She picked up the whistle that was hanging against her big mounds beneath her taut polo shirt and tongued it as she looked at me.

Believe it or not, Mrs. Hadley shared a bit of my own submissive side. She liked for me to be in charge. And although I was furious with her, I felt a distinct pang of desire as she ran her tongue over the mouth of that whistle.

“You just going to stand around naked or are you getting dressed?” Alicia asked as she pulled on her t-shirt.

“I’ll catch up with you later,” I said without even sparing a look in her direction. “I need to talk to Mrs. Hadley.”

I took my time getting dressed, even after Alicia had gone. I squeezed my firm ass into my shorts and slipped a t-shirt over my pert breasts. When the last girl left the locker room, Mrs. Hadley came sauntering out of her office spinning her whistle by its string. She was wearing her usually slightly too-tight track suit, showing off her zaftig middle-aged body. I know that body well. And she knew mine. Heat built in my shorts as she walked right up to me and circled slowly around me.

“You didn’t do what I wanted,” I said to her.

“I tried,” she said. “But you manipulated me, Miss Vinke. You had me convinced Olivia Temple was a very bad girl in need of some remediation. It turned out she had her head screwed on straight.”

She walked back around to my front and stood close enough that her polo-covered boobs were practically in my face. She was breathing loudly through her flaring nostrils like a bull ready to charge.

“Oh, is that right?” I said, refusing to be intimidated by her strutting. “Because I’m pretty sure she made me break up with my boyfriend and my girlfriend and basically ruined my life. I’m pretty sure, Mrs. Hadley, that she has turned me into her slave. Sounds like a normal person, right? Head screwed on straight?”

“I-I’m sorry,” said Mrs. Hadley, her tough façade cracking instantly. “I, well, she’s a very forceful person, Emily. She bossed me around and yelled at me.”

I shoved Mrs. Hadley back into the lockers, making her big tits bounce in her polo, her thick nipples stiffening beneath the red fabric.

“You like being bossed around, don’t you?” I snarled, pinning her against the lockers with my body.

“Y-yes,” she gasped. “Oh, yes, Emily. I’m so sorry. I never should have disobeyed you.”

She was panting for it. Staring at me and wondering what I was going to do next. Deliberately dressing slowly had left her in quite a state of arousal. I should have left her to suffer like that, but I have a soft spot for Mrs. Hadley. Even though she wasn’t even my coach, she had helped to shape me into a fully rounded lesbian powerhouse.

“The football season is almost over,” I whispered, my lips very close to hers. “When it’s done, I’ll never be in this locker room again. You might see me walking around the halls, you might run into me in the city, but you will never see me undressing in here again.”

“I know,” she whispered.

“Never again,” I laughed, turning away and stuffing my workout clothes into my bag. I zipped it up and slung it over my shoulder, my t-shirt pulling tight against my perky tits and the stiff pebbles of my nipples. I knew Mrs. Hadley couldn’t help but look. I sauntered back to her the way she had sauntered out of her office towards me, a smile on my lips and mischief in my eyes. I teased a fingertip over her lips and down her plump body. “But…I’m here now.”

“Y-yes,” she gasped, her body shuddering and her breasts heaving.

I leaned my body against hers, looking into her eyes and speaking almost straight into her parted lips.

“I’m here to punish you,” I whispered. “For being so ungrateful to me. For betraying me to Olivia.”

“Yessss,” she hissed. “Oh, yes, I’ve been so bad, Emily.”

“Mistress,” I laughed, pushing our game farther.

“Yes, mistress,” she moaned as I caressed her flushed cheek.

I grabbed a handful of her track suit and pulled her away from the lockers. I turned her around and shoved her towards her office.

“Go on,” I commanded, my voice echoing in the empty showers nearby. “Get in there. Bend over the desk and pull down those track pants.”

She might have resisted. She might have even become indignant and sent me to the principal’s office. But she didn’t, because Mrs. Hadley wanted this more than anything. She wanted to be dominated by a hot teenager. She wanted to be punished by me.

I followed Mrs. Hadley into her office, over to her desk, and shoved aside her computer keyboard and a stack of books. I pushed Mrs. Hadley down, face first, knocking over a cup full of pens as she landed heavily atop the old metal desk. Her big ass jiggled in her track pants. I hooked my fingers into the back of them and yanked them down from her plush cheeks, revealing the blue cotton panties she was wearing half wedged into her crack.

“Ohhhhh, mistress,” she cried. “Please be gentle with me.”

“Not planning on it,” I said, thinking of the smug look on Olivia’s face at that dinner table as I ended my relationships. I tore down Mrs. Hadley’s panties, straining and ripping the elastic waistband as I dragged them down her thighs. I immediately followed up with three sharp smacks to her ass. Her pale flesh jiggled and wobbled under each blow. Red handprints appeared almost instantly on her flesh and she whimpered and moaned with pleasure. I growled, “You deserve a hundred. But I don’t think we have time for that. How about ten?”

“Oh, please, mistress,” moaned Mrs. Hadley. “I’ve been very bad.”

“Yeah, right, you have,” agreed. “Twenty then.”

The locker room rang with the sound of my hand slapping against Mrs. Hadley’s big bare bottom. Each blow made her jerk and cry out. The redness spread over her plump cheeks as I moved my hand around, enjoying punishing the silky cushions of her rear. She gratefully tilted her hips to give me even better access, moving in such a lewd way that I could easily see the fuzzy muff of her cunt and her thick, glistening cuntlips.

“Getting wet for me?” I laughed.

“Y-yes, mistress,” she moaned as I delivered two more swats. “Sorry, mistress.”

“Mmmmm, no need to apologize,” I said, rubbing my fingers over her steamy cunt. “Give me those pens.”

“W-what?” She gasped, looking up at me over her shoulder.

“Give me all those pens that just spilled on your desk,” I said. “And don’t make me ask again!”

“Yes, mistress,” she gasped, scrambling to pick up all the pens that had rolled all over her desk. I interrupted her with several more swats – bringing the count to twenty-five – as she struggled to hold the thick bundle of pens. She finally offered me the pens. I took them from her, chuckling at the arm thick bundle.

“Good thing you are nice and wet,” I said, rubbing the bundle of pens against her pussy. She shuddered. One of the pens was ink-side down and had dragged across her tender lips. “Oopsy. Let me fix that. There we go. Nice and smooth. Have you ever had thirty pens shoved in your pussy?”

“Noooo,” she moaned.

“But you deserve it, don’t you?” I asked, rubbing them against her clit and her slicks lips.

“Yessssss,” she gasped, her thick asshole clenching reflexively.

I could have been mean about it. I could have rammed the whole bundle in at once. Instead, by twos and threes, I shoved the pens into Mrs. Hadley’s pussy. I worked them inside her slick hole, stretching her gradually until her lips were tight around the bundle and I had pushed 32 pens into her dripping hole down to the caps. She whined with pleasure and apparent pain as I slid the 33rd and final pen into her stuffed hole.

“Looks like you missed one,” I said, picking up a pen from the floor. It must have rolled off. I tried to rub it at her pussy and work it into her hole, but it was just too tight. “Well, looks like your pussy is too full. I guess I’ll have to stick this one somewhere else.”

“Oooooohhhh,” she moaned, looking back at me in fear.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I have something to make sure it goes in nice and easy.”

Was sticking Icy/Hot on the back of the pen totally evil? Yes. I confess. She moaned as the greased pen made contact with her sphincter. Her big backdoor relaxed and slid easily into her hole. A moment later, as the pen cap caught against her pucker, she let out a wail of pain.

“It burrrrrns,” she cried.

“Shhhhhhh,” I laughed. “Just a little medicine. Don’t worry, Mrs. Hadley, it’ll cool down in a second. In the mean-time…”

I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her back off the desk. She slid off the desk with her face still contorted in the agony of the Icy/Hot up her butt. I posed in front of her as she crouched with the pens sticking out of her pink hole only a few inches above the floor. The one in her greased asshole was especially amusing, sticking out from between her plump cheeks like the nozzle to inflate a tire. I suddenly had the image of hooking Mrs. Hadley’s already big butt up to a bicycle pump and inflating her cheeks until they were absolutely enormous.

I stroked her hair and told her, “You will never make up what you have done to me, Mrs. Hadley. But you can try, cant you?”

“Ohhhh, yes, mistress,” she moaned as the pens shifted in her pussy.

“Good,” I said, sliding my shorts down my toned legs. The smell of sex was already thick in the air and my pussy was leaking through my panties. Mrs. Hadley was on me in a second, moaning as she nuzzled against my panty-covered mound. She kissed and sucked at the fabric, no doubt tasting my moisture. I laughed and cradled her against my pussy as I leaned back against the edge of her desk. “That’s it. Show me how sorry you are, Mrs. Hadley.”

“Yessss,” she gasped. “Oh, yes, Emily. Let me show you. Please.”

I hooked a finger into my panties and pulled them aside, revealing my blushing, waxed pussy. Mrs. Hadley stared for a moment at the glistening pink flower of my pussy. I threaded my fingers into her hair and pulled her against my cunt.

“Do it,” I growled, and cocked my hips to push my steamy pussy against her face.

Mrs. Hadley pretended to be a gruff, domineering coach, but deep down she was a submissive slut. She proved it there, crouching in front of me with all those pens occasionally bumping the floor and making her whimper. She braced her hands on my hips and tongued my aching cunt. She licked deep, breathing me and sucking at my juice. She licked and sucked my clit and I pushed down on her shoulders, forcing those pens a little deeper into her stretched cunt. She jerked her hips and dragged the pen up her ass against the floor instead.

“Mmmmmmmmm!” She cried, her pleasure vibrating into my cunt as she sucked it and covered my clit with her eager mouth.

Mrs. Hadley wasn’t really the villain of my story, just a little side character that betrayed me, but it was nice to see her on her knees, apologizing to me with her furrowed brow and her tongue flicking against my clit. I pushed on her shoulders again, driving the pens deeper, and her cry of pleasure buzzed clit and shuddered deep into my core.

“That’s it,” I moaned. “Oh, you’re such a good slut, Mrs. Hadley. You’re going to be such a good…mmmmmmmmmm…good slut for some cute volleyball girl, aren’t you?”

“Ohhhh, yes, I’ll suck her pussy everyday,” she gasped and sucked my pussy to prove it.

“But you’ll be thinking about my perfect cheerleader pussy, won’t you?” I asked, stroking a lock of hair form her face and leaning my shoulders back as she slurped on my cunt.

“MMmmmhmmmmmm!” She cried without stopping her sucking.

The intensifying vibrations of her moans combined with her flicking tongue and her sucking mouth to drive me over the edge. I grabbed her head roughly, with both hands, and fucked Mrs. Hadley’s mouth. My inner walls throbbed and clutched at her tongue and my hot nectar spilled into her mouth. It smeared her lips and chin and even her nose. She sucked and sucked, until my legs were shaking and I became too sensitive to continue. I pushed her away from my cunt with a wet pop of her sucking mouth. She looked up at me, panting, with my juices dripping down her chin.

“I’m so sorry, Emily,” she said, looking up at me with wide, desperate eyes.

“I know you are, Mrs. Hadley,” I said. I let go of her head and stepped back. “Do you have one of your toys stashed in that desk?”

“Y-yes,” she said. “A new one. It’s big.”

“Good,” I said. “Because I’m going to use it roughly. Get it for me and then bend over your desk.”

“Yes, m-mistress,” she said, keeping her head bowed. Watching the plump coach become completely submissive sent another thrill through my freshly sucked cunt. She moved awkwardly with all those pens stuffed into her pussy and the one sticking out of her fat ass. She bent over and unlocked the bottom drawer of her desk. She retrieved an enormous, solid black dildo already fitted into a strap-on harness. It was as thick as my wrist and as long as my forearm. I smirked as she handed it to me like a squire offering a sword to a knight. I wobbled it back and forth.

“Ready to get fucked, Mrs. Hadley?” I asked, teasing the cock against her red face plump lips.

“Yes, please, mistress,” she said. “I d-deserve to be fucked. Punish me with it.”

“Yes, I think I will,” I said and stroked her face. I grabbed her hair, tilted her head back and thrust the dildo into her mouth. I fucked it in and out as she desperately tried to both breathe and suck it at the same time. I gagged her with it, twice, but she held back anything worse than a spasm and a lot of slimy mucus. Once she had thoroughly coated the cock, I commanded her, “Bend over and take those pens out of your pussy.”

“Yes, mistress,” she said, pulling out the pens by the twos and threes as she bent over her desk and offered me her swollen, wet pussy and her plump ass. My fingers worked the buckles for the dildo’s harness, tightening the base of the massive cock against my mound as I watched her ease the pen out of her thick clench.

“Ooooohhhh,” she crooned and squeezed her ring tighter. I stroked the cock, spreading her slimy spit all over the fat bell and down the sculpted veins of the shaft. It made me feel more bestial than manly. I stepped up behind her as she slid the last pens from her silky cunt. I rubbed the fat head of the cock back and forth against her big, pale ass. I teased the tip down her crack and rubbed against her slick cunt. She whimpered and tilted her hips. She moaned, “Pleeeeeeaasssse. Fuck meeee.”

I pressed the cockhead harder. She was still gaping from all those pens, but the huge cock stretched her fleshy cunt open and I thrust into her slick depths. She rode forward onto the desk, moaning like an animals and grabbing the side as I stretched her pussy and smacked my hips against her fat ass. I eased back and slammed in again and she howled with pleasure and maybe a little pain.

Mrs. Hadley was completely at my mercy. She was a cock-hungry slut for that giant dildo and I was relentless. My hips spanked hard against her meaty ass and the small office filled with the sounds and thick musk of rough sex. Faster and harder I went, until her heavy old desk was scooting a little on the floor each time my full weight landed against her. Her wobbling ass was marked red from the impacts and her pussy was literally dripping onto the floor.

The first time she reached her climax, she grabbed the edge of the desk and howled. Her fat asshole clenched and winked at me and so I rubbed it with my thumb as she was cumming. That seemed to send her to another level. With one foot up on the desk, I pounded her pussy relentlessly. Her second orgasm, soon after the first, made her cry out, “Mistress! I am going to…going to squirt!”

“Yes!” I laughed, reveling in the rare taste of dominance. “Squirt for me, you messy slut! Squirt all over my huge cock!”

“AAAAAHHHH! YES MISTRESS!” She wailed and surprised me by throwing her ass back against me, fucking herself onto the huge cock. With a last cry of pleasure, liquid began to drip heavily out of her like she was pissing. I pulled the cock completely out of her pussy and it sprayed onto the floor in several powerful gushes. It was thin and odorless, clear, and it poured down her thighs in a glistening cascade to soak her socks. It puddled under her feet on the concrete floor of the office. I thrust back into her and she howled in shock. “Nooo! No more, please!”

“No more?” I laughed. “This is our last time together. I want it to be, mmmm, memorable. We’re just getting started, Mrs. Hadley.”


The Big Game

All of the pieces were in place for the big game with the big game. Madison was on my side, Mrs. Hadley was tamed, and Olivia had a front row seat for my cheerleading. Mrs. Temple was there and of course Luke was on the field.

“You got the beat! Now stomp your feet!” We shook our red and white pom-poms on the sidelines as we sung the Spartans chant. “Spartans! Spartans! Spartannnnnns!”

We were up against the Chula Alturas Lumberjacks. The Spartans and the Lumberjacks did not play often, but the “Jacks” had a reputation as being the spoiler for the Spartans that prevented them from going all the way. I didn’t focus on the sports side enough to know if they deserved the reputation, but their linebackers seemed huge and their quarterback was an especially tall and lean black guy named Clifton Hughes. Rumor was that Hughes was the best QB in Southern California. Meanwhile, something had Luke Temple off his game at practice. He kept throwing picks and getting sacked when he used to be laser accurate and capable of breaking tackles and dancing out of the pocket.

After being forced to dramatically break up with Luke and his mother, I had a good guess what was bugging him. He wouldn’t even look at me on the sidelines. A short drive by the Jacks ended with a punt. My eyes searched the crowd for Mrs. Temple’s face as we launched into an offensive cheer. There she was, not sitting with Olivia, but with her husband. She stole a glance down at me as we were cheering. Our eyes meet and I saw the pain, anger, hurt, and love in those eyes. I tried to communicate it all back to her, but then Madison called a formation and I had to focus on my cheering.

The game had been rough, lots of injuries and bad calls by the referees, but the Spartans had kept it close. The final minutes of the game were ticking down and the Jacks were up by two. There was a lull for a kickoff. The team and the crowd needed us more than ever.

We did a come from behind cheer followed by a stand-to-vertical pyramid that ended with me and Madison simultaneously leaping from the top. We landed into splits, our legs spread on the turf, our breasts heaving in our red-and-white sweaters with the exertion. It was perfect and Madison and I shared a smile with each other as we shook our pom-poms.

The crowd went wild for our acrobatics and I’d like to think it played a tiny part when the Spartans followed up with a trio of passes that backed the Jacks into goal line defense. Three failed rushes followed, but the Spartans went for it instead of kicking. I swear, every fan in that stadium was holding their breath as Craig Harding snapped the ball to Luke. The Jacks were showing blitz.

I spared a look at the crowd in the stands. Everyone was staring intently at the play on the Jacks’ goal line except for Olivia Temple. She was looking right at me. Her blue eyes were cold and the smile that curled her lips as her gaze locked with mine was impossibly cruel. She twisted the knife into my heart without even needing to mouth a word. I couldn’t hold her gaze.

Only a few seats away, my mom was sitting on the bench, her pom-poms shaking in her hands and her gaze fixed on the big play. I followed her gaze back out to the field just as the Spartans’ offensive line broke apart and the Jacks’ tackles poured through bearing down on Luke. He was fearless, eyes on his receivers as he moved to avoid the sack. He fired a laser just above the heads of the charging tackles, connecting with Anthony Rigby, his fullback. The ball bobbled on Anthony’s fingers just as one of the Jacks’ linebackers launched a shoulder-first spear into Luke’s midsection. Luke crumpled, his head whipping back and slamming into the ground as he was speared. The linebacker shot back to his feet over Luke and beat his chest in a gorilla-like gesture. The ref threw a penalty flag right in the player’s face and blew the play dead.

I no longer cared about the game. Luke was not moving and I saw medical personnel rushing onto the field. Madison motioned for us to start another cheer, but I broke formation and ran onto the field. A couple players tried to get in my way, to keep me back, but I shed their arms and ran to Luke.

“No! Luke!” I cried and fell to my knees beside him, my hand on his chest. He was conscious, barely, his eyes rolling as the medics shined a flashlight in them. Several of the Spartans were shouting and trying to attack the player that had flattened Luke with the late hit. Others crowded around to be sure Luke was alright.

“Back up! Give us room!” One of the medics shouted. The concerned players backed away. I refused to budge. Luke’s eyes slowly seemed to focus. A goofy smile spread on his face and he looked right up at me.

“Emily?” He croaked. “Emily, died I die?”

“No, Luke,” I said, tears stinging my eyes. “No, you’re okay.”

“He’s not okay,” growled the medic. “He probably has a concussion. We need to get him up and off the field.”

Luke’s eyes drifted to my shoulder. His smile faded and he said, “Olivia?”

I looked back at her, standing there, smirking over me and her fallen brother.

“Better give them some room, Emily,” she said and grabbed my bicep in a painfully tight grip. She pulled me up to my feet with surprising strength. I wanted to stay with Luke. To help him. But Olivia was dragging me away.

“I’ll destroy you, Vinke,” she hissed. “All of you.”

“You’re a fucking monster,” I snapped, tears spilling down my cheeks.

“You and I are going for a drive after the game,” she said. “Come up with any excuse you have to. You’re meeting me in the parking lot five minutes after the game.”

Before I could answer, she shoved me towards the other cheerleaders. Alicia caught me in her arms and shouted something at Olivia. I knew it was something juicy and mean, but I was too dazed to hear anything over the cheers of the crowd as Luke waved to them and was led off the field.

The game continued, we kept cheering, but I could hardly pay attention. Madison sensed that something was wrong with me and kept us away from complicated cheers and formations. The crowd went absolutely wild at one point and I guess the Spartans scored, but I was too busy peering under the bleachers. I glimpsed the ambulance pulling away from the school. Luke was being taken to the hospital.

The last thing I wanted to do was meetup with Olivia Temple after the game. I wanted to go to the hospital and be with Luke. Mrs. Temple was gone. She must have slipped out when he was injured.

Suddenly, the crowd was going nuts again and families were running onto the field. My mother was there, shouting something to me over the din of the crowd. Olivia was standing on the bleachers and staring at me.

“I gotta go, mom,” I said.

She shouted something to me, but it was lost to the noise as I pushed my way through the crowd. Once I was through the press on the sidelines, I joined the flow of people leaving the stadium and heading to their cars. I didn’t see Olivia, but her hand found my bicep, squeezing it in that same tight grip. She pulled me aside, sneering at me and drawing me toward her car. We escaped the worst of the noise from the field and I realized she was talking to me.

“…still making eyes at my mother,” she said. “And touching Luke? Please. Has anything really changed with you, Emily?”

“What?” I said. “I should be at the hospital with Luke.”

“You are not his girlfriend,” sneered Olivia. “You will never be his girlfriend. You’re done with my family, Emily. All you have left is me. So let’s enjoy our time together.”

She shoved me into the passenger seat of her car. She pulled out, driving over the front lawn of the high school, leaping the curb, and serving into traffic. She cut off a family leaving the game and threw a middle finger out the window as they honked at her.

“Where are you taking me?” I demanded.

“I guess your place is out of the question,” she said. “Mommy will interrupt our fun.”

“Fuck you,” I said, knowing I needed to make her as mad as possible. “I’ll never touch you, Olivia.”

“Oh, you will,” she laughed, reaching out to push up my pleated skirt and squeeze my thigh. “You’re my little slut. My cheerleader slut.”

I expected her to take me downtown to a hotel or maybe even just an alleyway. Instead, she crossed the bridge into the countryside and drove out to, of all places, the quarry. Did she somehow know I had been here with Madison? The thought that she was following me day and night sent a cold pulse of fear down my spine.

Olivia chose to park up at the overlook where the teenagers had been throwing bottles. We were in a small gravel lot with one end covered in weedy growth filthy with broken bottles, cigarettes, food wrappers, and condoms.

“Isn’t it romantic?” Olivia laughed. Her laughter died a moment later. She wrapped her hand around my slender neck and turned me to face her. She spoke in a menacing way, “Alright, cheer slut, out of the car.”

It was evening, but still light in the sky. I felt ashamed as I stepped out of her car in my cheerleading uniform. Like a fetish toy for her. She was waiting for me at the trunk. She pushed me up against the sun-warmed red hood and kissed me roughly. Her tongue was in my mouth and her hands thrust under my sweater. She didn’t so much fondle me as torture me with her hands, squeezing painfully hard and yanking my bra up so that she could pinch my nipples. She did it with such cruelty that I was sure she was going to make me bleed.

“Stop whining,” she hissed, hauling my sweater up and over my breasts.

“Someone will see!” I cried, trying to pull my sweater back down. She laughed and pushed my hands down to the hood. She pinned them there as she leaned her face down and licked at my tortured tits.

“Good,” she sneered, sucking briefly on my left nipple. Before she moved to my right bud, she mused, “If anybody shows up here, I’m going to let them fuck you. Mmmmmmm!”

She sucked so hard on my nipple that I wailed in pain. I almost hit her, but I thought better of it, letting her hold me pinned to the hood as she moved back and forth, licking at and suckling from my tits. Her lips popped wetly and her tongue lashed at my throbbing buds. My little nipples were red and wet and aching by the time she was done with them. She stopped suddenly and stepped back, looking at me with a cruel smile on her face. I resisted the urge to pull my bra and sweater back down.

“Stand up,” she snapped

I pushed up off the hood and tried to hide the fact that I was shaking. I didn’t succeed, because a moment later she said, “Look at you, trembling like a little newborn fawn. Well, mommy is gone. Big brother is gone. You’re all alone in the woods. What are you going to do to survive?”

It was time to make my move. I turned away from her crying. But it was all a cover to get my phone out and start texting. She grabbed at me and pulled my hair. I screamed – a real scream since it hurt like hell – but I kept my thumb moving on my phone. I wasn’t sure if the text was legible, but I hit send before she finally got both hands on me and yanked me bank around.

“Oh, no,” she said. “You are not turning into a blubbering baby. Not yet. Maybe when I’m done with you.”

She wound her fingers tight in my hair and dragged me stumbling behind her over to the fence meant to keep people from going near the quarry’s edge. The fence was bent in many places, but the posts stood upright. Olivia laced my hands around one of the posts and tied my wrists together tightly with nylon rope. She was good with her knots. Too good. There was no way I was getting out of them. The fence clattered as I tried to work my wrists free.

“Stop that,” she snapped.

She reached under my cheerleading skirt and grabbed my white panties. She dragged them down from my firm, round ass, pulling them out of my crack and stripping them down my muscular legs. She patted my thigh to tell me to lift my feet and one after the other she slipped my panties over my sneakers. She shoved my sweaty, cum-damp panties into my mouth with two fingers. She pushed them in so deep my tongue was wedged down and each time I swallowed the saliva in my mouth it washed through the raunchy fabric.

“You like that taste?” She laughed. “I thought about letting you give my cunt and ass a good tongue bath, but I think you would have enjoyed that too much. No, tonight you are getting what you really deserve.”

“Mmmmmmm?” I moaned into the panties, tears streaming down my face.

Her shoes crunched across the gravel behind me. She got into the car and pulled it over to where I was tied up, spotlighting me in the beams of her headlights. She went into the trunk and I hear clinking and creaking. Her shadow fell across me, distorted as our shadows melded together.

“I bought it special for you,” she said. “There’s a website that sells all sorts of toys like this.”

She ducked around the hole in the fence and walked around to my side so that I could see what she had. My eyes widened and fear jolted cold through me. She was wearing a strap-on like no other I had ever seen before. It was as long as my forearm and fist, but not molded after any man’s cock. It was mottled white and brown and extra wide with a flattened tip. I think it was supposed to be a bull or horse penis. A tube ran out of the back and to a little bulb that Olivia held in her hand. She gave the bulb a squeeze and cum-like liquid dripped out of the bestial tip.

“MMMMMM!” I cried into the panties wadded into my mouth. “MMMMM!”

“That’s right,” laughed Olivia. “You should be afraid, Emily. This thing will wreck that pretty little pussy. Even if you somehow tricked my brother into taking you back, it wouldn’t matter. You’ll never feel his cock again after I’m done with you.”

I wailed into the panties as she walked back around behind me. She slid her hands up the backs of my thighs, nails teasing my flesh as she flipped my skirt up and caressed the toned globes of my ass. She gave me a swat on each cheek, spread my ass, and spit loudly into my crack. I felt the warm saliva splatter my asshole and I tensed. She massaged my pucker with her fingers.

“Maybe I’ll fuck this hole with it too,” she said, working her fingers past my clench.

“Mmmmmmmmm,” I moaned desperately.

“Yes,” she laughed, pumping her fingers in and out. She added a third, stretching my hole. It felt like too much, but I knew from a look at that giant dildo that she could put her whole fist up my ass and still not match the size of that thing. She drew her fingers out suddenly, leaving my ass gaping for long seconds, the cold night reaching into my exposed ass. I shuddered and trembled, tears dripping from my chin. I whimpered and Olivia said, “In due time, cheer slut. First, you need that little cunt fucked.”

“MMMMM!” I wailed, shaking my hips to deny her easy access. All I managed to do was earn several scorching smacks on my ass.

“Hold still,” she said. A few more blows on my ass convinced me to stop squirming. My cheeks burned from her spanking hands and tears continued to drop from my eyes. She spit again and I felt it a moment later as she smeared saliva over my pussy with her fingers. She repeated this several times, saying, “You’re going to want to be really wet for this.”

She worked one finger into me, then two, three, and finally four, wedging past my lips and stretching me around most of her hand. I felt her thumb push inside and I let out another whimper through the panties. She fucked me with her whole hand, my breasts shuddering and my thighs shaking, my knees ready to give out. Then she made a fist and fucked me with that.

It was humiliating and it hurt, but I could bear it. She fucked it in and out of me, my pussy growing wet despite my anguish and her fist slurping into my cunt. She was wrist deep inside me, stretching my tight cunt, when tires hissed across the gravel. Brighter lights swung over us and Olivia stood up, her fist still buried in my cunt.

There was a squawk of a radio and then an amplified voice said, “Step away and keep your hands where I can see them.” A moment later, red and blue flashing lights began to play over the scene. I was mortified by what was happening, but relief washed over me.

This was our plan.

The cop approached behind me, his shoes crunching closer.

“What is that? A dildo?” He asked, his voice oddly familiar.

“Y-yes, officer,” said Olivia, sounding as terrified as I had felt a moment earlier. “She is my lesbian lover and I—”

“MMMMMMMMMM!” I shouted into the panties.

“Get down on the ground, miss, and put your hands behind your back,” he said to Olivia. I heard the clink and snap of handcuffs. Then the policeman walked around to the front of the fence and used a pocket knife to cut me free.

He was a well-built, young, and handsome Latino man. Above the golden star of his Peach Valley PD badge was a golden name placard that read, “ACOSTA.”

Michael Acosta was Rose Acosta’s older brother. He was two years on the force.

“Didn’t honestly expect to see this,” he whispered to me as he pulled my bra and sweater down over my breasts. “Are you alright?”

“Y-yes,” I said. “You made it in time. Before she, uh, used that thing.”

“Oh, yeah,” he said, taking his hat off his shaved head and scratching. “Good to know. Did you want me to press charges on her?”

“No,” I said. “But I want you to hold her for a couple hours and then give her a ride back to her car. Make her think she’s going to prison. Can you do that?”

“It’s what we do to drunk teenagers every Friday night,” he said with a grin. “I got this. You need a ride back to the high school?”

“To the hospital,” I said.

I sat in the front. Olivia sat handcuffed in the back.

Sobbing.


Recovery

The lights were low in Luke’s hospital room. There was a saline drip in his left arm and his finger was attached to a machine that beeped softly with the rhythm of his pulse.

“I think he’s asleep,” said Mrs. Temple, sitting beside me.

She wore a light sweater open over the V-necked blouse in spartan red that she had worn at the big game. Her tanned breasts looked magnificent and huge and it was hard not to stare. Her blonde hair was pulled back from her face in a braided ponytail, a few locks hanging over her forehead so that she occasionally had to sweep them back from her green eyes.

“He looks so peaceful,” I said, staring at his angelic face.

“With what they gave him for the broken arm, I bet he’ll be at peace all night,” she said. “But I saw the prescription they gave me for the next couple weeks. The Vicodin I have at home is stronger than this stuff.”

“The Spartans are going to the state championships and he will be sidelined with a broken arm,” I said. “He’s going to be devastated.”

“As long as it heals properly,” said Mrs. Temple. “He wanted to go pro with that arm of his. But at the moment…I’m more concerned with you. What happened after the game?”

“Nothing,” I said. “I had something I had to take care of.”

“Did you?”

“Yes,” I said, turning to look at her. I took her hand and said, “I think it’s all sorted.”

She squeezed my hand in hers and I was surprised by the moisture that suddenly glistened in her eyes. She lifted my hand to her face and kissed my knuckles.

“Good,” she said.

I lowered my hand and leaned across the space between our chairs. Our lips met tentatively. Maybe it was the coming-and-going of the nurses, the fact that her son was five feet away in the bed, or everything that had passed between us. But we were uncertain. We were both testing the waters.

Our lips pressed and parted. I tasted her sweet tongue against mine and felt her hand on my bicep, right where her daughter had grabbed me so roughly. I moaned against Mrs. Temple’s lips. This had been denied to us by so much. My heart swelled and touched her face.

“Oh, Emily,” she gasped against my lips. “I’m so sorry.”

“No more apologies,” I hissed in reply. “No more secrets. From each other or anyone else.”

I kissed her again, driving deep into her mouth, sharing her and tangling with her in the heat of our mutual passion. I couldn’t control myself. I climbed across our chair and onto her lap, straddling her, kissing her with such hunger that I almost felt like biting her lips. Her hands followed the curve of my body and she cradled my firm butt under my cheerleading skirt in both hands.

“You’re not wearing any panties,” she laughed, squeezing my bare cheeks.

“I lost them somewhere,” I said, which was truer than it sounded. They were probably in the bushes overlooking the quarry.

“Just as well,” said Mrs. Temple.

I think she was about to touch my pussy or my asshole, but we were interrupted by the sudden opening of the door. I practically flew off Mrs. Temple’s lap and ended up half on and half off the chair beside her, clinging to the back to keep from falling. My skirt was push up my thigh and I think the wide-eyed nurse caught a look of my pussy before I quickly brushed my skirt back down.

“She fell,” said Mrs. Temple, pulling me back up into the chair. “I think you startled her.”

Of course, that excuse only worked so far when the nurse came over to the bed and saw that Mrs. Temple’s lipstick was a mess and probably all over my lips. Mrs. Temple and I stole a few conspiratorial glances as the nurse checked Luke’s vitals and replaced his IV bag of saline. The moment she was gone, I burst out laughing. Mrs. Temple joined me in the giggling fit.

“Oh, god, my lipstick is all over your face,” she said, almost doubling up.

“I think she saw everything,” I laughed, indicating my pussy with a flap of my skirt and a roll of my eyes.

“A good thing she didn’t come in thirty seconds later or she really would have seen everything,” said Mrs. Temple.

“Everything what?” Luke croaked, lifting his head from the pillow. “Mom, what are you laughing about?

“Luke!” I cried, turning to his bedside. I leaned on the railing and took his hand. Mrs. Temple joined me, leaning over at my shoulder.

“Emily?” He blinked away the sleep and drugs. “I was dreaming about you. And you were there at football and I got hurt. And then you broke up with me. And you were there too, mom. And you were kissing each other for some reason. Is…is that real life?”

I turned to Mrs. Temple.

“Yeah,” I said, looking into her eyes. “It is real life, Luke. I love your mom.”

“Oh,” said Mrs. Temple, maybe not expecting me to use the “L” word with her. “Well, Luke, I think I love your girlfriend.”

We kissed right in front of him. It was pure and free of everything that had gone wrong between the three of us. He stared, probably still unsure that he was awake, watching me make out with his beautiful mom. Our lips parted and we were fully going at it. Luke just stared, wide-eyed, drugged-up, watching us. At some point, between scorching hot kisses between me and Mrs. Temple, Luke started to grin.

“What are you smiling at?” I giggled.

“It’s hot,” he said. “I can’t explain it.”

“It’s wrong,” said Mrs. Temple, picking up one of the pillows and placing it gently over her son’s face. “Don’t look at us.”

“No,” I said, taking the pillow away from his face. “No secrets.”

“You’re so naughty,” she laughed, but she kissed me again and her tongue slid into my mouth. It was hungry and confident. I thrust my tongue to meet hers, our lips melting together, our sweetness becoming one. The hospital room was filled with the soft, wet smack of our lips, our mutual moans, muffled by the kiss, and the accelerating rhythm of Luke’s pulse on the machine.

He said something, his voice slurred and thick from the drugs, but I was very distracted by Mrs. Temple’s thigh riding between my legs. She pressed up my skirt and her bare thigh was against my little pussy. She felt the heat and moaned into our kiss. I squirmed and rocked my pussy against her.

Luke repeated whatever he was saying and I finally broke the kiss with Mrs. Temple. I turned to him and his big grin and said, “What is it, Luke?”

He had to repeat it twice more before I understood he was saying, “Feeling let out.”

“Oh, you don’t have to be left out at all,” I said, reaching out and stroking his chest. His right arm was in an inflatable cast. His throwing arm. His jerking arm, I realized. His stiff cock was tenting the blanket. I ran my hand over his body and squeezed him through the starchy hospital blanket. He gasped like that one squeeze nearly made him cum.

“This is very embarrassing,” said Mrs. Temple. “I really shouldn’t be watching you fondle my son.”

“No,” I agreed. “You shouldn’t.”

I pushed her back, blocking her view with my body. I bent over at the waist, pushing my ass back with such force that my skirt flapped up from my creamy, bare cheeks. Mrs. Temple had a great view of my, well, everything, as I bent over the bed and pulled down the blanket. I lifted Luke’s gown as he watched, revealing his hard cock, red as a sunburn and glistening with precum at the tip.

I wrapped my hand around his dick and he moaned, “You’re so good to me, Emily. You’re like…ohhhhhh…like an angel.”

“Angel?” I giggled, releasing his cock for a moment to shed my sweater and bra. “I don’t think an angel would do this.”

He shuddered and let out a laughing gasp as I slid his hard cock into my mouth. Slurping and bobbing on Luke Temple’s hard cock in the hospital bed was hot, but it was even hotter with his mother crouching down behind me as I bent over the bed. Mrs. Temple took full advantage of my pose, kissing the marks her daughter had left on my butt and running her hot, slippery tongue down my crack. Then she tongued my pussy and flicked against the tender bud of my clit.

I quickly forgot about everything Olivia had done to me, all of the ways she had tortured me, not to mention all of the misdeeds of Mrs. Temple herself. Her tongue was magic and my aching pussy was eager for it. She hugged my firm ass against her face and thrust her tongue deep. She tongue fucked me, but she didn’t forget about my clit either, slipping it out and battering flicks against my throbbing button in between each deep push of her tongue.

“Mmmmmmm!” I moaned around Luke’s cock, slurping and popping my lips free for a moment to call out, “Ohhhh, Mrs. Temple, your tongue is wicked!”

“Nnnnnhnnn,” she seemed to agree, the long consonant vibrating against my clit.

I was the circuit linking mother to son. The pleasure Mrs. Temple gave me as she licked and sucked at my teenage pussy, became my efforts to pleasure her son with my eager mouth. The closer she drove me towards ecstasy, the more wantonly I slurped and bobbed on Luke’s throbbing cock. I rocked my hips and bounced my peachy butt into Mrs. Temple’s face. That made her slip her tongue out of my clutching cunt.

“Ohhh, you want to stick that ass in my face? You know what you get?” She laughed as she licked my ass. Her tongue slipped and slid in my crack and she rimmed my sensitive pucker. Her hand went to my clit, fingers massaging as Mrs. Temple licked my ass.

I popped my mouth off Luke’s cock and glanced back at her over my shoulder. I could tell she was smiling as she licked my little pink divot. I loved the naughty feeling of it, the way she rimmed me so eagerly, and the way her fingers were massaging my straining clit.

“Oh, Mrs. Temple,” I cried. “Eat my little asshole!”

“Jesus Christ,” slurred Luke, stealing a glance from his spit wet cock to his mom burying her tongue in my asshole. They made eye contact with each other. I caught the moment. Then they both looked away. They weren’t into each other, that wasn’t what this was about, but they were both so into me that they were willing to share me.

Which was what I always wanted.

I looked back at Luke, my hand pumping on his wet shaft as his mom licked my asshole and fingered my clit. I reached my other hand between his legs and felt his balls.

“You want me to suck these for you, Luke?” I asked.

“Oh, shit, yeah,” he laughed. “Suck on them.”

“Are they full of cum for me?” I asked, already dipping down and starting to shift his nuts around in his sack with my teasing tongue.

“You know it, baby,” he said, resting his free hand on my head.

“Nnnnnnnnnn,” added Mrs. Temple, her hot tongue vibrating as it punched into my pink pucker. She drove her tongue past my ring, thrusting into my naughty hole and making me gurgle with pleasure around her son’s fat cock.

“Ohhhhh fuck,” moaned Luke, jerking his hips and pushing against the back of my throat. “Ohhhhh, Emily. My mom…your ass…oooHHHHHH!”

The sight of Mrs. Temple tonguing my wrinkle and the sensation of my hot mouth bobbing and slurping hungrily on his dick was clearly too much for Luke. He gave a last ragged cry, almost like he was a patient dying in his hospital bed. My mind flashed to that disapproving nurse just as Luke’s hot cum erupted into my mouth. I tensed, my throat muscles and my asshole squeezing tightly. My clit felt like it was going to explode in that moment. I wailed around Luke’s cock and gulped down his thick spunk. I gamely sucked, even as I felt like I was drowning, gliding my lips over and down again on his throbbing tip and jerking as pulses of pleasure shot from my clit through my body.

It was too much. Too naughty. Too much sensation. I gurgled softly around Luke’s cock, pushed back against Mrs. Temple’s face, and I began to cum. My body arched. I lifted my mouth from his cock, cum drooling down my chin as I cried out, “Ohhhh, Mrs. Temple! I’m cumming!”

“Nnnnnnnnhnnnhnn!” She said, one hand deftly massaging my cunt as her other spread my ass for her thrusting tongue. Luke cradled my head, his chest heaving, a stunned grin on his face as his cock twitched out the last of his cum down over my gripping fingers. The pleasure was so intense that my legs nearly gave out. Each spasm of ecstasy reached deep into my core, through my body, and emerged from my mouth so hot and sweet it felt like it should have been a cloud of strawberry vapor.

Mrs. Temple finally lifted her tongue from my trembling asshole, giving my crack a few last licks and slowing her fingers on my clit.

“Good girl,” she said. “Do you take care of my son?”

“Ohhhh, yes,” I moan, lifting my head from his lap. I turned around to face her and said, “Want a taste?”

“What? No, I don’t—”

I cut her off with a kiss. She tensed in my arms as my lips parted hers and my tongue slid into her mouth. I’d swallowed all of Luke’s cum, other than a little that had dripped onto my breasts as I stood up, but it was the thought of that kiss that made it so much more intense. I made sure she got a hint of what I had done. That she knew. When we broke the kiss, her face was flushed, and her sparkling green eyes were heavy with desire. I glanced down at the bad and realized Luke had fallen asleep again, his flaccid cock resting across his muscular thigh.

“I think it’s your turn for some fun, Mrs. Temple,” I said to her, caressing her cheek. I was about to get down on my knees in front of her and give her the pussy licking of her life. But the door began to open and it was all I could do to pull Luke’s blanket over his cock and my own top down over my breasts in time to hide them from the nurse.

She walked in, wrinkling her nose at what was undoubtedly the smell of sex. She looked at us standing beside Luke’s bed and she said, coldly, “You should leave him to get some rest.”

The threat was in her dark eyes. What she was really say is, “I know what you’ve been up to and you need to get out of here or this is going to get a lot more embarrassing.”

“Yes, of course,” said Mrs. Temple, straightening up. “Would you like to go get something to eat, Emily?”

“It’s all I can think about,” I said, giving Mrs. Temple a sly wink.


At Last

We pulled into the driveway of Mrs. Temple’s house and the beams from the car’s headlights swung across the body of a sleek red convertible Corvette. I glanced at Mrs. Temple uncertainly.

“My husband’s latest toy,” she said. “We’ll have to be very quiet.”

“That might be difficult for us,” I said, think back to hot nights with Mrs. Temple where her fingers sand tongue made me sing like I had the solo in an opera. She could be just as vocal when I was on my game. I suggested, “Maybe we should go somewhere else.”

“No,” she said. “We can do this. Like ninjas.”

She struck a possibly offensive martial arts pose as she climbed out of the driver’s seat of her car. I carefully shut the door on the passenger side. Mrs. Temple grabbed my hand, pulling me against her breasts and smashing a warm kiss to my lips. I melted into her embrace, but it was short-lived. She pulled me along by my hand, suppressing a giggle as we crept into the darkened house.

Mrs. Temple held a finger to her lips as she led me towards the staircase. She was on the third step and I was just putting my foot on the first step when there was a loud snorting sound from above. I froze, tense and afraid of being caught, but a long loud snoring sound followed. Mr. Temple was upstairs in the bedroom, clearly sound asleep.

Mrs. Temple turned to me on the stairs and pushed me back gently. We retreated back into the kitchen.

“The basement maybe?” She whispered. Then a note caught her eye on the countertop. She held it up to the light under the stove’s hood. “It’s from Olivia.”

“What does it say?” I asked, butterflies swimming in my tummy. There was a lot that bitch could put into a note to sour the rest of my evening with Mrs. Temple. She was cruel and calculating and I wouldn’t put anything past her if she somehow figured out I was behind her getting hauled to a holding cell by Rose Acosta’s brother.

“It says she decided to go back to college,” said Mrs. Temple. “I guess her little break she was taking is over. Very rude of her. She didn’t even say ‘love’ or anything.”

“Yeah, that sounds like Olivia,” I said, feeling relief wash over me.

“Forget about her,” said Mrs. Temple, crumpling up the note and tossing it over her shoulder. She pulled me into an embrace, a short kiss, and then she pushed me with her hip in the direction of the patio doors. “Let’s go for a swim.”

“I didn’t bring my suit,” I said, letting her push me towards the door.

“We’ll just have to go skinny dipping.”

We stripped and undressed in the cool night air, laughing and pausing every so often to kiss each other. I caressed her soft breasts. I kissed them and nuzzled my face into them. Before I could lose myself in her perfumed cleavage, she pulled away, stripping off her pants and revealing her plush butt swallowing up the fabric of her panties. I danced closer to her, already naked, pulling down her panties and swinging a playful swat against her jiggling ass. She turned to me, laughing, and I practically leaped into her arms.

We didn’t make it to the pool. We fell onto the deck together, kissing, her body beneath mine, her warmth melding with mine to hold back the chill in the night air. Our lips melded tightly and our tongues danced together. My sensitive nipples pressed against her thicker buds. My toned thigh was between her legs, pressing down against the warmth of her cunt.

“I love you, Mrs. Temple,” I gasped against her lips.

“I love you too, Emily,” she said, pulling back and looking up into my eyes. “But stop calling me Mrs. Temple. You always call me that. Call me Charlotte.”

“Charlie?” I asked.

“That works,” she said and pulled back me back down into her hungry kiss. She was bigger than me and stronger than me and I liked that. I let her hold me and touch me how she wanted.

When she finally relinquished my lips, I could not resist those plump breasts of hers. I kissed my way down her neck, following her shoulder, but diverting to those golden orbs and her thick nipples. I kissed her nipples and ran my tongue around them, back and forth, into the valley and out again. I sucked, my mouth wide and hungry, my tongue flicking at her fat bud.

“Ohhhhh, Emily, you know you owe me more than that,” she sighed, cradling my head against her breasts.

“Whatever you want,” I said, moving to her other breast and sucking just as hungrily. I popped her jiggling mound from my mouth, leaving her nipple slightly reddened and glistening wet.

“Lower,” she said. “I want you to taste my pussy. It’s been stewing because of you. For hours.”

“Mmmmmmm,” I moaned, giving her nipple a parting lick as I moved down her toned tummy. I teased her navel with a few swipes of my tongue as I caressed her cunt with my fingers. I spread her open as I slid between her legs. My tongue traced her folds and dipped inside her to taste the honeyed furnace of her cunt.

“There you go,” she moaned, arching on the patio, cradling the back of my head. “Taste it. Taste how you’ve made me wait.”

“Mmmmmmhmmm,” I agreed, tonguing her cunt. Tasting the heavy flavor of her cum. There was a lot of it already and I imagined her stuffing a hand down here while she was licking my little butthole in the hospital room. It was a raunchy, naughty taste. The taste of a grown woman burning up with lust. I lapped it up. I sucked it up. I ate her cunt with relish, until her powerful thighs were wrapped around my head and all I could do was suck at her fat clit.

“Yessss! Ohhhhh, fuck, Emily! Just like that! Use your fingers too! Three!”

She arched with her shoulders on the patio and her thighs lifting me up, locking me against her cunt. I pumped three fingers in and out of her soaking pussy as I obeyed her and sucked on her throbbing clit. She was not thinking about waking up her husband as she called out again and again, wailing and filling my mouth with a hot, slippery flood of her cum. It spilled into my mouth and down my chin. I drank as much as I could, relish the sweetness of it and the way it slicked my throat.

“Holy shit,” I she gasped, her trembling thighs finally releasing me onto the patio. “Oh, sweetie, that was incredible.”

“Mmmmmm, you needed it bad,” I laughed, sliding up her body to kiss her lips.

“Yes,” she agreed, fingers sliding into my hair as she held me in the passionate kiss.

We kissed and caressed, half-rolling and half-crawling our way over to the pool. She smacked me on my ass as I finally slid into the warm water. She dropped in after me, meeting me under the surface and kissing me submerged. We held there forever. Forgetting to breathe. Forgetting the world other than that molten moment.

Then we broke the surface again, gasping, laughing, and embrace again. We made love again, in the water, kisses and fingers doing the work as she pressed me against the edge of the pool and held me there with her luscious body. Her fingers were powerful and deep inside me. Mine were on her clit, working with the trembling rhythm of my pleasure. We gasped together, kissed together, cumming together.

After, backs against the pool, our legs floating out in the underlit water, I leaned my head against her shoulder. She held me close.

“Does this remind you of the day we met?” She asked.

“Do you mean the day we met or the day you seduced me?” I asked.

“The second one,” she laughed.

“Yeah, a little bit,” I said. “But also it doesn’t. I feel free. Finally. Even if we are still sneaking around behind your husband’s back.”

“He wouldn’t do anything if he found out,” she said. “I know he is banging other women. He wouldn’t care if I was fucking you.”

“But that’s not all we’re doing,” I said, looking into those green eyes.

“No, you’re right,” she said. “He might be jealous of love.”

We shared a languid kiss. Our tongue met, embraced, I let my head drop back onto her shoulder.

“I want to take you somewhere,” she said. “Just us. Just for fun. Somewhere exotic.”

“Las Vegas,” I said. I’m not sure why it came out of my mouth.

“Really?” She laughed. “That’s exotic?”

“With you,” I said. “We’ll do crazy stuff. We’ll go skydiving and shoot machineguns or something.”

“Machineguns?” She laughed even louder. “You’re hilarious. I was thinking more like couples massage and sex on the beach, but Vegas doesn’t have a beach.”

“We can have sex wherever you want,” I said, tweaking her nipple and kissing her slender neck.

“Alllllllright,” she moaned. “I will take you to Las Vegas.”

“On one condition,” I said, pulling back and looking at her seriously. “You have to come have dinner at my house. With me and my mom.”

“Your mom?” She said, her tone uncertain.

“I came out to her, Mrs…Charlie,” I said. “I told her I was bisexual. But I didn’t tell her who I was with. She deserves to know.”

“You’re sure?” She said. “She’s not going to freak out that you’re with a woman more than twice your age?”

“She will totally freak out,” I said. “But she’ll get over it. She’ll love you because I love you.”

“I hope you’re right,” she said, her voice heavy with doubt. “Alright, I’ll do it.”

I climbed atop her, nearly dragging us both under the water. She recovered and caught me in her arms as I wrapped my legs around her, kissing her passionately.

I felt like I could fly. Like all my dreams were coming true.
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   Dinner and a Movie


    Charlotte Temple. Charlie. Mrs. Temple. My goddess. Maybe the love of my life. I was pretty sure of it as I stared at her across the dinner table in my mother’s tiny town house. Her long blonde hair had been feathered in a retro style but with pink locks fading to her natural blonde. Her lips were a juicy pink. Her eyes, green as ever, glittering by the light hanging low over the table. She smiled at me and nudged her salad around her plate.  

    The salad wasn’t anything fancy, but I couldn’t help but think how erotic it was as Mrs. Temple speared a sprig of arugula on her fork and lifted it to her mouth. Her lips parted. Her tongue was briefly visible, cradling the leaf, and then the leaf was gone and she was chewing. I mean, it was practically pornographic. And my mom was sitting right there! 

    “Um, it is really nice to meet you, Charlotte,” said my mom, looking between me and Mrs. Temple with confusion. “How do you know my daughter?” 

    “Oh, well, I think I first met her at a cheerleading camp,” said Mrs. Temple. “Was that it or was it a game?” 

    “A game,” I said. “Before I was dating Luke. But we didn’t really get to know each other back then.” 

    “No,” she said and we were totally making eyes and smiling secretively across the table.  

    My mom wasn’t blind to what was happening. She cleared her throat and said, “I mean, um, Emily seemed to think it was pretty important that we invite you over for dinner tonight and I guess I am still trying to puzzle out…I mean, you are Luke Temple’s mother? You went with my daughter to China, right?” 

    “Yes, recently,” said Mrs. Temple and she winked at me. Our escapade in China had nearly ended our relationship. Corporate espionage, sleeping with cops to get out of trouble, Mrs. Temple’s scheming daughter. You know the whole routine. It was bad news. “I think I need to be honest with you, Ms. Vinke. Your daughter is remarkable. And, well, I have certain feelings for her…” 

    “What are you saying?” demanded my mom, a hint of anger rising in her voice. I guess she had a right to be mad. I was nineteen. Mrs. Temple was forty-seven. Big difference. Right on the line of “call the cops” big difference. But I was an adult and I knew what I wanted and what I wanted was Charlotte Temple.  

    “We’re going to Vegas together,” I said to my mom. “And part of me agreeing to go with her was that she had to have dinner with you. That I wanted to come out to you fully. I love Mrs. Temple.” 

    “I love your daughter,” added Mrs. Temple. 

    My mom’s eyes widened. I guess I should have explained that I had been in a romantic relationship with Mrs. Temple for several months. That Mrs. Temple’s marriage was a joke. That my boyfriend knew about it and was cool with it. I mean there were ways to ease my mom into it and I didn’t choose those ways. I had thrown her in the deep end of my lesbian drama. 

    “Emily,” my mother whispered, her eyes still wide. 

    “You were cool when I told you I was bisexual,” I said. “This is—” 

    “This is a forty-year-old woman,” said my mom, her tone hardening to ice. “She is at least twice your age, Emily. What…how can you be in a relationship with her? She’s probably older than me for god’s sake!” 

    “I think we both look great for our age,” said Mrs. Temple, trying to play it light and totally missing the mark. 

    My mom turned on her, seething. “And you! My daughter should have known better, but you are a predator, seducing my child! How dare you swoop in on my little girl and corrupt her! Cheating on your husband and making her cheat on your son!” My mom shook her head vehemently. “It’s twisted! There is no way in hell you are taking my daughter anywhere and especially not Las Vegas!” 

    “Mom, please,” I said, trying to put a hand on my mom’s arm to calm her down. 

    “Ms. Vinke, please,” said Mrs. Temple, rising to her feet. This, unfortunately, reminded my mother that Mrs. Temple had an incredibly good body and was not afraid of showing it off in a tight gray sweater dress and sexy black boots. “Your daughter is an adult. She knows what she wanted. And—” 

    “Spare me your lecture about my daughter,” said my mother, rising to meet Mrs. Temple and jabbing a finger in her direction. “While you were getting up to, well, whatever it is you got up to with my daughter, her GPA slipped half a point and she stopped hanging around with the friends she made at school.” 

    “That’s not true!” I protested.  

    “Go to your room,” said my mother, turning on me. “Go right now. I will talk to you later, young lady. I need to talk with Mrs. Temple alone. Outside.” 

    I saw the fury in my mother’s face. A thousand arguments surfaced in my head, but I couldn’t force myself to scream them at my mother. I cast a pleading glance at Mrs. Temple, burst into tears, and fled from the dinner table up to my bedroom.  

    “It’ll be fine,” called Mrs. Temple. 

    “Get the fuck out of my house,” I heard my mother snarl just before I slammed the door shut. I collapsed onto my bed. I felt angry, yes, but I also felt betrayed. How could my mother not see things from my perspective? We had been through everything together and she had always been my ally. Here I was, revealing the closest thing to my heart, and she had torn me to shreds. Nobody else in the world, except for maybe Mrs. Temple, had that much power over my feelings. 

    I exhausted myself crying into my pillow. I could hear my mother shouting at Mrs. Temple on our front steps, but I covered my head to keep from hearing her words.  

    Later, after my mother had unloaded both barrels on Mrs. Temple, she came to my door and tried to talk to me. My door was locked and no matter how much she pounded on the door I wouldn’t answer. She said something about how she had a relationship with an older man when she was a teenager and it was exploitive. It was the last thing I wanted to hear from her.  

    I put in my earbuds, put on something sad, and promptly fell asleep. 

    I awoke to the buzz of a text message. It was dark. My face was crusty from tears. I sat up in bed and looked at my phone in the darkness. 

    It was a text and photo from Mrs. Temple. She had made me change her name in my phone to “Charlie” because she wanted me to stop calling her Mrs. Temple, but I couldn’t help how I thought of her in my head. The text was simply, “Getting ready for our trip. Remember these?” and the photo was a suitcase on a bed. I opened it full screen and I could see riding breeches, her weird Japanese dildo, a plug she made me wear, and various other objects that had been used in our kinkier moments. 

    “You are totally getting stopped by security,” I texted her. “But you’re probably going without me.” 

    “No way. I’m never doing anything without you ever again.” She texted me a photo of her lying in bed, stripped down to chocolate brown lingerie, holding a hand to her breast. “I’ve already booked us tickets for tomorrow afternoon.” 

    “I can’t.” I replied, even though tears were beginning to well up. 

    “Fuck everyone else, Emily,” she said. “They’re all trying to keep us apart. My daughter. Your mother. All of them. Let’s run off to Vegas. You and me.” 

    I fought my way through my feelings and texted her the answer I knew was unavoidable.  

    “OK.” 

    She almost immediately FaceTimed me. I ducked under my blanket and turned on my phone. I looked terrible, with my makeup smeared and my outfit from dinner all rumpled up from wearing it in bed. Mrs. Temple looked incredible. She was sprawled out on her king size bed, her shapely body cradled in that chocolate lace, looking up at her phone like I was kneeling over on the bed. 

    “You’re so beautiful,” she said. “I love you, Emily.” 

    “Oh, god, don’t start, Charlie,” I said, using the name I know she preferred. “I’m going to cry again. I don’t think I have any moisture left in my body.” 

    “Really?” Her smile became instantly saucy. “Let’s put that to the test, sweetie.” 

     She was on her back on the bed and the shifting lights of a TV played across her shapely curves in the otherwise darkened room. She held the phone at arm’s length above her so that I could see more of her body, angling the view to follow her hand as it pressed at her breasts and teased down one cup to momentarily reveal a stiff nipple. I let out a coo of desire, wish I was with her and could lick and suck that plump bud.  

    Just as my view was starting to make my mouth water, she let the bra snap back into place and her hand moved lower, following her toned tummy to the chocolate lace of her panties. The outline of her mons was visible through the taut fabric. She brought the phone lower and I watched in intimate detail as her finger teased the mound of her pussy from her clit down between her thighs.  

    “I know you want to be right here,” she purred as her finger pressed the fabric into her groove. “Tasting me. Breathing in my scent.” 

    “Yes,” I moaned. 

    “Show me what you would do,” she whispered. 

    “Show you?” 

    “Kiss it,” she continued. “Lick it. Show me.” 

    I felt silly, but it was getting hot under my blanket and not just because I wasn’t letting the air circulate. By the glow of my phone, no doubt looking terrible, I began to blow kisses sat the camera and tongue the air. The first couple times it felt very stupid. But then she began to moan and I watched her pull her panties aside. She showed me her slick folds and the bulging bud of her clit.  

    “Yesss,” I hissed. “Oh, Mrs. Temple. Oh, Charlie.” 

    “Lick it,” she moaned. “Oh, my sweet girl. My Emily.”  

    She massaged her fingers against her clit, rubbing her folds and her clit with circular motions. I knew she was watching my face. Watching me kiss her there. Lick her. I tasted her pussy even though there was a sleeping city between us. 

    “Ohhhhhh, Emily,” she moaned, her fingers making juicier and juicier sounds as she strummed her clit. “Please…I need you. With me.” 

    “Yes, Mrs. Temple,” I moaned, tongue flicking her clit. Lips kissing and sucking it. I could practically feel her thighs around my face. My own hand was stuffed down my panties and my fingers pumped into my tight channel. I was close. The fantasy and her voice and the naughty images on the screen had me so close. 

    “Cum with me, Emily,” she cried. She bucked on the bed, thrusting against her fingers, and the image on the phone moved so much that I could barely see anything. 

    “Yes! Ohhhhhh!” I did a lot of bucking my hips myself, pulling my cover off my face and dropping my phone against my breasts. I could hear her moaning, her cries vibrating into my chest as I began to cum. A thousand vivid memories of Mr. Temple flashed through my head. Her fucking me with a strap-on. Licking me. Spanking me. Sitting on my face. Kissing me. Smothering me under her breasts. Fucking me and pinching my nipples. I wailed as that torrent of lust shuddered through my brain and was answered by the throbbing of my cunt and my pulsing clit.  

    My orgasm subsided. I lay there panting on my bed, the phone held against my breasts. I could hear her gasping into my cleavage. I knew at that moment that I was going to Las Vegas with Mrs. Temple. I had to. She filled my mind and my body. She intoxicated me with a drug more powerful than heroin: love.  

    I lifted the phone up to my face and I saw her smiling down at me, flushed and mussed and yet perfect. The tiny image of me in the corner of the screen was far from perfect with all my smeared makeup, but I didn’t care. I laughed at her smile. 

    “Fuck everyone else,” I gasped. “Let’s do it.” 

    “That’s the spirit,” she laughed. 

    We kissed through the screen. Soon, there would be nothing separating those lips.  


Departures

    We both wore oversized Hollywood sunglasses to the airport. I had on a baseball cap with my ponytail pulled through the back and wore tight denim shorts and a light flannel shirt over a tank. Mrs. Temple wore a silk scarf over her head and a breezy summer dress that showed off her legs. She looked like a Hollywood starlet from the fifties fleeing to a summer home and I looked like Kristen Stewart out walking the dog in her neighborhood and trying to avoid the paparazzi.  

    We were connected by our hands, holding tightly to one another everywhere except the security check. They had one of those full body scanners and I noticed the gross guards muttering to each other as Mrs. Temple went through it. I wanted to say something to the voyeurs in the TSA, but Mrs. Temple caught the look in my eye and squeezed my hand again to restrain me. 

    We were waiting at our gate with a good twenty minutes to spare when I was shocked by a late arrival. Luke appeared, his arm in a sling from his injury and his clothes all out of sorts like he’d fought his way through security.  

    “Luke!” I cried as I stood up. 

    “Oh, dear, what are you doing here? How did you even get to the terminal?” Mrs. Temple asked, embracing him even as his focus remained on me. 

    “I had to buy a ticket just now,” said Luke. “Only way they would let me through. Don’t worry, I’m not going to use it and mess up your trip. But I need to talk to you, Emily. Mom, can you give me some space?” 

    She released him from her embrace and backed away, holding up her hands in surrender. She stayed close, but gave us a little bit of privacy. Luke put his arms on my shoulders, which felt weird and awkward, like when a male coach that has never touched you before suddenly puts his hand on your shoulder. I let him do it though and I didn’t even flinch away as he leaned his forehead to mine.  

    “Emily,” he said, speaking in a low whisper. “I had to say that I really care for you. I…I love you. Right? You know that?” 

    “If that’s what you feel Luke, it’s not my place to tell you how to feel,” I said.  

    “Right,” he continued. “Well, about that, I don’t mind that you’re with my mom. I guess I’m a freak, because I even think it’s sort of hot.” 

    “Really?” I looked at him with surprise. 

    “Yeah,” he said, his face reddening. “I mean, my mom is beautiful and you, well, you know I think you’re sexy. So it’s weird, but, like, hot. Right? That’s not crazy, is it?” 

    “I guess not,” I said. “Naughty. But not crazy.” 

    “Right, naughty,” he chuckled. Then his tone changed and he seemed to become more serious. “B-but that’s not what I’m talking about. I had to say, um, that I hope you still want to be with me. Um, whatever my place is in your life, you know? I want you to be happy. So even if, like, my mom is your girlfriend or whatever and I’m just like a friend, but maybe with benefits, and then it would be cool if like we could still do spring break and…” 

    His words trailed off as he saw me smiling at him. 

    “What?” he asked. 

    “You’re funny,” I said. “And cute.” 

    I leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. Luke tried to deepen the kiss, but it was only fleeting and I stepped away.  

    “We’ll see you when we get back from Vegas,” I said. “But you’ll always be my friend, Luke.” 

    “Oh, right,” he said, looking a little dejected. 

    I decided to give him a flash of hope. Maybe it was cruel to tease him, but I added, “Maybe even with the benefits.” I winked as he began to grin. He continued to watch as I walked over to his mother, put my arms around her shoulders, and pressed a passionate kiss to her lips. Mrs. Temple stiffened with surprised, cutting her eyes in her son’s direction, but I held her tightly. She was unable to resist my hungry kiss and her lips parted and our tongues met. Luke watched, scratching his head, cheeks reddening, as I made out with his mom five feet away from him. I even reached a hand down to her plump butt and gave it a squeeze. I heard a few people waiting at the terminal murmuring in surprise. Two women kissing wasn’t remarkable in California, but we were doing a little more than giving each other a peck on the cheek.  

    When I finally broke the kiss with Mrs. Temple, Luke took a step back like the pop of my lips had been accompanied by a shockwave. The people watching us went back to their phones and Kindles other than one young nerdy guy who was staring wide eyed and filming us with his phone. I looked pointedly at his camera, turned Mrs. Temple’s hip a little, and gave her ass another squeeze for the benefit of his camera. His eyes practically bulged out of his head as he lowered his phone and stopped recording. I couldn’t be sure, but I think there was a wet spot in his khaki shorts. 

    “Now boarding, Flight 99 from Peach Valley to Las Vegas,” said the gate agent in a calm clear voice.  

    “That’s us,” said Mrs. Temple. “See you when we return, Luke.” 

    “Y-yeah, have a good trip,” said Luke, backing away from us with a blatant stiffy in his jeans. 

    Was it mean to mess with his head like that? Yeah, a little, although I was sincere when I left the door open for a fun with him in the future. Mrs. Temple might have become a full-fledged lesbian, but I still found her son attractive. I guess I considered myself bisexual with a lesbian preference. I’d realized I had a strong thing for women, but I still thought about cock. 

    Mrs. Temple had gone all out to make up for the fact that my mom was absolutely going to lose her shit when I got home from Vegas. That meant first-class seats. The sort of flight where we each had a big recliner seat that had a footrest and was totally comfy.  

    The flight attendant, Clarice, was a petite brunette in a gray uniform jacket and skirt. She brought us champagne and didn’t even think about checking my ID. The first-class section filled up with wealthy-looking people, including a fat old guy dressed in those black robes and purple hats that meant he was a bishop or something. He smiled at me and his watery eyes bulged as he glanced from my toned legs to Mrs. Temple’s long legs. A leg man, I guess.  

    He probably thought I was Mrs. Temple’s daughter. I mean, I didn’t really look like her, but the age was right. If the old padre didn’t look too closely at the horny glances I was exchanging with Mrs. Temple, he never would have noticed anything was unusual. 

    The flight got underway and the flight attendant refilled our champagne. I cuddled up against Mrs. Temple under a blanket, feeling the fizz of the champagne in my tummy. I should have probably eaten something before the flight because I was already drunk on a glass and a half of champagne. Mrs. Temple was playing some game on her phone as I rested my head on her shoulder. 

    “Where are we staying?” I asked. 

    “I booked one of the Skylofts at the MGM Grand. It’s wonderful. I stayed there with a friend a few years ago.”  

    “A friend?” I looked up at her. 

    “She was a bit more than a friend, silly,” said Mrs. Temple, nudging me with her elbow under the blanket. “I met her at a business conference in Nebraska of all places. Sonya. There was another conference in Vegas the next summer and we decided to room together.” 

    “Mmmmmm, should I feel jealous?” I asked, though it was more a teasing question than a genuine question. 

    “Sonya married another woman two years ago, so I probably not,” said Mrs. Temple. “Although she did have a fantastic ass. And she had bigger breasts as well.” 

    “Hey!” I pouted. 

    “Mmmmm, yours are perfect, Emily,” she purred, leaning over and planting a kiss on my forehead. 

    “No, mine are perky. Yours are perfect,” I replied, sliding a hand under the blanket to her breasts and palming her right breast through her dress. I kneaded her luscious mound as she hissed with distraction. Despite her seeming annoyance, the thick bud of her nipple stiffened beneath the fabric. I teased it with my fingers. 

    “This isn’t even a night flight,” she whispered. “It’s less than two hours. You are incorrigible.” 

    “My phone died,” I admitted. “I’m bored.” 

    I pinched her nipple and she hissed, “Don’t take that out on me!” 

    “Mmmm, I might have to,” I said, stealing a glance around the first-class cabin. I ducked my head under the blanket we were sharing. Mrs. Temple tried to stop me, but there was no resisting me without creating a scene. I nuzzled against the softness of her breast, rubbing my lips against the bulge of her stiff nipple. I kissed it. I sucked it through the fabric, my saliva soaking into the material.  

    “You naughty little slut,” she whispered above me. 

    “Guilty,” I replied and curled my fingers into the neckline of her dress. I peeled it downward, stretching the fabric as I pulled it beneath the tan line of her cleavage and exposed her creamy breast, areola, and fat nipple.  

    I moaned lustily as I ran my tongue around her straining bud and took it into my mouth. I latched onto her breast, sucking her and licking her. Stopping every few sucks to tease her with my tongue. I pulled her dress beneath her other breast and leaned across her to attack it just as eagerly. Her nipples reddened from my sucking and glistened with my saliva. I buried my face in the valley between her breasts, breathing her scent deeply and kissing those soft mounds.  

    God only knows what this looked like to the flight attendant or anyone else walking down the aisle. Well, Mrs. Temple also knew because she said, “You have to stop, Emily. There’s a creepy priest staring at us.” 

    I slipped out from the warm space filled with Mrs. Temple’s scent and back into the stale air of the airliner. She was right, the fat old bishop was almost turned around in his seat and staring right at us with bulging eyes. His eyes bulged further when I adjusted the blanket over my lap and accidentally caused Mrs. Temple to flash him with her bare breasts. It was only a moment, but I bet he saw those glistening nipples and the red marks around her areolas from all my sucking. 

    He muttered something and made the sign of the cross. 

    “I don’t think he approves,” I whispered to Mrs. Temple. 

    “You’re a little devil, that’s why,” she laughed and gave my thigh a squeeze under the blanket. I locked eyes with her and saw that she was smoldering. She might have wanted my head out from under the blanket, but playing with her breasts had left her panting for more.  

    “Mmmmmm, no, I’m a good girl,” I protested even as I leaned over and planted my lips on hers. It was like lighting a pile of gunpowder. We started making out with total abandon, moaning, lips locked, tongues tangled up and our mouths melting together. She pressed her hand between my thighs, rubbing me through my shorts, and I reached back under the blanket, gathering up her skirt and pulling it up her legs to get my hand between them.  

    “Really,” the bishop murmured, ogling us the whole time. “Absolutely disgusting.” 

    Despite his evident outrage, the bishop couldn’t stop staring at me as I smooched Mrs. Temple. I’m sure he could see our arms moving under the blankets too. He knew what we were doing as she rubbed me through my shorts and I stroked her hot seam through her panties. As she started to soak through that thin material, I slipped my hand into her underwear, spreading the hot folds of her cunt and running my finger over her clit. 

    “Definitely naughty,” she laughed against my lips. I kissed her again, my tongue plunging over hers, my body pressing against hers, and then pulled back, our lips momentarily joined by a silvery strand of saliva. Her eyes were growing heavy with need as I rubbed at her straining clit. I was about to duck back under the blanket to give her the tongue lashing I craved the night before, when the flight attendant appeared next to us. 

    “Um, excuse me, ladies,” she said, a polite smile on her face. “But your little public display of affection is causing some discomfort for the other passengers. I am asking you nicely, please save it for after the flight.” 

    “I can’t tip you into turning a blind eye?” asked Mrs. Temple, raising an eyebrow. 

    The flight attendant leaned closer, whispering as she glanced between us.  

    “Maybe if were a normal passenger, but when a man of the cloth complains, we have to listen. Besides, I think there’s a teenager trying to film you two. Don’t want this flight going viral. Bad for the airline.” 

    “I don’t know, it might attract a certain clientele,” said Mrs. Temple. “But, point taken, we’ll knock it off.” 

    “Thank you,” said the flight attendant. “Since you’re so well-behaved, I’ll be back with some mango sorbet for the two of you.” 

    Mrs. Temple fixed her dress under the blanket even as I kept playing with her clit, making her squirm in her seat right up until the flight attendant returned with our sorbet. Only then, I slid my hand out of Mrs. Temple’s panties and left her alone.  

    “Enjoy,” said the flight attendant with a wink. “But not too much.” 

    I kept my hands to myself right up until we disembarked from the plane in Las Vegas. Mrs. Temple promised me a limousine that would give us some privacy. I couldn’t wait for that. I hustled her into a stall in the busy bathroom and pushed her up against the divider. I lifted the back of her dress, stripped her panties down her thighs, and buried my face in her creamy ass. I breathed her naughty scent as I tongued the hot folds of her pussy. 

    “Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned, trying to keep quiet, as she thrust her big, juicy ass into my face and leaned her face and breasts against the divider. 

    Did I eat Mrs. Temple’s pussy and ass in a bathroom stall at McCarran until her cum was dripping down my chin? Um, yes. Guilty as charged. I tongued both of her hot holes with relish, rimming, licking her cunt, sucking her straining clit, and holding her big butt against my face. She kept looking back, mouthing for me to stop, but holding a hand on the back of my head that was telling me to keep going. 

    I thrust my tongue into her asshole. I fucked it with my tongue and kissed her asshole like I was kissing her lips. She crooned, the sound echoing into the bathroom amid the chatter at the sink. I’m sure some people in the bathroom could guess what was happening by looking under the stalls, but I didn’t care. I licked and sucked Mrs. Temple’s cuntlips. I drank her juice and lapped at her fat clit. She cried out with each new wave of pleasure. I kept sucking. Kept licking. Only stopping on her clit to pay some more attention to her juicy ass. 

    I even pulled the little bullet vibe I’d brought in my purse and switched it on. The buzz was distinct enough to get a few gasps and chuckles form other women in the bathroom. Mrs. Temple was probably embarrassed, but then I pressed the bullet to her clit and there was no way she was offering me any resistance. 

    “Oh my god,” she moaned, her voice low, but loud enough to be heard by women in the neighboring stalls. “Oh, fuck, Emily. Ohhhhh…keep it right there. Ahhhhh. Lick me. Lick my ass while you…while…OOOOOHHHH!” 

    She let loose with a cry of pleasure completely unrestrained by the crowded bathroom setting. Adding to it, the hand dryer cut off at exactly the wrong moment, plunging the bathroom into a shocked silence that was filled by Mrs. Temple’s crooning voice. And I loved it. I drove my tongue as deep as I could up Mrs. Temple’s pink star. My tongue felt the inside of her ass buzzing from the vibrator I had pressed to her clit. 

    “You dirty slut!” Mrs. Temple wailed with laughter. “Oh, god, I’m cumming on your tongue!” 

    I licked her ass and held that buzzing vibe to her clit until she finally released her hold on the back of my head. I lifted my face from the sweet, smothering cushions of Mrs. Temple’s luscious ass. I was sweaty and smeared with the nectar from her peach, but I grinned up at her proudly.  

    “I’ll always be your slut,” I said. 

    “Come here,” she laughed, turning around and helping to pull me to my fight. She pressed me back against the opposite divider, her knee bent and thigh against my hip as she smothered me with a passionate kiss. Our tongues met and I shared the sweetness of her cunt and the bitter tinge of her asshole in our deep lip lock.  

    “Mmmmmmmm,” I moaned against her lips. “I think it’s your turn.” 

    “You’re right,” she said, squeezing my ass with both her hands. “But not here. I think we’ve made enough of a scene. I’ll fuck you silly in the car.” 

    We emerged from the stall to applause and laughter. A group of middle-aged women and a pair of twenty-somethings doing their makeup were watching and cheering. I was red as a beet with embarrassment. Even Mrs. Temple seemed a little overwhelmed, but she took my hand and we bowed together to a renewed wave of cheering. We had to pass through the little crowd of women. They clapped me on the back and one of them gave me a swat on my rear.  

    “That was amazing,” laughed one woman. 

    “I feel like I should ask for your autographs,” said another. 

    “Only doing what came naturally,” I said as Mrs. Temple pulled me along beside her. 

    “Do it to me!” cried a very butch looking woman near the bathroom door, prompting laughter from the rest. 

    “She’s all mine, ladies,” said Mrs. Temple, giving my hand a squeeze and pulling me through the door.  

    We laughed all the way to our chauffeur. She was very tall, perfectly tanned, with a pink wave of hair atop her head and a neat fade to the buzzed sides and back of her hair. She wore a tight dark suit and jacket, black driving gloves, and aviator sunglasses. She gave off the bored vibe of a good runway model. 

    “Temple?” she asked as we approached. 

    “That’s us,” I said, my arm laced in Mrs. Temple’s. 

    “This way,” replied the chauffeur, her high-heeled boots clicking on the floor as she walked ahead of us. 

    “Where did you find her?” I whispered to Mrs. Temple. 

    “Astrid was recommended by my friend, Valerie,” she explained. “You remember her, right?” 

    “Oh, yes,” I replied, thinking of the beautiful older woman with the hot, young wife. Valerie Pryce was famous. The world’s richest woman, unbelievably powerful, and openly lesbian. And she was Mrs. Temple’s friend and boss. It was crazy to think that my girlfriend worked for someone like that. 

    The limousine was weird and old-fashioned. Like a car from the early twentieth century. A giant black Rolls-Royce with leather seats, tinted windows, and a body that had been extended seamlessly. It smelled like old tobacco smoke in a good way and the seats creaked as I climbed inside.  

    “There is champagne on ice,” said Astrid. “If you would prefer, I could mix you a cocktail before we get underway.” 

    “The champagne will be fine,” said Mrs. Temple. “You don’t mind if I fuck her in the back of your limousine, do you?” 

    I blanched and hid my face in my hands. Astrid hardly seemed to react as she finished loading our luggage and closed the trunk. 

    “As you like, Mrs. Temple,” she said. “The amenities are here for your pleasure. There is a drawer beside the cooler with several implements you may find useful.” 

    “Oh?” Mrs. Temple raised an eyebrow. “You stocked toys for me?” 

    “Mrs. Pryce likes something near at hand at all times,” explained Astrid. She climbed into the driver’s seat and pointedly left the privacy partition open.  

    Mrs. Temple began kissing my neck, pressing me back into the seat and fondling my breast through my tank top. I shuddered with desire, suppressing a giggle, but kept glancing at the back of Astrid’s head as she drove the limousine away from the airport.  

    “Shouldn’t we put the divider up?” I hissed the question as Mrs. Temple knelt over me and slid a hand under my tank to pinch the tender buds of my nipples. 

    “Oh, no! We should let Astrid watch!” She stretched over to the drawer beside the cooler. I could hear her hand rummaging in the drawer and then she held up a six-inch dildo, distinctly curved and well-ribbed, already mounted in a strap-on harness. “Now, put this on me.” 

    She tossed the dildo at me and stood up, hunched against the ceiling. She pulled up her skirt, past her tanned thighs and over the damp mound of her panties. She held the skirt with one hand and wiggled out of the panties with the help of her other hand. She tipped her hips forward, pushing her pink pussy in my direction. It was a black jock style strap, framing her ass with the strap and providing a solid base that covered her pussy completely. I made sure it was good and snug.  

    “You look good with your mouth right there,” she teased, curling her fingers into my hair, pulling my face closer to her cock. “How many times have you been like that for Luke?”  

    “Several times,” I said. “But not as many as Luke wanted, I’m sure.” 

    “Mmmmm, I know you’re good at it,” she said, rubbing the dildo against my lips. “Go on. Show me. Get it wet before I Fuck you with it.” 

    “Yes, Mrs. Temple,” I moaned, taking hold of the ribbed shaft of the dildo. I held it tightly and ran my tongue over and around the molded head of it. I licked down the underside of the shaft, following the curve to the balls at the base. I giggled and licked the base of the dildo designed to look like the balls.  

    “Oh, yes, you good slut,” moaned Mrs. Temple. “Do you like to suck Luke’s balls?” 

    “Mmmmmhmmm,” I moaned, suck on them. 

    “Dirty girl,” she laughed, pulling my hair and making me move back to the head of the cock. “Suck it now. I want to fuck you. But you have to suck it first.” 

    “Oh, my pleasure,” I moaned, sucking on the dildo. I bobbed on it. Not slowly, but not in a rush either. I took my time. I sucked hard on the tip. I showed off my blowjob skills and left here fake cock glistening. My lips popped wetly each time I lifted my head. I smeared the spit-covered tip on my lips and chin. “Fuck me. Please, I need it so bad.” 

    It was true. My pussy practically hurt I needed to be fucked so bad.  

    “Turn around,” she said. “Show me that tight little ass.” 

    “Oh, yesss,” I moaned, turning around as she yanked my shorts down roughly. She bared the firm peach of my creamy ass in two tugs, stripping my shorts and panties down my thighs to my knees. She knelt behind me, rubbing her cock against the slick folds of my teenage pussy.  

    She reached a hand around to my face, pushing her thumb into my mouth. I sucked it hard as she pushed her dildo into my pussy. The ribs beat against my clit. The curve of it was wonderful, causing the tip to poke one of the most sensitive spots in my tender depths as she buried the full length inside me.  

    “Your little pussy is gripping it,” she laughed. “Like you don’t want that cock to leave.” 

    “Mmmmmmmm!” I moaned around her thumb as she fucked me hard enough to spank my ass with her hips. She pulled her thumb from my mouth and almost immediately pressed her wet digit into my crack. I expected her to slide it into my ass, but she just rubbed my little asshole as she fucked me, harder and harder, forcing my face into the leather cushions of the limousine. “Oh, god, it’s so good. I needed this…oooohhhhh…the whole time we were flying.” 

    “And what about last night?” she asked, grabbing my ass for leverage and plunging the dildo into my pussy. 

    “More than anything,” I crooned. “Oh, god, Charlotte.” 

    “Say it, baby,” she rasped, leaning over me. “I love it when you say my name.” 

    “Charlotte,” I whined. “You’re fucking me so good.” 

    “Are you going to cum for me?” She asked, slowing her strokes, rubbing her thumb at my ass again. 

    “Y-yes,” I moaned. “Oh, I’m close.” 

    I threw my ass back against her, fucking myself onto her dildo. She wasn’t about to let me take over. She grabbed my ponytail and wrapped it around her fist. She slammed her cock into me, hard and fast, her hips slapping against me with loud impacts. The ridged were driving me wild. It was better than any vibrator, thrumming against my clit each time she drew back and thrust in again.  

    “Ahhhhhhhh!” I wailed with ecstasy, my head lifted, my back arched. I came hard on the dildo, my pussy clamping down tight against the ridges with each stroke. I felt it all, even the molded balls rubbing my clit each time she bottomed out inside me. I cried her name, “Charlotte!”  

    “Emily,” she hissed, her lips against my ear and the weight of her body against my back. Grinding into my pussy. Stirring me with that ribbed dildo. Making me cum much longer than I thought possible. I finally slid off her, my legs jelly, gasping for breath. All I could do was groan as I turned on the seat and saw Astrid watching in the rearview. I smiled stupidly. 

    Mrs. Temple was right. She had fucked my brains out. 


Viva Las Vegas

    Our steamy limousine ride from the airport was just the start of a wild Las Vegas adventure. We arrived at the MGM grand just as the sky was going dark and all the lights were coming on. We ate dinner at a TV chef’s restaurant with three Michelin stars. The dessert was a tower of pastries and strawberries and cream that Charlotte fed to me until I wanted to pass out. 

    I was Mrs. Temple’s good luck charm at a high stakes poker table. When she won almost ten thousand dollars on a single hand, I made out with her right there at the table. We drew a crowd and it was exhilarating. She ended up losing a little, but only because I distracted her by nibbling on her earlobe. 

    “That’s it,” she said. “I’m taking you back to the room for spanking.” 

    Oh, god, what a room it was! With views of almost the whole strip, searchlights sweeping the night sky, two dozen casinos flashing and flickering. Nude, in the infinity pool with her, I felt like I was floating above the strip. I slid up onto the side of the pool, my breasts hanging over the side and visible to anyone with good luck and some binoculars. She spanked me like that. She licked me. She made me cum again and again. 

    Then she took me back to bed and it was my turn. Under the duvet. My tongue flicking her fat clit. My fingers teasing her nipples. Sucking her breasts. Fingers buried in her hot cove as we kissed. It was a champagned sweetened dream of pleasure and desire. We didn’t stop until we passed out together, tangled in the sheets. 

    I woke before Charlotte and watched her in the predawn light, rolling onto her tummy, her plush ass slightly raised, her lips parted as she softly snored. I stroked a lock of hair from her face and kissed her cheek before slipping out of bed. The hotel room suite was awesome, with multiple rooms, a full bar, floor-to-ceiling windows in two of the rooms, and a bathroom that included one of those futuristic standing tubs with the hidden jets and a separate shower with like a million nozzles. I padded naked onto the earth tone tiles and turn on all the jets.  

    “Oooooh,” I moaned, throwing my head back with a grin on my face as ten jets of hot, high-pressure water began to power wash the sweat off my body. I turned and the nozzles found spots on me that I did not even know existed. I lathered myself, but the powerful jets washed the soap away almost as quickly as I spread it on my pert breasts, between my toned thighs, and into the crack of my firm ass.  

    I heard Charlotte coming, but I let her think she was sneaking up on me. She stepped into the shower behind me, wrapping her arms around me, pressing her soft breasts against my back and shoulders, and kissing my neck.  

    “Good morning,” I said. 

    “Mmmmm, yes, it is,” she replied, cupping my breasts and gently teasing my nipples with her thumbs. I turned to her over my shoulder and our lips met in a soft, languid kiss, tongues slowly waking to the desire we still felt for one another. “I think today I am going to take your horseback riding in the desert. Would you like that?” 

    “Do I get to dress up?” I asked, remembering our last time horseback riding. 

    “Oh, I insist,” she chuckled and kissed me again, hungrier this time, but still waking up at the edges.  

    Yes, we fucked in the shower. She got down on her knees and licked me until I had a thigh-shaking orgasm. I went down on her bent over that tub, making sure to tongue both of her holes until she called my name. After we’d had our snacks, it was breakfast on the deck, room service with an incredible spread and the desert morning to dry us off.  

    After breakfast, we dressed and Astrid drove us out into the desert to a place called Cowgirl’s Ranch. It was a tack and clothing store. We walked out in vintage Levis, custom cowboy hats, and Western shirts. I wore mine tied off above my navel. Charlotte wore her shirt so tight and unbuttoned so far that I was sure the last buttons would give way and her breasts would pop out at any moment.  

    “You look phenomenal,” said Astrid, looking us both over and betraying no emotion.  

    “Do you want anything?” asked Charlotte. 

    “Yes. You can buy me this crop.” Astrid held up a riding crop she had tucked under her arm for most of our visit to Cowgirl’s Ranch. Charlotte laughed as she bought the crop with our outfits. I desperately wanted to feel that crop swatting my ass, but Astrid had been totally professional with us and I didn’t want to ask her to violate that. She kept it with her in the front seat as she drove us towards the mountains and our horseback riding date. 

    Wild Western Horses and Trails was our next destination. Astrid drove the limousine down dusty desert roads while I tried to keep my hands off Charlotte long enough to make it to our cowboy cosplay destination. I loved her cowboy boots almost as much as her bust-hugging Western shirt. And I knew from following her into the limousine that her booty looked amazing in the weathered denim. 

    It was difficult to resist that temptation, but it felt worth it when we were riding our horses down a scenic Nevada canyon through the foothills of mountains. Charlotte rode ahead of me on the back of a big brown quarter horse named Pico. Her luscious ass bounced against the horse as it trotted over the rocky terrain. Her powerful legs gripped his saddle and she rose and fell on the horse’s back. My reddish white paint horse was named Buster. Not as big or as powerful as Charlotte’s horse, but it felt amazing to be on his back, the power of him moving under me almost like a lover. The rubbing of the saddle against my Levis created a delicious friction that I matched to Charlotte bouncing in Pico’s saddle. I was mesmerized by the rhythm, taken by the desert grandeur, and on the brink of an orgasm for most of the second half of our ride. 

    By the time our horses clopped into a tiny western town straight out of a Clint Eastwood movie and our trail leader, Hunter, guided us to a saloon, my legs were shaking. Getting out of Buster’s saddle felt like the time my family went on a cruise and we got off at our first port. I almost fell over and my inner thighs were so sore they were twitching. Charlotte caught me with an arm around my shoulder. 

    “Not as easy as cheerleading, is it?” she asked, helping me into the saloon. 

    “The Dry Gulch Saloon is a faithful recreation of a real cowboy saloon,” said Hunter. “And there’s real cowboys around here. Other trail companies and ranch hands come here from miles around to get a drink and pretend like they’re in the wild west.” 

    “How droll,” said Charlotte, helping me over to a chair.  

    The saloon was dusty and over decorated with patterned wallpaper, sconces, chandeliers, antlers, spittoons, a player piano, and a bar with beer and sarsaparilla on tap. A heavyset woman in full cowboy brothel lace and bustle fanned herself by the bar. A group of tourists was seated at the bar, mostly middle-aged men that eyed me and Charlotte like we were a couple of prostitutes. Before they could get up from their stools and proposition us, a couple of hunky cowboys sauntered over from another table. 

    These two looked like real ranch hands and not tourist. Their western shirts were dusty and sun faded. One was older, maybe in his early fifties, with a tanned leathery face and a squint that couldn’t quite hide his sparkling blue eyes. The younger man was well-built and just as tan, with a lot less wrinkles.  

    “Howdy, ladies. I’m Tucker,” said the younger man. “And this is my uncle Butch.” 

    “Howdy,” said Butch, tipping his hat in my direction and flashing a smile. “Mind if we pull up a couple chairs and join you fine ladies?” 

    “Well, we weren’t looking for company,” said Charlotte. She glanced at me and I gave her the slightest nod. She turned back to the men and said, “But I suppose if you are offering to buy us drinks, we simply must accept your hospitality.” 

    The waitress brought over a couple cold bottles of sarsaparilla. Tucker sat down across from Charlotte and his uncle sat across from me. It was an inversion of my expectations that made my pussy throb. An older man? A real cowboy? He was looking at me with interest. 

    “Y’all dressed real pretty, miss,” said Butch. “You ridin’ out of the canyon with one of the trail groups?” 

    “Wild Western Horses,” I said.  

    “Hunter is our guide,” added Charlotte.  

    “Oh, we know Hunter,” said Tucker. “He’s my cousin, actually.” 

    “Why do I feel like this was a setup?” chuckled Charlotte. 

    “Might be Hunter gives us a call when he’s got a couple of beautiful ladies ridin’ alone out to the saloon,” said Butch. “Give us a chance to drive out here and put in appearance. In case a couple of fine young ladies are in need of company.” 

    “Well, at least you’re honest,” said Charlotte, leaning back in her chair and sipping her bottle of sarsaparilla. Sweat trickled down into her cleavage. Tucker watched that roll droplet of perspiration and shifted in his seat. 

    “Y’all friends or some sort of relation?” asked Tucker. 

    I exchanged a glance and a giggle with Charlotte.  

    “You might say so,” said Charlotte. “We’re lovers.” 

    “That…that’s cool,” said Tucker, going red in the face and trying not to stare at us. 

    “It’s beautiful,” said Butch. “Ain’t nothin’ more perfect than a couple of lovely cowgirls rustlin’ themselves up a whole herd of pleasure. And we don’t aim to get in your way.” 

    “We don’t?” said Tucker, pushing his cowboy hat back on his head. 

    “No,” said Butch, staring me down with his squinting eyes. “Only come by to offer you that maybe, once in a piece, a lady might like a cowboy around to help her boots off and massage those sore muscles. Might be an older cowboy has experience of the trail that a cowgirl could appreciate.” 

    He took my small soft hands in his big rough hands.  

    “Y-yeah,” said Tucker, trying to recover. He took Charlotte’s hands. “Might be a beautiful cowgirl of a more mature sort might want a young cowboy to please her with all that enthusiasm that only a young man can bring to things.” 

    “So you two dusty cowboys want to show us around and fuck us?” Charlotte grinned, her grin eyes sparkling like emeralds. 

    “Nothin’ so coarse as that,” said Butch. “We’re just fixin’ to show you a good time.” 

    “With your cocks?” I added. 

    “Well, if you insist on bringin’ our peckers into it,” said Tucker. “I wouldn’t be opposed to that.” 

    “How about you, Emily?” asked Charlotte, looking at me with a mischievous smile on her face. “Care to go for a ride?” 

    “Giddyap,” I laughed. 

    As it turned out, we didn’t have go anywhere with the cowboys to have our fun. There were rooms upstairs at the saloon just for hookups. I guess the cowboys knew about this place and liked to get together tourists like me and Charlotte. Although most of them probably weren’t like us. 

    The room wasn’t much, just a dust bed, a table, a chair, and a window with a thin curtain doing little to keep the sunlight out. I sat down on the bed with the cold bottle of sarsaparilla. Charlotte was in the next room with Tucker and I ended up with Butch.  

    “Your first time ridin’?” he asked. 

    “No,” I said. “But it’s my first time riding this far. My thighs are sore and my back hurts.” 

    “Your legs will get used to it,” he said, turning the chair around and sitting down next to the bed. “Back never quite adjusts. Still kills me after half a day on the trail. New boots?” 

    “Yeah!” I said holding them up. “Yeah, Charlotte bought them for me.” 

    “Fine woman you got yourself,” he said with a grin as he ran his hands over my boots. “Good eye for cowboy boots too. Those are fancy, but not bad for ridin’ either.”  

    “I just liked the look of them,” I said, turning them and admiring them. “But they’re hot.” 

    “Yeah, I’ll bet,” he chuckled. “It’s a scorcher out there. Want me to help you take them off for a spell?” 

    “That’d be alright,” I said, feeling strangely nervous. I sipped my sarsaparilla, playing my tongue in the herby sweet liquid as I watched Butch slide the boots off my feet. I felt the sweat on my socks as the air hit them. He didn’t ask permission, he just peeled off my socks too, exposing a few red marks on my otherwise dainty feet where the boots had pinched me during the ride. 

    His rough hands caressed my bare feet. He massaged my arched and relaxed the muscles in my feet.  

    “You ain’t been wearin’ boots much,” he chuckled. “Smooth as a babe.” 

    “That’s not the only place,” I said, sipping from my sarsaparilla.  

    “Oh?” He chuckled. “Girls these days just ain’t like they was when I was a teenager. Oh, no, they wouldn’t even let a man my age touch their sock.” 

    “This was Charlotte’s idea,” I said. “But I’m okay with it. I’m not prejudiced against…crusty old cowboys.” 

    “Ha!” He clapped a hand on his knee, then lifted my legs onto his lap. “Let me massage those legs muscles for ya, darlin’. Get you nice and loose.” 

    “Mmmmmmm.” I watched him, still a bit wary, but excited by his touch. He massaged me through my aged denim, his big hands working his way up my left leg and then my right. He massaged the calves first, then the backs of my knees, which caused me to giggle, and finally move up to my thighs. He looked into my eyes as he worked his hand between my legs, massaging my inner thigh.  

    “That helpin’?” he asked, his voice low and deep. 

    “A little,” I said, sipping on my sarsaparilla.  

    “How about here?” His hand moved to my other thigh, squeezing and massaging me there.  

    “That’s good,” I said, teasing my tongue at the opening of the bottle.  

    “Got a real knot there, darlin’,” he said. His hand worked higher and higher until he was pressing it at the zipper fly of the jeans. He kneading my pussy through the worn denim. “How about there?” 

    “Mmmmm,” I shifted on the edge of the bed. He squeezed and massaged my pussy. “Yeah, I think you found the spot, Butch.” 

    I fell back onto the bed, which something of a trick considering I didn’t spill any sarsaparilla. I set the bottle aside as Butch pushed my legs apart and began unbuttoning and unzipping my pants. 

    “I suppose not having any pants makes it easier to massage my muscles?” I asked, watching him strip off my jeans and reveal my slightly damp panties.  

    “Nah, I just want to see your cooch, sweetie,” he chuckled. “Wouldn’t mind seein’ those tits while we’re at it.” 

    Before I could answer his sudden forwardness, there was a loud thump on the wall and a Charlotte’s voice yelled, “OhhhhhHHHHhhhhh yeeaaahhhh! Ride ‘em, cowboy!” 

    A steady thumping sound gave me a pretty good indication of what Charlotte and Tucker were up to in the room next door. I gave in to the urge to fuck this Clint Eastwood looking old cowboy and untied the tails of my shirt. There was no bra underneath and he let out a low whistle as my breasts settled free. He finished wrestling off my jeans and tossed them over his shoulder. 

    “Now that’s a pretty sight,” he murmured, and he went down to his knees in front of me. Butch pulled my toned legs over his shoulders, dragging my butt almost off the bed. He did not hesitate to pull aside the front of my panties and give my pussy a good lick. I say good, because it was good, but it was nothing compared to Charlotte. He didn’t know what he was doing any better than Luke Temple or any of my other boyfriends, but he acted like he knew and that went a long way. He sucked at my cuntlips and clit, which was made me moan and claw at the bed. He moaned, “Darlin’, you’re as sweet as apple pie. I could lick this sugary cooch ‘til the sun goes down, but I think you and me both need somethin’ else.” 

    “Yesssss,” I moaned, sitting up and pulling at his shoulders. “Yes. I need your dick, Butch.” 

    Oh, god, help me. I did need it. The old cowboy unbuckled his Conestoga wagon belt buckle and dropped his blue jeans down his hairy legs. He was packing quite a pipe in his tighty whities. I ran my hand over it and felt that thick hose twitch. 

    “You’d better have a condom,” I said.  

    “Oh, you bet, darlin’,” he replied, slipping a square wrapper out of his slumping jeans. I drew his underwear down and his cock popped free, nearly hitting me in the face. It was long and thicker than Luke’s, a thick nest of wiry gray and brown hair at the root, and with thick, low-hanging balls.  

    “Fuck me! Ohhhhhh, yes! Fuck my pussy!” Charlotte cried through the wall. “Pound it! Yeeeeeeehawwwww!” 

    “Sound like they’re having a good time,” said Butch. 

    “Mmmmmmm, they do,” I said. “Let’s try to keep up.” 

    He tore open the milky white condom. I unrolled the strong-smelling ribbed latex sheath over his fat cock down until the ring was buried in his thicket of hair. He kissed me and palmed my left breast, pushing me back onto the bed. It was overbearing and gross and also weirdly hot. He guided his hard cock to the slick folds of my pussy and thrust inside me with a grunt. He stretched me around his cowboy cock and made the bed shift with his second thrust. 

    “Oh, darlin’, you’re as sweet and tight as a dream,” he moaned hotly against my lips. His cock slammed into my clutching cunt. His weight bore down on me as he pounded his cock into my pussy. With each stroke, the bed thumped against the wall and his heavy balls smacked against the tender divot of my asshole. 

    “So fucking good,” I cried, one hand on his broad shoulder and the other braced against the brass frame of the bed. “Don’t hold back.” 

    “Oh, darlin’, I don’t intend to,” he said, rising above me, pushing my legs up so my knees were almost to my breasts and my feet bounced with each thrust of his cock. He might have been in his fifties or something, but he fucked me with the stamina of a high school football player. The heat built in my pussy. The pleasure tightened in my core. My breasts swayed with every stroke. Faster and faster until felt the ecstasy exploding through me. 

    “Fuckkkkkkkk yessss!” cried Charlotte as the bed in the other room pounded vigorously against the wall. 

    “I’m cumming, Butch,” I gasped as my pussy began to spasm. 

    “That’s it, darlin’,” he said, leaning down past my bent legs to kiss me. “Ohhhhhh, you feel that? You feel my cock?” 

    “So big,” I moaned, my pussy squeezing around his swelling hardness. 

    “Ohhhhhh! Here it comes!” He growled in a voice that was all dust and whiskey. I felt his cock jerk. Throb again and again. Cumming with me. Filling the condom with his huge load as the last of my pleasure trembled through me. He fell upon me heavily, wheezing slightly as his cock jerked with aftershocks. “Sweetheart, that was amazing.” 

    “Yeah,” I grinned, stroking his graying hair and kissing his lips. “It sorta was.” 

    Tucker and Charlotte were waiting for us when we came down the stairs. They whooped at their table and Charlotte bounced to her feet, grabbing me up in her arms and kissing me. Butch and Tucker exchanged a chuckle and Butch scratched his head.  

    “Did you ride yourself a cowboy?” asked Charlotte, squeezing my ass.  

    “Um, well, he rode me more I guess,” I admitted. 

    “Oooohh, you have to take charge,” she said and smacked my butt. “Show them who is boss. Right, Tucker?” 

    “Yes, ma’am,” said Tucker, tipping his cowboy hat. 

    Our ride back to the ranch with Hunter was filled with many knowing looks and conspiratorial giggles. I was tired after the long ride to the saloon and the unexpected cowboy hookup. For all the massaging Butch had done back at the saloon, my thighs and back ached even more than before. I rode high in my saddle, my pert breasts bouncing in my shirt and drawing lascivious glanced from Charlotte. And to think she called me the incorrigible one. 

    The sun was setting by the time we caught sight of Wild Western Horses and Trails. I could tell even Buster and Pico were tired and probably hungry for whatever horses eat. Oats? Apples?  

    “Y’all are welcome to stay for supper,” said Hunter as we clopped back onto ranch property. “We have a cookout every night for all the guests.” 

    I glanced at Charlotte and she shook her head. 

    “We have something else planned for tonight,” she said and winked pointedly at me. 

    “Well, y’all have fun,” said Hunter, helping us down off our horses. Another ranch hand led Pico and Buster off into the barn. I shook hands with Hunter. He warned, “Watch out for those cowboys. They might be fun for an afternoon, but they’ll get drunk and rowdy.” 

    “Only cowgirls from here on out,” said Charlotte, giving my butt a squeeze and guiding me away from Hunter. 

    Astrid and the limousine, somehow free of dust, were waiting for us just outside the ranch. She opened the door and the darkened, air-conditioned interior of the car beckoned.  

    “Mrs. Temple,” she said. “Where will we be going now?” 

    “The Juicy Peach,” said Charlotte, pulling me against her as we relaxed into the leather upholstery.  

    “Yes, ma’am,” said Astrid as we pulled away from the ranch and drove towards the highway. 

    “I can’t believe what we did today,” I murmured, resting my head on Charlotte’s shoulder. She stroked my bare abdomen, rubbing some dust from my flat and tanned tummy. 

    “Those two cowboys?” she chuckled. “That poor little fella never knew what hit him. Thing of those two lunks like a couple of living sex toys. No cheating. No affection. Just pleasure.” 

    “That’s a little dark,” I chuckled. 

    “What do you think we were to them?” she asked, slipping her fingers into the waist of my jeans. I didn’t resist her as her hand eased into my panties. She wasn’t trying to get me off or even herself, she was simply idly exploring my body. Her fingers absently stroked my folds and brushed against my clit.  

    “So what’s the Juicy Peach?” I asked, my voice sounding like I had a frog in my throat. 

    “Oh,” she said, and gave my little pussy a squeeze. “You’ll see, sweetie.” 

    I guess I should have known the Juicy Peach was a strip club by the name. I certainly knew when I saw the big sign with the neon silhouette of a woman that flickered and bent over. The lot was packed, but Astrid pulled right up to the door and the doorman opened the limousine for us. As we stepped out into the cooling Nevada night and the lurid neon glow of the strip club, we encountered a cue of mostly men waiting to get in. They murmured and stared at us and I realized that in our sexy cowgirl outfits we probably looked like a couple of strippers arriving in a limousine.  

    Charlotte took my arm and led me past them. I waved to some of the guys as we bypassed the line and walked straight into the club. 

    The thumping dance music and the swirling lights of the strip club were disorienting after the quiet of the desert and the relaxed vibe of the limousine ride. A blonde with huge fake tits was staring down at me from a nearby stage, rolling her hips and causing the tattoo of a snake on one thick thigh to roll and slither. She turned to reveal a thong in her big, round ass, and then crouched low and looked at me over her shoulder. She teased the thong out of her ass, baring the divot of her asshole and the shaved mound of her pussy. She tossed the rumpled thong onto the stage behind her. 

    “You’re staring, my love,” said Charlotte, pulling me gently away from the girl on the stage. She turned right around to focus her attention on the men crowded around the stage. 

    “R-right,” I murmured, letting Charlotte lead me past two more stages and two more beautiful women writhing on the stage. One was dressed like a policewoman with dark aviators and a nightstick. The other hand blacklight paint smeared across her breasts and was making a mess of her naked body. The men were going wild, tossing cash onto the stage, and cheering with each gyration, lick of the nightstick and splash of the blacklight paint. 

    Waitresses in short skirts and stockings circulated among the patrons of the huge strip club carrying drinks on trays. There were also strippers sitting on the laps of men, leaning against them, trying to encourage them to buy a private dance. A stunning Latina in white lingerie reached out for me and almost managed to pull me away from Charlotte.  

    “She’s mine,” said Charlotte, giving my arm a yank. 

    “Ay, mami,” replied the Latina, wiggling her hips and showing off her round ass as she turned away. 

    “Where are you taking me?” I laughed, increasingly bewildered. 

    “VIP suite,” said Charlotte. “The girls will come to us. We can relax. It’s nice and private.” 

    We climbed a staircase and met a bouncer waiting for us at the door of the suite. Charlotte showed him her ID and he opened the door to reveal a surprisingly big room which included mood lightning, several wide couches, and huge one-way glass windows with a view of the club from above. There was even a stripper pole in the middle of the room to allow for any visiting strippers to show their stuff.  

    Charlotte ordered two bottles of champagne and the music was muted by the door closing behind the bouncer as he departed. We relaxed onto the couches, watching the flashing lights of the club and erotic dancing all around us. Being above the crowd and even the dancers it felt like we were aboard a ship riding waves of lust. I leaned forward on the couch as one dancer slid down a pole headfirst, her legs scissoring opened and closed as she showed her body off to the adulation of the men all around the stage.  

    “Not a lot of women here,” I said. “I mean, women who aren’t employees.” 

    “There are a few,” said Charlotte, pointing to a short-haired young woman on one of the lap dance couches staring up in awe at a stripper’s ass gyrating in her face. She nudged me in the direction to a raucous trio of heavyset women gathered around the woman with the body paint. “Some women think it's exploitation, but I know enough strippers and the money they make to believe it’s the guys who are being exploited.” 

    “They seem to be enjoying themselves,” I said, watching the men stare goggle-eyed at a gorgeous black woman doing the splits and slapping her fingers against her panty-covered pussy. 

    “Oh, yeah, they love it,” she said, her lips close to my ear. “Like those cowboys we had for lunch.” 

    The door swung open and the music boomed loudly as a waitress entered the room with our champagne and glasses. Two dancers followed her. The first girl was a young, pale girl with dark hair, a lithe body, big dark eyes, and Satanic seeming tattoos. She wore a legless and sleeveless mesh bodysuit almost like a mesh one-piece swimsuit. I could see a Chinese dragon curling up her torso and around the left side of her pert breasts. There was something scary and also exciting about her goth look.  

    The other dancer was a very voluptuous, dark-skinned black girl. She had yellow eyeshadow and wore a golden cocktail dress that barely covered her ass and stockings that seemed slightly too small for her thick thighs. She smiled sweetly at me, sweeping her long, dark, wavy hair off her shoulder.  

    “I’m Honey,” she said, settling her big ass onto the couch beside me. “That’s Raven. Are you two lovely ladies looking for some company?” 

    “Indeed we are,” said Charlotte, pulling Raven onto her lap and wrapping an arm around the petite brunette’s waist. This earned a protective glance from the waitress who was pouring the champagne. I caught Raven subtly nodding to the waitress that the touching was okay. Which was amusing, because Honey immediately put her arm around me and practically pulled my face down into her cleavage. I guess the whole touching rules were a one-way street. 

    “How about you, baby girl?” asked Honey, rubbing her sweet-smelling tits in my face. “You looking for some fun?” 

    “Um, a dance?” I managed, my words muffled by her luscious breasts.  

    I was in for a rear treat. Although plump and very voluptuous, Honey hopped up from the couch and onto the miniature stage. She gripped the pole and did a knee turn, sliding her way down the pull, her tits cradling the chrome and her big ass swinging past me. The moment her knees touched the bottom of the stage, she was back up, arching her back and swinging her hips with ease. Her long lashes fluttered and she locked her golden brown eyes on me.  

    “You like girls?” she asked, dancing to the thumping electronic rhythm of the music. “You like to watch thick ass black girls do a turn on the pole?” 

    “I-I like all kinds of girls,” I said, finding myself entranced by the jiggling motions of her generous curves.  

    I heard a giggle and I glanced over my shoulder to see Raven was sitting on Charlotte’s lap, kissing the older woman as Charlotte caressed Raven’s firm little ass. I felt a momentary flash of jealousy, but Honey brought my attention back by reaching out and stroking my face, turning me towards the tiny stage as she did the splits and bounced her ass up and down.  

    It was huge and clapping and I wanted to bury my face in her delicious rear and pull her thong out with my teeth.  

    “Come on, girl,” she said. “Nobody to stop you now. Come get it. That thick juicy meat you’ve been craving.” 

    She beckoned with a curled finger, watching me over shoulder as I stared at her bouncing ass. I could see the dark wrinkle of her asshole reaching out beyond the thong and the lips of her ample pussy swallowing up the rest of her underwear.  

    “Go on,” said Charlotte, giving me a shove. “Let me see you lick up some Honey.” 

    “Mmmmmmhmmmm!” Honey agreed, swinging her legs up as she rolled over onto her back, head and shoulders against the pole and her thick legs spreading wide again. She rubbed a hand over her pussy, showing me the outline of her seam beneath her thong. She rubbed once, twice, and then she pulled that taut covering away, revealing her hairless fleshy folds and the inner pink of her pussy. 

    Raven handed me a glass of champagne and I drank it quickly as I stared at Honey. She bared her breasts and played with her dark nipples, pinching and tugging at them as she gazed at me lustily. I gulped down the last of my champagne and glanced over to see Raven on her knees and pleasuring Charlotte. It was either let my jealous take over or turn my attention on Honey. One more glance at the curvy stripper and I decided having fun was a better idea than getting mad. 

    I slid off the couch and onto my hands and knees. Charlotte moaned “Yesssss!” with delight as I crawled towards Honey, my skirt riding up my thighs and revealing my teen ass and lacy thong. Honey was pumping her two middle fingers into her juicy pussy as I approached her. She was drenched in sweet perfume, but I could still pick up the thick, musky scent of her arousal. I washed her fingers squelch in and out of her pink pussy and dark fleshy folds. 

    “Give her a taste, Honey,” said Charlotte. 

    “Mmmmmmmmm, you want to taste Honey’s honey?” The plump stripper fucked herself with a few more thrusts of her fingers. 

    “Yes, please,” I moaned, leaning my face closer to her steamy mound. “I want to know if you’re as sweet as your name.” 

    “Mmmmmmm! Real honey got nothing on me, baby.” Her legs wrapped around my shoulders and head and her hands pulled my face down to her hot pussy. I breathed in her rich scent and licked her. My tongue roamed drunkenly all over her pussy, shifting her folds and tasting her sweetness. She spread her pussy wide, showing off the bulge of her clit and making it easy for me to locate with my tongue. She pressed me tighter and writhed her lower body, fucking against my face and riding with her thighs on my shoulders. 

    Honey’s honey certainly lived up to its sweetness. I pressed my tongue deep into her cove before lashing the fat bud of her clit again and again. I dipped my tongue in and out as she thrust against my face and smeared more and more of her juices over my lips and down my chin. As I pleasured Honey’s pussy, someone moved behind me, stroking the backs of my thighs and yanking my jeans down from my ass. I moaned into Honey’s cunt as I felt lips against my ass. Moving to my crack. Licking my clenched asshole. 

    “Mmmmmmm!” I cried out as someone began tonguing my ass. Was it Charlotte? Raven? They were spreading my ass wide and licking up and down my crack, swirling their tongue around the tight ring of my little hole. Fingers massaged my clit. Slid into my pussy. 

    The whole time I was licking and sucking Honey’s pussy.  

    “Yessss, baby,” she moaned. “Oh, that’s a good girl! Suck that pussy while you get your ass eaten!” 

    “Mmmmmmm?” I replied, looking up at her 

    She held the back of my head, moving her hips to fuck my mouth. Drenched in her sweet cum, with a tongue squirming into my ass and fingers fucking my tight pussy, I was in heaven. The champagne had taken the edge off my self-consciousness and allowed me to enjoy the pure, raunchy chain of pleasure. Whoever was eating my ass must have been getting some pleasure of their own, because I heard a faint moan and felt it vibrate the tongue stuffed up my ass. 

    My orgasm was so intense that I almost suffocated myself against Honey’s dripping cunt. I managed to lift my head up just enough to gasp for air and then she pushed me back down, moaning and causing her plump breasts to shift and jiggle. Ecstasy shot through my core and clenched around the tongue buried in my asshole. Wave after wave of pleasure shuddered through me, causing my thighs to quake even as my moans were muffled in Honey’s thick thighs and steamy pussy. 

    At last, she let me up for air, pulling me up and kissing me passionately. 

    “Oh, girl, you can hang around with Honey any day,” she said and thrust her tongue into my cum-filled mouth. “Do I taste sweet, baby girl?” 

    “Yesss,” I moaned against her lips. 

    “Mmmmmm, give me a taste,” said Charlotte, kneeling beside me. She turned my face to hers and we kissed, passionately, tongues swirling together. I tasted something on her tongue as well and couldn’t decide if it was my ass or maybe Raven’s pussy. Whatever it was, it wasn’t as sweet as Honey. The voluptuous stripper embraced me alongside Charlotte, drawing us both to her huge breasts. I locked eyes with Charlotte even as I sucked from Honey’s breast. Charlotte, gazing back at me, eyes heavy with lust, sucked just as eagerly from Honey’s other breast. Raven caressed my ass, her fingers teasing down my crack as she stroked Charlotte in a similar manner. 

    “We’re just getting started,” she said, winking at me as she massaged her fingers against my pussy. “I haven’t even brought out the toys yet.” 

    Raven’s suggestion that it would be a wild night were an understatement. Our foursome soon became a drunken foursome, with Charlotte taking a turn on the stripper pole as the champagne flowed freely. I took a turn as well, hanging off the pole and then giving Charlotte a lap dance that ended with me straddling her face. But even that was only the beginning.  

    As the champagne continued to flow and Charlotte kept pulling out more and more cash, more and more dancers drifted into the room. I don’t even know how many girls I kissed and caressed, but at least four went down on me.  

    At one point, there were so many naked, writhing girls in the VIP room that I was not even sure who the breasts in my face belonged to or who was fingering my ass. I laughed, because it didn’t matter. We were all in it together, all having fun, drunk and horny and beautiful. 

    I ended up in Charlotte’s arms before the night was over. All of the strippers pressing against us were like a storm tossed sea and we were an island, our arms and legs intertwined, our breasts pressed together and a kiss shared no matter who else was touching and kissing our bodies.  

    “I never want to leave your side,” I said, so drunkenly emotional that I began to cry. 

    “Never,” she agreed, wiping the tears from my eyes. She kissed my lips softly, our intimate moment invaded by the tongue on my clit that drove me to an orgasm that I practically screamed into Charlotte’s mouth. 

    There were a dozen more orgasms, countless kisses, at least ten bottles of champagne, and finally, an exhausted collapse. My head rested on Honey’s plush rear. Another stripper – Scarlett – was still kissing my inner thigh even though I’m pretty sure she was asleep. Charlotte reached down and pulled me out of the tangle of women, lifting me to my feet and helping me to pull on enough of my clothes to stagger out into the quiet strip club.  

    We had shut the place down. In fact, to our horror, we stumbled out into the first gray light of predawn.  


   Uninvited Guest


    It was morning by the time we made it back to the MGM Grand. We staggered into the casino, somewhere between still drunk and hungover, with our hair mussed, our bodies smeared with stripper glitter, and our eyes hidden behind sunglasses bought by Astrid from a desert gas station. The loud sounds of the slots were like woodpeckers drumming on my skull. I was so out of it as I staggered through the casino and to the elevators that I almost didn’t notice Olivia Temple and her father before I bumped into them.  

    I quickly grabbed Charlotte’s hand and pulled her aside. She started to protest, but I pointed to her daughter and husband standing by the elevators. 

    “That’s no coincidence,” I said. “Do you think Luke told them?” 

    “No way,” said Charlotte. “There’s no fucking way. He’s on our side.” 

    “I thought Olivia was done with this shit!” I said.  

    “She is,” said Mrs. Temple, hiding behind a slot machine as Olivia glanced in our direction.  

    “So why is she here with your husband?” I demanded. 

    “Fair point,” said Charlotte. “Okay. New plan. We can’t go back to the room.” 

    “I need a shower,” I moaned. 

    “We’ll go stay somewhere off the strip,” she said. “We can’t go back to Astrid either. Olivia knows about Astrid since I brought her here for her sweet sixteen. I can rent us a car. You play slots until I get back. Preferably farther away from the elevators.” 

    “Got it,” I said as she passed me a handful of change. I sat down and fed nickels and dimes into various slot machines while Mrs. Temple ran off to find a car rental. She was gone so long that I ran out of money and had to sit at the back of the lounge in the MGM Grand watching a David Bowie impersonator do a reasonably good impression as he sang Life on Mars. 

    I was listening to him sing Space Oddity when I felt a squeeze on my shoulder. I stiffened up, afraid I’d been caught, but it was Charlotte standing over me with a smile.  

    “Come on, cutie, let’s get out of here,” she said. 

    Feeling like a fugitive evading cops or maybe spies on the run in a foreign city, we made our way out into the baking Vegas heat and to our waiting rental car. It was a candy red Dodge Challenger Hellcat, with an engine that rumbled with power as Charlotte revved the engine. 

    “You picked a pretty cool car,” I said, belting myself into the seat beside her. 

    “Well, what’s the point of spending the money to rent a car and getting a Camry or something?” She threw it into gear and the tears screamed as she peeled out into traffic.  

    She drove like a maniac. At first I laughed, but she was taking corners so hard that it felt like she was going to put the car up on two wheels.  

    “You’re going to get pulled over!” I cried. 

    “I can’t believe Olivia actually showed up!” She snarled through gritted teeth. “And she brought Mike too!” 

    “It’s alright,” I said, surprised by her anger and more than a little scared of her erratic driving. “Let’s, um, let’s just get some clothes. Okay? We get some clothes and a motel room. Nothing fancy. We can get cleaned up and think about what to do next.” 

    “Yeah, you’re right,” she said, smiling and looking at me long enough that I almost reached for the wheel to make sure she didn’t swerve into oncoming traffic. “Forget them. Forget all about them. We’re still together. We can do whatever we want!” 

    I put my hand on her leg and gave it a squeeze. “Just don’t get us killed getting there,” I advised. 

    We didn’t go straight to shopping for clothes. We went and had gelato at an Italian ice cream place off the strip. I had lemon and Charlotte went for raspberry. The tart gelato cooled us both off as we sat in the chilly air-conditioning of the ice cream parlor.  

    “That’s better,” she said, licking her spoon. “I’m still horribly hungover, but at least I feel somewhat human again.” 

    “Can you stop driving like a maniac?” I asked. “I want to live to see my twentieth birthday.” 

    “Yeah, right, kiddo,” she said. “Let’s get some clothes.” 

    We drove to an outlet mall and Charlotte bought me five bags of stuff from H&M, Urban Outfitters, and Victoria’s Secret. She bought another five bags worth of stuff for herself, including a pair of white high heels that looked ridiculous in her cowboy outfit, but would look incredible with the right dress. She had picked out something low cut, white, and lacy to wear with them. 

    “I don’t want to put it on until I’ve had a shower,” she said, holding the dress up in the mirror. “I smell like ten different perfumes and sweat.” 

    “It looks like a wedding dress,” I said, admiring the front of it and smoothing it over her breasts. I inadvertently copped a feel in the process and I felt her stiff nipple through two layers of clothing. She glanced at me and something hungry flitted across her eyes.  

    If you’re wondering how Charlotte could still be horny after all the sex we had the night before, you must not have been reading the other books before this one. Charlotte’s horniness has been well documented. By me. 

    “Um, we’d better get to that hotel or whatever,” I said, recognizing the twinkle. 

    “Yeah, we had better,” she agreed, looking me over with growing hunger. 

    We found a room at the Motel 9 well off the strip in Vegas. It had a crowded swimming pool and the boxy motel was near capacity. In our disheveled cowgirl outfits, we earned looks from more than one teenage boy and grown man as we lugged our shopping haul up to our second-floor room. Once in the cool darkness and faint mustiness of the motel room, we tossed the bags onto the bed and practically ran to the shower.  

    It was small, but clean enough. We kept bumping into each other as we stripped off our clothes. I managed to get naked first and practically leapt into the shower. Tepid water blasted over my bare breasts. A moment later, Charlotte’s soft breasts mashed into my arm as she pushed her way into the shower with me. She drew the curtain shut over and embrace me just as the water finally started to warm up. 

    “We need to get clean,” I said, as she turned me to face her and I struggled to face the water. 

    “Get clean,” she agreed, kissing me on the lips. 

    We tried. I swear, we tried. There was soap and everything. Lots more kissing and rubbing our bodies together and maybe some more soap. She pinned me against the wall, kissing my neck, fucking me from behind with her fingers. She made me cum like that, but she still wasn’t done with me. She turned me around and kept kissing me, hot on my lips, her breasts rubbing against mine, her thigh pressing hard against my pussy. My clit felt like it was gliding on warm silk, taut against my straining bud.  

    “Oh my god, Charlotte,” I cried, cling to her and bucking my hips. Fucking her thigh with my clit. Riding it. Cumming all over again until my legs turned to jelly. I fell to my knees in the shower and her soapy slit was right there. I rinsed it off, pulled it against my face, and licked her with relish. I felt so content in that moment. It didn’t matter that we were in a cheap motel room. That we were haunted by her daughter and husband. We could have been in Siberia or Egypt or anywhere in the world. We were together. 

    “Fuck that is good,” hissed Charlotte, rubbing her cunt against my tongue. She held my head tightly, fisting my hair, riding my tongue like I rode her thigh. “Ohhhhhhh, Emily!” 

    “Nnnnnnnnnnnn!” I replied, adoring her. Worshipping her with my tongue. My fingers. I never wanted it to stop. 

    It stopped. Eventually, we started to turn to raisins in the shower. We climbed out, laughing, toweling each other off and giggling as we fell into the bed. 

    “It smells like cigarettes,” remarked Charlotte, sniffing the gross comforter. 

    “You smell like dollar store shampoo,” I laughed, climbing on her and kissing her neck. 

    There was a lot more laughing and kissing and touching, all of it wonderful, but you can only cuddle so much. Neither of us had had a real meal in more than a day. We needed food. We needed to get out of this dingy motel room. I dressed pretty casual and flirty in a diagonal pink and white checkerboard slip dress. It was short enough to show off my legs and low cut enough to show off my pert breasts. The spaghetti straps ensured a bra was out of the question so the pebbles of my nipples stood out beneath the fabric. I wore comfortable sandals with the dress and my hair back and tied with a ribbon. 

    Charlotte wore the white dress and heels, which seemed like a wild choice for walking around, but the white dress looked amazing on her and she walked in heels like she was born into them. I envied her balance on them. I would have been afraid of turning an ankle or breaking one of those heels. The dress was breezy once we were outside, the hot desert wind catching the layers of lace and revealing tantalizing glimpses of her ample cleavage and her incredibly toned legs. 

    “Wow,” I said, watching her move beside me. “I really did fall in love with the sexiest woman in the world.” 

    She pulled me against her hip and planted a peck on my lips before letting me go. 

    “I love you too, Emily,” she said, holding my gaze for a moment. 

    We walked down the off-strip sidewalk, searching for a good place to eat. We passed a cheesy wedding chapel and glanced through the open doors to see a woman Elvis impersonator wearing a pink jumpsuit. She would have been hot if it weren’t for the giant fake sideburns. The jumpsuit did her hips and large breasts a favor.  

    Charlotte leaned against the door into the chapel and I leaned against her as we watched the wedding ceremony. A large African American man was marrying a small white woman. He looked like a giant next to her. They both seemed so happy. 

    “And do you, David, take Kacy to be your lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold, and give a whole lot of lovin’ to?” 

    “I do,” said David. 

    “Then y’all better just go on and kiss,” said the female Elvis. “Cuz you are married.” 

    Kacy stood on her tiptoes and David leaned down to kiss her. Elvis or not, it was a sweet, romantic moment that nearly made me cry it was so genuine. I pulled Charlotte away from the door to keep from going all soppy. 

    “We should do that,” she said. 

    “Get married by Elvis?”  

    “Why not?” she said with a shrug. “It would be fun.” 

    “Uhhhh, because you’re married,” I said. “And I’m a teenager and you’re…not.” 

    “It’s all legal,” she said. “And actually, I technically did not marry Mike. Not legally. There was a ceremony and everything, but we never got a marriage license. It was just a piece of paper, right?” 

    “So you’re not legally married?” I asked, surprised. “Does Luke know? Does Mike?” 

    “They know,” she laughed. “Forget about it. I didn’t realize it would upset you so much to get proposed to.” 

    “Is that what just happened?” I laughed. 

    She laughed with me and then pointed up the street.  

    “Hey, do you smell that? Piggy’s Place. How about some barbecue?” 

    “I don’t think I’ve ever been hungrier in my entire life,” I said, my hand on my flat tummy. 

    More impressive than the heels, was watching Charlotte eat barbecue in that white dress. She somehow did not get a single drip of barbecue sauce on it as she hunched forward and devoured brisket and ribs. I ate a little lighter and wore a napkin like a baby to make sure I didn’t drip on my dress. I was ravenous, but I ate light. I never knew what Charlotte was going to have in store for me and I didn’t want to pack myself full of food. 

    Charlotte didn’t seem worried about it. She put away more brisket than Luke that time he took me for barbecue after prom. That was a disaster for him, because he drank too much Jagermeister at the party and puked it all up. I was pretty sure Charlotte wouldn’t do that.  

    While she was pigging out, I didn’t do much talking either. Not because I was stuffing my face, but because I was thinking about what she had said to me outside that wedding chapel. She had asked me to marry her. She had played it off as a joke afterwards, but it had felt real. And I’d seen how happy David and Kacy had looked standing there in front of Elvis. I could picture me standing in front of Charlotte. She was even wearing a wedding dress. 

    By the time they brought out the slices of pecan pie that Charlotte had ordered for us both, I had made up my mind. I ignored the pie and I said, “I think I’d like to do what you said.” 

    “What’s that?” She asked, shoveling a forkful of pie into her mouth.  

    “What you said out on the street,” I said softly. “I think I’d like that.” 

    “You’d like…” Her words trailed off and her eyes widened. She set aside her fork and wiped her mouth with a napkin. She got up from the table and down on her knee in front of me. People were looking over at us as she took my hand. “Emily Vinke,” she said, gazing into my eyes. “Will you marry me?” 

    It wasn’t how I’d imagined my wedding proposal. I definitely hadn’t imagined it coming from a woman more than twice my age kneeling in front of me in a Las Vegas barbecue restaurant.  

    But it was better than anything I could have imagined.  

    “Yes,” I said, my voice a whisper. Then, taking her hand, I said it louder for everyone watching. “Yes! I will marry you!” 

    A few people clapped. Most of them went back to their food. Charlotte stood and shot to my feet and into her arms. We embraced passionately. Yeah, she tasted like Piggy’s rootbeer sweet and spicy barbecue sauce and pecan pie.  

    No, I didn’t care. I thrust my tongue into her mouth and pressed myself into her arms with love and attraction bursting within me in that moment. She felt so strong. So reassuring. I thought about telling my friends. My mom. Luke. But they were all secondary concerns to the wild love I felt for Charlotte Temple. 

    Charlotte paid the check and with my hand in hers we ran back to the wedding chapel. Femme Elivs was waiting for us with a smile. The chapel was packed with people, but Charlotte walked me right up to the altar like Elvis was expecting us. 

    I glanced back at the crowd, slightly confused by what was happening, and my heart almost leapt into my throat. There was Alicia, smiling at me and teary-eyed. There was Madison and Rose. Olivia was sitting next to her father. There, in the front row, was my mother. She looked stricken and was crying, but she had a smile on her face. There were a lot of people I didn’t know too. I assumed they were friends of Charlotte. 

    “You did this?” I mouthed to Charlotte. 

    She nodded and winked at me. This whole thing had been a ruse. Olivia at the MGM Grand. Maybe even my mother’s anger. She had tricked me.  

    And it felt so good I think my heart did come out of my throat. 

    “Dearly beloved,” said Elvis, “we are gathered here today to witness the marriage between Charlotte Temple and Emily Vinke. These two lovebirds are years apart, but their hearts couldn’t be closer together.” 

    “Charlotte,” said Elvis, looking to my beloved. “Do you take Emily to have and to hold, to look after her, to love her, and to never do her wrong?” 

    “I do,” said Charlotte, gazing into my eyes. 

    “And Emily, do you take this beautiful woman to love for all time, through sickness and health, as long as you’re still kicking?”  

    “I do,” I replied, tears trickling down my cheeks. 

    “Then y’all can kiss each other,” said Elvis. 

    I leapt into Charlotte’s arms. She held me up as I wrapped my legs around her and was passionately kissed. It was a replay of our kiss at the restaurant, but times about a thousand. I had never loved anyone as completely as I loved Charlotte in that moment. Not even my mother. Nobody.  

    The crowd began to laugh and even cheer as our kiss continued. My tongue slipped into her mouth and her tongue slid into mine. There was no crowd. No minister Elvis. Just us, lips locked and love both physical and spiritual being shared in the heat of that perfect moment. 

    I knew with absolute certainty that I had just married the love of my life. 


   Honeymoon Out of Vegas

    Where do you go for a honeymoon when your wedding was in Vegas? I’m sure most people just stay in Vegas, but Charlotte Temple took me, Emily Temple, to the Swiss Alps.  

    The crisp white snow-capped mounds surrounded our lodge. A fire crackled in the stone fireplace and filled the cabin with golden light and warmth. Charlotte sat by the fire in a fluffy robe, her feet up and basking in the warmth and her toned legs exposed. She was having a late morning coffee after a late night of fun with me.  

    I padded from the bathroom over to the fire, wrapped in a towel. My wet hair hung between my shoulders and dripped down the back of the towel.  

    “Good morning, my love,” said Charlotte, pulling me against her. I let the towel ride up as I sat on the wide arm of the chair, my teenage ass hanging over into her space. She chuckled at the sight of my peachy rear. She gave it a little smack and said, “Incorrigible.” 

    “I thought you were going to join me in the shower,” I said, leaning my head over hers so some of the water from my hair would drip onto her shoulders and down into her cleavage. She hissed disapprovingly, holding her coffee out of the drippage and then setting it aside. 

    “I thought I should give you all the space you needed to get clean before you got dirty again,” she said. “But I can see you are a greedy little slut, aren’t you?” 

    She reached around my thigh and pulled the towel up to expose my blushing pussy. I parted my thighs a little wider, inviting her touch and leaning back against her so I could watch over my breasts as she touched my tender cunt. It was still a little sore from the biggest of the dildos she had brought with us. It was one of those weird dildos you can buy on the internet that is supposedly based on an alien or something, but it felt amazing. I just closed my eyes and imagined myself being pounded by a giant futanari alien babe. 

    “Mmmmmmmm,” I moaned softly as she deftly spread my delicate petals and stroked the tiny bud of my clit. My nipples stiffened and I pulled the towel lower, letting my breasts pop free completely from the towel.  

    “Oh, these sweet little mounds are delicious,” moaned Charlotte, leaning her head under my arm and around my side to kiss the side of my left breast. She stretched out her tongue to flick my erect nipple. I crooned and twisted my upper body to feed my aching nipple to her lips. She sucked and sent a hot pulse from my nipple to my clit. 

    “Charlotte,” I moaned, cradling her head as she sucked at my teenage breast. She continued to stroke my clit as she reached her free hand around my body to play with my other nipple. I watched her finger flick and gently pinch my nipple and moaned, “Oooh, you’re so good at multitasking.”  

    “Wait until you see what I do with my tongue,” she chuckled, giving my nipple a flick with her tongue.  

    “Mmmmmmmm, promise?” I asked. 

    I was just about to get up off the arm of Charlotte’s chair and relocate to the bed when the door to our private lodge swung open. Bright white light from the snow poured into the room and a figure appeared in the doorway, bulky in snow gear and carrying skis.  

    “Lucas! Don’t you knock?” Charlotte pulled her hand from between my legs, but it was too late, Luke had seen everything. It took me another second to get my breasts covered with the towel.  

    “Oh, come on, it’s not like I haven’t seen all of this before,” said Luke, stomping snow off his boots on the doorstep before walking inside. He leaned his skis against the wall and began to strip out of his snow gear. “You two were going at it until like four in the morning.” 

    “Well, it’s our honeymoon,” said Charlotte. “What do you expect?” 

    He shook his head and laughed. He glanced at me and said, “I’m still not sure why you brought me along, Emily.” 

    “Charlotte said I could bring any toy I wanted,” I said, sliding off the arm of the chair and walking towards Luke. I pushed the door closed and turned to face him. “So I brought my favorite sex toy. Luke Temple.” 

    He was stripped down to a cable knit sweater, his snow suit pulled down to his waist but his legs still encased in the snow pants. His cheeks and nose were rosy red from the cold and there was a layer of snow splashed into his hair from skiing. I looked into Luke’s eyes as I let the towel drop from my body. He rocked back on his heels, his eyes widening as his gaze traveled down my body. 

    Charlotte was watching me. I knew she was. Did it turn her on? Fuck, it turned me on. I stepped into his arms, his puffy snow pants brushing cold against my legs, but his body warm and firm and his strong arms wrapping around me.  

    “Emily,” he murmured, his gaze flicking to Charlotte as she watched from her chair by the fire. “I don’t know…” 

    “You don’t need to know anything, Luke,” I said, stroking his face. “You’re a sex toy. You can be a sex toy or not. It’s like a switch. You tell me. On or off.” 

    “I’m…I’m a sex toy,” he said. 

    “Good boy,” I whispered and pressed myself into his arms. I pressed a passionate kiss to Luke’s chilled lips. His strong hands found the bare peach of my bottom. He squeezed and spread me and all I could think about was Charlotte watching what he was doing. My tongue swirled into his mouth and his tongue pushed back. I pushed past his dangling snow suit and into his snow pants. I ran my fingers over the bulge of his cock and squeezed it through his silky boxer briefs.  

    “Mmmmmmm,” moaned Luke as I wrapped my hand around his cock and started to stroke. 

    “Your mother is watching,” I whispered. “I bet she wants to watch you fuck me.” 

    “Ohhhh fuck,” he moaned, his cock jerking in my grasp. 

    “Are you going to pound my little pussy, Luke?” I hissed against his lips. “Are you going to bang me while mommy watches?” 

    “Ohhhhhhh shit, Emily,” he gasped. “I don’t…” 

    “You don’t what?” I teased, wanking him faster. “You don’t want to fuck me?” 

    “OOooooooooh,” he threw back his head. Suddenly, warm cum spilled into his pants and covered my fingers. He shot again and again, spurting his spunk into his snow pants and making a total mess.  

    “Luke,” I clucked with disappointment. “You’re not a very good sex toy.” 

    I slid my hand out of his pants and gave him a last kiss on the lips. I turned to Charlotte and held up my hand for her to see. Strings of Luke’s cum dripped from my fingers. 

    “Guess you don’t get to watch,” I said. 

    “He always was a bit, over-eager,” said Charlotte, slowly untying her robe to reveal her killer curves. Luke groaned, looking away from her. He muttered something about going to the bathroom and he shuffled off, still wearing his cum-filled snow pants. I wiped my hand off on my towel from the shower and sauntered over to Charlotte.  

    My wife – god it’s so cool to write that still – was sitting with her legs wide apart. Her right leg was dangling over the arm of her chair and golden firelight caressed her thighs and her waxed pussy. She ran her fingers over her mound and slowly pushed two digits into the hot channel of her cunt. She let out a sigh and locked eyes with me. 

    “Get over here,” she said, apparently displeased with how long I was taking. “I need some attention.” 

    “Yes, my love,” I said and hustled the last few steps before dropping dramatically to my knees. I brace my hands on her legs, scooting closer and kissing her.  

    Her kiss was gentle. Almost lazy. She parted her lips and let my tongue meet hers, but where I was eager, she slowly shifted her tongue almost as if she was doing me a favor. That slight withholding sent a thrill through me. I sucked at her lower lip and kissed her again and again. 

    “Oh, Charlotte,” I moaned, running my hands from her legs, up her toned tummy, to her perfect tits. They always made me jealous of her, even when I had them in my hands. I teased her plump nipples with my thumbs, kissing her neck and shoulder, moving lower to kiss her soft mounds. 

    “I know you want to suck them,” she said, a hand on my shoulder. “Go ahead.” 

    “Oh, thank you,” I moaned, lashing her left nipple with my tongue as I gently plucked at her other nipple. I softly engulfed her nipple with my mouth, swirling my tongue around it, kissing and sucking her areola as I bathed her fat bud in my warm saliva. I popped my lips free and moved to the other breast, sucking just as eagerly. She cradled the back of my head and I gazed up at her adoringly as I slurped on her reddening nipple. 

    “Mmmmmmmmm, that’s enough,” she said and pulled gently on my hair to pop my lips free of her breast. “There are better places for you to use that mouth.” 

    “I think I know where you want my tongue,” I giggled, kissing her lips again and squeezing her breasts against mine. I broke the kiss and moved lower, giving only a cursors kiss to her breasts on my way down her firm abdominal muscles. I skipped over her mound, teasing kisses on her inner thighs until she put a hand on the back of my head, a stern look, and guided me to her pussy. 

    I lashed her folds with my tongue. I opened her gently, tasting the sweet nectar of her cunt welling at her entrance. I pushed past those soft petals and thrust my tongue into the tight clutch of her channel. She sucked in a breath, pushing harder on the back of my head as my tongue slipped deeper into her hot pussy.  

    “There you are,” she whispered.  

    “Nnnhnnn,” I agreed, swimming my tongue deep into her cove. I licked my way back to her folds and up to her clit. I lapped at her fat bud. I kissed it and held it between my lips. So much larger than my own clit. Straining like a teeny-tiny cock against my lips. I sucked it and Charlotte moaned loudly, arching in the chair.  

    “Gentle now,” she hissed. “I’m very sensitive.” 

    I gave her clit slow, soft licks, making her thighs quake and her breasts heave. I licked faster and faster and pushed two fingers into her slick cunt. I buried my other knuckle against her asshole, finger fucking and massaging her asshole as I softly battered her clit with my tongue. I had learned so much with Charlotte. Just where and when to lick. How deep to push my fingers and where to curl them inside her. How she liked a clockwise rubbing on the rim of her asshole. 

    “Yesssss, oh, Emily,” she gasped, her hips rolling in the chair. She was moving, but I was still doing most of the work. My knuckles slapped softly against her pussy and ass. I sucked lewdly at her clit, harder and harder despite her protests. Her tightening thighs and abdominal muscles and her shuddering breasts told me all I needed to know.  

    I kept at it, even as her fingers started to hurt my scalp a little as her grip on me grew tighter and tighter. She howled with the surge of her ecstasy, grabbing my head with both hands and thrusting against my mouth and fingers. I sucked her clit and pumped my fingers deep into her clutching pussy. It squeezed around my fingers and her nectar spilled down onto the chair and over my chin. Her cries of pleasure faded and she slumped back into the chair, but I didn’t relent.  

    In fact, I began pushing my pinkie against her asshole. Her naughty hole was well-lubed with all the spit and nectar from her pussy. I beat my tongue against her clit, flicking quickly up and down, causing her to jerk and gasp in surprise. My pinkie slid into her ass. My fingers curled in her pussy. She gasped in surprise and I resumed sucking her clit. It was a show of force. I locked my gaze on her, looking up with my mouth clamped to her cunt, sucking and fucking her towards another orgasm. 

    “You…oohhhhh…you naughty girl,” laughed Charlotte. “Ohhhhh…oh, yes! Oh, you dirty slut! Make me cum againnnNNNN!!” 

    She dropped her legs over my shoulders, pulling my face tightly against her pussy and squeezing me there. I sucked relentlessly. I felt her pussy and ass squeezing my fingers again, so tight it felt like she was trying to crush my digits.  

    “Emily,” she gasped. “Oh, Emily. You’re magnificent. Ohhhhh…you beautiful girl.” 

    I finally lifted my head from the sweet furrow of her pussy and she cradled my chin and pulled me into a kiss. Our lips locked and we shared the sweetness of her pussy in an intense swirl. I teased my sensitive nipples against her spit-damp buds, rubbing them back and forth and sending little pulses of need crackling to my clit.  

    She moved her hands to my hips, pushing me back, but holding her lips to mine. I let her push me to the floor, onto the soft faux-fur rug spread in front of the fire. Her hands moved over me with a familiar rhythm, exploring my breasts, fingers toying with my nipples as she kissed me. She stroked my thighs and moved to her knees, turning me onto my hands and knees. She cupped my pussy with one hand and leaned low, kissing my cheeks, her breath hot and tickling my crack.  

    “Oh, Charlotte,” I moaned, tilting my hips and pressing my face down into the rug.  

    “My beautiful bride,” she replied, her thumb massaging my clit as her kiss teased down into my crack and her breath warmed my asshole. Pleasure thumped into my clit with each stroke of her thumb. Just as her tongue gave my sensitive ring its first lick, the bathroom door opened and Luke stepped out.  

    “Ohhhhhh,” I moaned, looking up at him as his mother licked my ass and massaged my clit. It was an indelible moment, our bodies exposed, her tongue on my most intimate spot as Luke watched. He did not move or look away. He stared. And that made me hotter and hotter. His hips were wrapped in a towel. One hand on the door. Luke’s other hand rested on the front of the towel wrapped around his waist.  

    Charlotte’s tongue felt so good, teasing me open, tickling inside me as her thumb rubbed more and more intently. My fingers dug into the rug. I was getting close already. 

    “Nhnnhnnhn,” said Charlotte, bouncing her head as she fucked my ass with her deft tongue. She pushed her thumb into my pussy and used the crook of her hand to press and rub against my clit.  

    “Oh my god, you’re going to make me cum,” I whined, my face contorted in pleasure. I pushed back against her, jerking my hips, feeling that pleasure rising explosively inside me. Charlotte hugged my butt against her face, burying her tongue deep, her thumb fucking and wiggling inside my clenching cunt. I howled with ecstasy.  

    For all the people I had fucked lately, many of them women, nobody could make me cum like Charlotte. And she went right from making me cum with her tongue up my ass to rolling me over onto the rug and climbing atop me. In a passionate 69, we drove each other to another orgasm. I clung to her juicy booty and she tongued my teenage twat. We were in our own world by the fire.  

    Yeah, Luke was there, watching the taboo scene, but I didn’t care what he was doing anymore. 

    He was just my sex toy. 
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