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Chapter 1



 



Armand Corbett did not want to have this talk with Juliet. He thought so much better of her. Sure, she wasn’t a straight-A student, but she tried hard and up until the last week or so had great attendance. Under normal circumstances that would have been more than enough for him to slide Juliet’s grade from a high B to a solid A.



But here she was in his office, head lowered, eyes focused on his desk, her hands trembling on her lap. That was a nice touch, he thought somewhat coldly, as he always had to be for these damned lectures. He couldn’t remember any of his slackers before her actually thinking to make their hands tremble. Or maybe he was just paying more attention because twenty-year-old Juliet so wildly turned him on.



She was a short, slender beauty whose heart-shaped ass and perky breasts defied her frame. That face was the real star of the show, the flawless skin of youth emphasized by understated makeup that drew the eye to her big expressive eyes. Her lashes should have been qualified as deadly weapons, because one look at them made him want to be the one apologizing, not the other way around. Her dark hair reminded him of the girls of his own college days twenty years ago, a playful bob that usually suited her cheerful disposition and enhanced her strong jaw and round cheeks. But that day, it was mussed, and her clothes rumpled, as though she’d slept in them.



“You know why you’re here?” Armand asked.



“Yes, Dr. Corbett,” Juliet said meekly, still staring at his desk.



“A week of classes is a big deal, Ms. Larsen.”



Tears now, not quite falling but welling up in her big soulful eyes. She looked away from his desk, towards the rug on the faux hardwood floor, gripping the arms of her chair.



“No excuses, nothing?”



“Does it matter?” she whispered. “Kick me out if you’re going to.”



“I’m not the one to decide that. It’s a process, but three unexplained absences are the sort of thing I have flunked students for before. I don’t want to do that here, but I need to know what’s happening, and I need the truth.”



“And then I have to tell it to Dr. Sorenson, Phillips, and Horowitz too,” she said faintly. She broke down then, and it was at that point Armand’s stomach dropped. Ninety percent of the time, if a student missed that kind of schooling, they burned out or partied out. They came into his office, made a token excuse, he gave them a token warning, and they flunked out when they missed another class.



Armand wrote Juliet off as one of those ninety percent. While he’d been fooled before by alligator tears, he didn’t think this young woman had that kind of guile in her. She just didn’t have a history of it, not in any of her freshman, sophomore, or junior classes with Armand up to that point. He’d even met her before college, when she and her parents came by that same office as part of their college tour. Armand did dozens, maybe hundreds of those parent and student meet-and-greets, but he remembered Juliet’s because her father was wearing a Battlestar Galactica tee shirt and they hit it off, Armand being a big sci-fi nerd too.



When it came to Juliet, he should have known she wasn’t just another burnout or party girl, but maybe he was feeling a bit of burnout himself, crass and disappointed in her, and in that regard, maybe he let his past experiences cloud his judgment a little too much.



Armand stood in a hurry and snatched a box of tissues off a nearby bookshelf. She was crying too hard to notice the proffered box, so he said gently, “A tissue?” She opened her eyes a crack and took two, her fit not passing for another half a minute or so. One of the other English professors, the dean of the program, Carla Obrero, appeared in the open doorway and gave Armand a questioning look.



“Ms. Larsen. Dr. Obrero is right outside,” Armand said, putting some comfort into his voice, or trying to, anyways. “Is there something you need to speak to her about? Would you prefer that?”



“No, no, it’s okay,” Juliet said, her voice muffled and hoarse. She turned and tried to smile at Carla. “I’m sorry, I’m really okay, I just… I didn’t want to break down in front of him.”



Carla came in just far enough to grip her shoulder. “I’m right next door if you need me.”



“Thank you.”



“Would you like the door shut?” Carla asked her. The college usually had a strict no-doors-shut policy when it came to student meetings like this, especially between a male professor and a female student, but there were humanitarian exceptions, and this definitely qualified. Still, Armand was glad it was Carla who asked the question, not himself.



“If I’m not going to get Dr. Corbett in too much trouble,” Juliet said, making both professors smile.



“I think you’re pretty safe with him,” Carla said. She backed out and shut the door gently on the student and her professor.



Juliet turned to face Armand and sighed. “I really am sorry about that. I… I’ve been holding it in pretty okay until now.”



“Talk to me. Tell me what’s going on. There’s nothing that’s happened that we can’t help you walk back from. I’ll talk to the other professors if the excuse holds up.”



She nodded. “Thank you but I don’t know if it will. It’s not like anyone died. It’s just relationship stuff.” She took a moment to compose her thoughts, and when she spoke, she wouldn’t look at Armand again. Instead, she stared fixedly over his shoulder, her eyes distant and pained. “I’ve dated a guy, Charlie, since my senior year of high school. Almost every other weekend, weather permitting, I’ve been driving home to see him.”



“Oh. Oh no.”



“Yeah.” She clicked her tongue, her eyes glassing up again but no tears falling. “He, um, he cheated on me. I knew things were off but I thought it was because he was finally going to propose or agree that we should move in together. I was stupid, and that…” She laughed, a short, brittle “heh heh” that Armand knew all too well from his own years and years of dating misadventures. “…that more than anything upsets me. I… I thought I knew who we were so much better than I actually did. Or maybe I just wanted there to be an ‘us’ so badly that I was blind to everything going on. But I loved him. Over three years, Dr. Corbett.”



“That’s a horrible thing to have to go through,” Armand said. “I’m sorry, for what little that’s worth.”



She nodded, looking numb and lost. “I’ve really screwed things up. I only meant to take Monday off. I figured one day wasn’t going to kill me and I wasn’t going to be any good in class. I usually work in the student loan office as their office assistant, and I went in that afternoon, thinking the work would be good for me, and I… I couldn’t do anything but cry. Mrs. Randall told me to take the shift off and I haven’t been back since. I was so overworked there anyway because they have no help. I knew she was mad and that didn’t help and I was just… I’ve been paralyzed all week. All I wanted to do was sleep and not talk to anybody but my roommate Eden.”



“What changed?” Armand asked.



“Eden. She called my parents and told them what was going on. They came to see me, and took us out to lunch and talked to me. They’re so supportive, and that hurt, and I knew I’d disappoint them if I flunked out, so I had to t-try to come back.” She sniffed again, and reached for the box of tissues.



Armand thought for a long moment. “Okay. Relationship drama is usually not the grounds for an excuse for skipping class.”



“I know,” she whispered.



“Let me finish. Three years is a long time to be with anyone, especially when you’re young and in love. I’m not inhuman. I’ve been in your shoes. Cheated on by a woman I loved.”



“How did you handle it?”



“Oh, with all the wrong reactions. Drank myself silly. Slept with the first beautiful woman who gave me a look.” She chuckled at that and he smiled too. “Don’t do any of that, by the way. Not recommended.”



“I won’t. So what’s going to happen?”



“That’s going to depend a lot on you. Are you ready to come back to class?”



“Yes,” Juliet said, and nodded firmly. “I’m so sorry. I know that doesn’t mean much, but…”



“Stop. I believe that you are. So I’m going to email your other professors, maybe set up a Zoom conference.” He opened a drawer and pulled out a small notebook. He tossed it on the desk along with a pen from a World’s Worst Teacher mug and slid it across to her. “Write me out their names. Then I want you in class every day the rest of the semester.”



“What about the work I missed?”



“Get me a three-page paper on Chaucer by the end of the semester and make it up to me.”



“But we were talking about T.S. Eliot.”



“Do you really want to write a three-page essay on Eliot? Because I sure as hell don’t want to read another one.”



That got a genuine laugh out of her, the first real smile he’d seen from her all afternoon, and it dazzled him. She had a delightful little overbite, and it gave her smile character, as well as made him uncomfortably aware of how fucking good that sweet face would look while she was stroking his cock against her lips. He hated himself a little for the sexual attraction when she was going through so much crap in her personal life, but Armand’s attraction to her was undeniable.



“All right, Chaucer it is. Thank you, Dr. Corbett. I wasn’t expecting… well… I appreciate you giving me another chance.”



“I have to warn you, the other professors will have to make their own decisions. And there might be makeup work of their own and some serious ass-kissing to do. You’re not out of the woods yet.”



“Understood. And I need to figure out how to make up the hours I missed at the student loan office. Not like they have a lot of opportunities for overtime there.”



“Good luck with that,” Armand said, smiling with a bit of a wince.



“Thaaaaanks.” She stood up and took a moment to compose herself, straightening her long tank top and pulling the hem of her shorts down into place. It made him glance down at her toned, athletic thighs, a look she caught.



He wasn’t sure how to apologize without making the situation weirder, so instead, Armand stood too and said, “I know it’s cheap advice, but it really does get better, Ms. Larsen.”



“It’s funny, I…” she started to say, then gave another soft, “heh.” “I’m not all that upset anymore we broke up. It hurt all week until it didn’t. Now I’m just angry at myself I let it nearly wreck my life. You know?”



“I do,” he said, coming around the desk and meaning to make for the door. “Don’t worry. We’ll get you back on the straight and narrow, you miscreant.”



“I don’t even know what that means, and I’m sure I wouldn’t like it.” She hesitated, then darted for him and kissed his cheek. His eyes widened, and he took a step backwards. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have… I just… thank you. That’s all it meant.”



“It’s all right. See you in class Monday,” Armand said, shellshocked.



She nodded, blushing, and hurried for the door. Out in the hallway, he heard another young woman say, “How did it go?” and Juliet’s reply of “Better than I expected…” Their voices faded as they walked away.



He went to the door too, looking down the hallway after Juliet. She was with a blonde a few inches taller than her, her long hair tied back in a ponytail that bounced as she walked. Much like Juliet, Armand’s eyes fell involuntarily to her ass. Thank God for the college’s reprehensible lack of a dress code, because that young woman’s ass couldn’t have been any more defined by her yoga pants.



They both looked over their shoulders as one. The blonde was a match for Juliet, with big moody eyes behind thin glasses and wide lips that showed off gleaming rows of big white teeth. Juliet gave him a wave, and he waved back with a tight smile, reminding himself he was twice their goddamn age and he definitely should not be thinking such bad thoughts about bending them both over his desk and taking those tight little asses.



He turned away and headed for Carla’s office. She was on the phone and held up a finger. He pantomimed bringing a cup of coffee to his lips and pointed at her with an eyebrow raised. She nodded, and he headed for the small lounge room. Someone had just brewed a fresh pot, still half-full, and he grabbed two mugs and poured them each a healthy amount. Years of working together meant he knew Carla liked just enough sugar-free creamer to cut down the acidity, and he tapped some into hers now before walking back to her office.



By that point, she was off the phone. Armand asked, “How much did you stick around for?”



“All of it.”



He settled her mug in front of her and sat across from her in one of her guest chairs. “Then I need to tell you something you couldn’t see. She kissed me on the cheek after our little talk.”



Carla mock-gasped. “How scandalous.”



“It could be, her coming out of a relationship like that.”



“True. But you’re a good man. She knows that and so do I. It’s an emotional time for her, and it’s natural she’d feel some affection towards you in that situation. It’s not entirely harmless, but it is what it is and you were great. In her shoes I’d have probably done the same thing. Hell, in her shoes, at that age, I’d have probably tried to go for more. Second or third base, at least.”



If he’d been taking a sip, he would have spit it out. Carla was a delightful woman, seventy-five and white-haired but with a youthful face that always looked as mischievous as she actually was. She was the best boss he could have ever asked for, and he knew how lucky he was to have her. But still, to admit something like that was new, and cracked him up.



“I adore you, you know that?” he asked, raising the cup of coffee to his lips.



“As I do you, Armand, as does every young woman on this campus. Do you think she’s telling the truth?”



“Yeah, I do. I’ve been suckered in by fake tears before, you know that. We all have. But for her to go from missing maybe two classes a semester to taking a week off, something happened.”



“I agree. I had her for a composition class last year. Perfect attendance. I double checked her records just to make sure I remembered correctly.”



“I’ll CC you in on the email I send out to the others. Do you know who this Mrs. Randall is over at the student loan office?”



Carla’s smile turned sour. “Yes, and she’s a vile soul-sucker of a vampire. She’ll be hell on that young woman.” A look crossed her face, and her smile reappeared. “Let me handle her.”



“You sure? I’m feeling kind of all manly and warpath-ish after hearing what that asshole boyfriend did.”



“Beat your chest about something else, young Dr. Corbett. I have this one. But do include me in your email. I’ll back you up and share your assessment, and if we need to have a conference, I’ll sit in on it.”



“Thanks Carla. I’d better get back to my office. I have another one in five.”



“Good work in there, Armand. Talk soon.”









Chapter 2



 



Juliet rested on her stomach and read the email on her phone. It came through on her college account, from Dr. Corbett and including all her current professors. She’d been so afraid of this moment, but as he had in his office, Dr. Corbett surprised her.



 



Ms. Larsen,



 



After discussing your week of absences among ourselves, we’ve come to the conclusion that no disciplinary action is to be taken at this time, apart from work being made up for your classes. However, continued absences could lead to failed grades and potential academic probation.



 



We are all in agreement that you have been an exemplary student at the college. Please continue to prove us right.



 



Juliet’s eyes glazed over and she nearly began to cry again. Her sniff drew Eden’s attention, and her roommate hurried off her bed. “Is that it?”



“Y-yeah. They’re letting it slide.”



Eden rushed the short distance between their beds and hopped onto Juliet’s, ending up right on top of her roommate, knees straddling her butt. Juliet laughed despite herself. Eden was so free and wild and silly. She’d adored her since their first class together her second semester, and they made such easygoing roommates.



It only occurred to Juliet right then and there that she was single now, and her very openly bi best friend and secret crush for nearly three years was seated on her bottom. She couldn’t contain a shiver of pleasure at the idea.



Eden leaned down until her big breasts were pressed against Juliet’s back. “Hold it up, lemme read,” she said.



Juliet did, trying very hard not to pant at the feel of Eden’s soft breasts against her. Eden was not exactly a reader but still she seemed to take an extra long time going over the email. And was the rocking of her hips strictly necessary? Not that Juliet minded. No ma’am, not one bit.



“This is good news,” Eden said.



“It’s better than I could have hoped for,” Juliet said, a bit disappointed when Eden slid off her and dropped beside her in bed, her butt to the wall. This was an old, comfortable position for the two of them. They liked cuddling, and always had since Juliet’s first lonely night of tears missing Charlie.



“He even writes kind of hot,” Eden said.



“How does a person write kind of hot?”



“I don’t know. All professor-like and whatever. ‘Juliet, whyfore art thou not on your knees, sucking on my professor dick?’”



“Oh my God, you’re the worst.”



“Tell me you wouldn’t.”



Juliet blushed hard, and said immediately, “In a heartbeat.”



“There’s my slut,” Eden said, and reached down to smack her ass.



“Bitch,” Juliet said.



“You love it and you know it.”



Juliet did. It didn’t take long after losing her virginity at eighteen to Charlie to realize she was submissive, and liked it. And not just in bed, either. She liked being taken care of, and in turn, taking care of others. Hers was a soft, beautiful soul and she was dandelion seed floating its way through life.



“Shut up,” she said, grinning and nestling in tighter against her roommate.



“I think you really do,” Eden said, and smacked her bottom again. “My dirty, slutty roomie loves to get spanked.”



“Maybe.”



And maybe if you do that again, my boy-shorts are going to be soaked.



It seemed Eden was intent on finding out. She smacked her ass again, and put a little heat on it. Juliet gasped, and Eden’s smile lost its playfulness. Instead, now she looked… hungry.



“You really do?” Eden asked.



Juliet nodded tentatively. “Is that weird?”



“No.”



“Is it okay?”



Eden studied her for a long moment, reading whatever she could in Juliet’s eyes. Then she leaned in, her tongue sliding between her lips, and the two shared their first kiss. Their first real kiss, anyways, though they’d always been affectionate with each other. Her lips were soft and gentle, but her tongue was more demanding, and Juliet whimpered as she met it with her own. That whimper turned to a moan when Eden smacked her ass again, harder this time, making it sting just right.



The same hand that had just striped her butt went to the front of her boy-shorts, and slid inside. It was so fast, so sudden a change in their friendship, that it felt unreal, as though it were happening to someone else. But Eden was doing it, finally taking their long, loving friendship to the next level, driving her lips harder against Juliet’s as her fingers slid slow circles over her mound, lowering slowly to her pussy lips, her full, sweet cunt, and against her lips.



“You dooooo like it,” Eden whispered, and Juliet giggled. Eden slid a leg over her and mounted her, pushing her on her back, hand still against her pussy. Her roomie and best friend brought the hand out and the fingers to her lips, tasting them with closed eyes and a pleased shudder. “Oh fuck, girl, you taste good.”



“I want to taste you too,” Juliet said.



“Mm. You will. Later. Tonight, it’s all about you.” Eden smiled down at her as she slid her hand back into her boy-shorts. “I’ve wanted this for a long time.”



“Me too. Don’t hurt me like him, okay?”



Eden leaned down and kissed her again. “I could never,” she said, holding Juliet’s eyes, and in her was a love Juliet knew had always been there but had ignored because she thought she was Charlie’s one and only. Oh God, she’d been a fool for so long, but it was all right now, they were together, and she loved her roommate so much.



She arched her back when Eden slid a finger into her, then another. They kissed as Eden built up a slow rhythm, rocking her hips in time to the fingering she gave Juliet. It was like Eden knew her body from the start, how Juliet liked it slow at first, then fast and hard, which Charlie could never get right.



“Oh, oh Eden, oh Eden…”



“So wet for me. You need this, don’t you?”



“Need it, yes, I need it, need you.”



“Mmm, I can’t wait to taste you. Drive my tongue in this pretty pussy I’ve dreamed about since the first day I saw you naked.”



“Oh, oh God, ahhhh, ahh, Eden, mmmmm…”



There was giggling elsewhere in the dorm, and close by too. Neither of them cared. In that moment, there was only each other, and neither of them were going to be silenced by embarrassment. Both of them wanted this for too long.



Into Juliet’s ear, Eden murmured, “Come for me, honey, come on my fingers…”



“Y-yuh, mmm, mmm, mmm.”



“Show me what you look like when you come.” Eden nipped her earlobe, and that was it for Juliet.



“Ohhhh!”



Her hips clapped together against Eden’s hand. She clutched her best friend tight as she came, gasping with her release, the best orgasm she’d ever had, and the fastest. She was barely aware of Eden sliding down her body, her feet dangling off the bottom of the bed as she pulled Juliet’s legs apart. Her fingers slid into Juliet’s boy-shorts and tugged them down her athletic legs.



“Look at you, so beautiful and wet for me,” Eden said, and Juliet blushed and looked away. “No, look at me, look when I’m going to taste you for the first time.” Juliet did, tentatively, and Eden smiled wide up at her, a sweet, loving smile, one that made her feel so warm and welcome. “There’s my girl.”



Juliet brought her hand to her mouth, sucking two fingers as she watched her best friend lower her mouth to her pussy. It had been Eden herself who taught her how to shave down there, one of the most erotic nights of her life, the two of them sitting side by side on towels, Eden so obviously lusting after her as she showed her how to pinch her folds and bring the razor carefully along them, and Juliet wanting her too, but unable to act.



And now Charlie was no longer in the equation, and they were free to explore, taste, take. Eden took now, kissing Juliet’s other lips as though greeting them gently, watching her best friend the entire time. When her slim, delicate tongue slid along Juliet’s wetness, it was like a low thrum of current ran through her, and she brought her free hand down to stroke Eden’s blonde hair. Eden’s glasses had always amplified her big, sultry eyes and they were the biggest turn-on in that moment, so serious in their task of bringing Juliet there again and again.



Her lovemaking lasted for long, sweet minutes, playful flicks of her tongue sliding easily into more thorough and determined plunges. She took her time and finally brought her fingers into it, drawing them in lazy circles around Juliet’s clit before driving her tongue against it too. Juliet cried out with that, a wild release of sound and keening need.



“E-den!”



Her friend teased no longer. She licked and sucked Juliet’s clit, making her crush Eden’s hair between her fingers, her other hand going to one of her own breasts, clutching it, tweaking her own nipple. Eden brought a hand up to her other breast, emulating her, tweaking that nipple hard, giving it just enough pain to make Juliet cry out again, one foot kicking the wall, the other flopping off the bed as she undulated and writhed with her orgasm, the third, fourth, maybe fifth of the night.



“Too much, too much,” she rasped, and Eden shot up her body, kissing her before bringing her lips to the tears streaming down her cheeks. “Need to… taste you too…”



Eden nodded, and slid off the bed to undress. She was in pajama bottoms and a tank, and ditched them fast. It was not the first time they’d seen each other naked but it was the first time Juliet felt okay drinking in her best friend, the big natural breasts, the tight but full curves of her hips, her long legs. Eden brought her hands up to her hair, biting her lip as her roommate watched, blushing hard herself as she freed herself of her ponytail and let those honey blonde locks fall free.



Juliet started to sit up to come to her, but Eden pushed her glasses further up her nose and said, “Stay right there. I want to sit on that beautiful face.”



That made Juliet giggle. “Oh, I like that idea. I get to still rest in bed and you do all the work.”



“Exaaaactly.”



Juliet did free herself of her boy-shorts, which were now around her ankles, as well as her top. Eden came to her and crawled on top again. She cupped Juliet’s sex as they kissed, and whispered, “Now imagine Dr. Hottie sliding his cock into you while we’re doing this.”



“Oh God, that would be… mm.”



“Mm hm,” Eden purred. She slid up Juliet’s body until her knees rested on either side of her roommate’s head. She shimmied her way down until her wet, ripe lips pressed against Juliet’s mouth. Juliet had fooled around before with a high school girlfriend but it had been years since she’d been with another woman, and she was eager for it now, licking her best friend from her base to her clit.



Eden dropped the rest of the way, grinding on Juliet’s hungry mouth. It was a relief that Eden was so wet for her, because Juliet had been kind of embarrassed about how wet she’d been for her roommate. But it was an equal playing field, both of their bodies so responsive, so needy. And as Eden’s hands went to her own calves and she rocked, they took.



Their lovemaking would see variations. Sometimes Eden would want to be taken care of, to have Juliet make love to her, and sometimes Juliet would feel playful and in charge, but this was the foundation of their love, Eden the dominant one, Juliet the submissive one, eager to please her roommate and taking pleasure in it. These were roles they’d fallen into early in their friendship, Eden always charging ahead, pulling an amused and sometimes bewildered Juliet in her wake, wondering how she’d made this wonderful, crazy, sexy woman decide she was her best friend.



And now, lovers.



Because that was what Juliet felt in her heart for Eden. Love. There was no use agonizing over it, or trying to deny it to herself. She’d loved Eden as a friend for years. She’d loved her as something more for months, the confusion over Charlie clouding her heart but no longer. Now they were together, and when Eden pulled up to shift her weight, Juliet gasped it now.



“Love you, I love you so much.”



“I love you too,” Eden said. And in true Eden fashion, she dropped her pussy right back down against Juliet’s mouth, making her laugh, making her lover her all the more.



* * *



Eden spooned her, the blankets drawn up around them both. It was late in the night, or early in the morning, depending on how you looked at it, and they were sated and exhausted, but both too excited by this new development to sleep.



“I thought I was moving too fast,” Eden said.



“No. I needed that. And you,” Juliet said, her voice a sleepy murmur.



“Tomorrow I’m going to introduce you to my favorite toys.”



“Mmm. I like that idea.” Juliet thought of something and laughed softly.



“What?”



“In the same day, I kissed Dr. Corbett and I made love to my best friend. Weird day.”



“The best day. How’d he react?”



“Shock. Embarrassment, I think.”



“Stop. His hottest student kissing him, I’m sure he was locking his door and handling himself in about ten seconds.”



Juliet giggled at that. “Stop. You’re bad.”



“I’m serious. I bet it was the highlight of his year. When you were playing with yourself while I was riding you, did you think of me or him?”



“Both,” Juliet admitted. “But I’m only yours. It was just a quick fantasy.”



“Oh, Jules, I definitely don’t mind sharing you.”



“What?”



“I love you, but I love dick too.”



“God, you are bad.”



“I mean it. I would share you with him or any other guy you wanted.”



“You’re serious?”



“I am. As long as we’re honest with each other, I like the idea of us being open to more fun.”



Juliet thought about that. “I like that idea. But I want to always come back here to you.”



“I want that too. I really do love you, Juliet.”



“I love you too.”



Eden kissed her shoulder, and snuggled in tighter. “Oh, what was the other email you got about? More disciplinary stuff?”



“Huh?”



“You had another unread email. In your college account. I think it said something about work-study?”



“Oh crap. Hand me my phone?”



Eden did, and Juliet brought up her email again. Eden was right. There were now a few unread emails, mostly from her other professors agreeing with Dr. Corbett’s assessment and offering words of both encouragement and reminders she wouldn’t get a second chance like this again, but the last was an email from Dr. Obrero, the head of the English department and the professor who checked on her that day while she was in the meeting with Dr. Corbett.



 



Ms. Larsen,



 



I think we might have an opening in the English department for a work-study position that might be more amenable to your need to make up for lost time. I have office hours Monday from 8-9 and again from 4-5. Come by my office and let’s talk.









Chapter 3



 



Armand liked being a professor. It helped that English was such a fun subject to teach at the college level. His one- and two-hundred levels could be dull. Having to teach the same basic literary greats and composition classes every year was not exactly fun. But his upper-level classes always tended to be more of a joy than bore. Here, there was flexibility and variety in what he could teach. He’d always found that when he was more engaged, so were the students, and at that level, they were there to truly learn. Not all of them, of course, but enough to keep him happy.



It made his day to see Juliet bright and attentive again on Monday. He made light of her missing the last week, singling her out a half-dozen times in the class to give him answers. As much shit as he gave her, she gave it right back, answering his questions fast and thoroughly, drawing laughs from her peers. It was a great class, a reminder of why he did what he did for fifteen years now.



When it ended, she got up with everyone else and slung her bag over her shoulder. Several of her classmates asked about her and told her it was good to see her back, and she responded in kind, never losing her smile. More than a few of the guys walking past checked her out in her playful little denim cutoffs and tummy baring top. Armand couldn’t blame them. That would be hypocritical, considering he’d taken her in a few times during class too.



Finally Juliet headed for the front of the class. “Thanks for the hard time, Professor,” she said, grinning.



“Glad to have you back, Ms. Larsen.”



“Glad to be back. See you later.”



“Have a good morning.”



He didn’t think anything of the words “see you later.” To him, it was just a friendly goodbye. His cheeks did burn as he followed the last of the students out, thinking about that brief kiss on the cheek Juliet gave him. The grading he meant to do that weekend kept getting put off because she’d cross his mind. Trying to fight his urges only led him to think about her with more and more of a growing hunger, his sexy junior, with that hot little overbite and big dark eyes and a body that drove him fucking primal for her. He must have jerked off six times to her, at least, and still his lust for her was nowhere near sated.



His other morning classes floated by, a fun creative writing class, a drearier basic American literature class. Armand ate his lunch on a bench near his office, enjoying the beautiful spring day. Summer soon, and with it would come lazy weekends at his cabin in the woods, a small, beautiful thing a quarter-mile from a lake. Not the best view, since it was all woods, but it was a smart investment, bought just before COVID and the mad land dash for any property not within the city.



Now that the weather permitted it and the roads weren’t snow-packed, he liked to get up there on the weekends and work on his silly little crime novels, only they weren’t so little or silly anymore. His third book did astonishingly well, and he had been talking back and forth with an agent, a friend in the publishing world. He was confident he could take Armand’s books to a major publisher, and Armand was thrilled. He’d written eight failures before the crime series took off, the combined sales of which didn’t make what his third novel made in a single day when it launched, and he was beginning to think he could make a go out of it as a real writer if he ever wanted to retire as a professor.



But did he want that? Armand wasn’t sure. Someday, absolutely, and with more and more students every semester trying to get by using AI to write their papers and a continued assault every day on the education system, his frustration levels with academia were on the rise. But on the flip side of that was the occasional student he felt like he was helping or connecting to, like Juliet.



His megrims passed as he finished his ham and cheddar on sourdough. It was not a question that needed to be answered soon, or even in the next decade. But he did need to start plotting out a mystery for his fictional hero Galen Baxter to tackle next, preferably before the summer break. Ah, good, fun problems to have, he supposed.



Armand headed for his office. He was distracted and browsing his favorite source of crime inspiration – Florida news sites on his phone – when he realized something was off. Leaning against the wall next to his office door was Juliet, and she was not alone. Carla stood there too, in the midst of a story when they both saw him coming.



“Ms. Larsen, is everything okay?” Armand asked, stowing his phone away again.



“Everything is fine,” Carla said for her. “I wanted to introduce you to your new assistant.”



“My… what now?” he asked, confused.



“He’s getting quite deaf in his old age, isn’t he?” Carla asked Juliet, who grinned. With exaggerated loudness, she bellowed, “An. Assist. Ant. It’s time for you to have another one, and Juliet was happy to transfer here.”



Armand gave the dean the stink-eye and Carla stuck out her tongue at him in return. Juliet watched all this and said, “You two are adorable, you know that?”



“Thank you, I try,” Armand said drily as he dug out his keys. “Okay. Seriously, what’s going on?”



“I had a discussion with the work-study office,” Carla said. “Perhaps I shouldn’t have and that it wasn’t any of my business, but as the youths are fond of saying, meh.” To Juliet, she asked, “You young’uns do still say ‘meh,’ right?”



“The cool ones do,” Juliet said as they followed Armand into his office.



“Excellent. I am the very definition of cool.”



“That you are,” Juliet said.



“Focus,” Armand growled.



Carla and Juliet took seats on his guest chairs, and he moved behind his desk, tossing his lunch sack on a side table. Carla said, “She needs hours, and she can’t make them up easily at the student loan office. With you, her hours can be more flexible.”



“I don’t know that I have enough work for her to fill even an hour a day.”



“I didn’t hear that. It sounded like you said you have lots of work for her to do, filing things, answering your phone, running copies for you, making sure your coffee mug overfloweth.”



Armand couldn’t help a chuckle at that. “All right.”



“All right?” Juliet asked, leaning forward. “Does that mean I have the job?”



“Yes. It does. But I do expect you here and working every day. I’ll come up with what I can, but bring your homework or something constructive to do.”



“Great. Great!” Juliet said, hopping to her feet. “Thank you, Dr. Obrero. Dr. Corbett. I feel like… like after last week, like I should be packing my things, but you two, you’ve been amazing, so much more than amazing.”



“And I have every confidence our trust in you will be rewarded. But Armand, may I steal her for just a moment?”



“Uh. Sure.”



“Excellent. Call Misty down in the work-study office. She’ll be expecting you. I think you’ll need to sign some things.”



They stood and left his office. Mystified, Armand started to make the call, then paused and hung up before he finished punching up the directory to find out the work-study number. He stood, and as quietly as he could manage, he snuck out into the hallway, feeling some strange charge in the air, something pleasant but wildly beyond his control, like he was riding a carousel he couldn’t control. And as strange as it was, that felt kind of pleasant.



He heard them whisper. Heard Juliet gasp, “Dr. Obrero!” and then he turned away, not wanting to hear what his boss was saying, but knowing anyways, his cheeks flushing, his mind racing.



He had to be wrong. His boss, the dean of the English program, could not be setting him up with his new twenty-year-old assistant.



No way.



Right?









Chapter 4



 



“Maybe I should take a week off from classes and see if I can’t land a job with one of my hot professors,” Eden said as they got off the elevator on Dr. Corbett’s floor. It was purely a joke. Eden’s father was a dentist and her mother upper management in a big tech support firm, so she didn’t need to be on the work-study program to lessen her student debt.



“Not recommended. I thought I was going to pee myself I was so scared in that meeting with him.”



“All you’d have to do is bat those eyelashes at him and you’d have him giving you an A plus plus plus plus.”



“So that means, all I have to do is this…” Juliet stared up at her girlfriend, batted her eyelashes, and pouted, “and you’ll go with me in a few weeks to see Verdania play?”



“Ohhhh, you’re evil and they’re so… studio rock-ish… ugggggh, fine.”



“Yaaaay!”



“Did I hear Verdania?” Dr. Corbett called from his office. They rounded the door on him at his desk, his laptop in front of him along with a cup of tea.



“You did. They’re playing the Hilltop soon,” Juliet said.



“Damn, how did I miss that?” Dr. Corbett asked. “The sound of my twenties.”



He smiled at them, and Juliet’s heart melted. Oh God, he was so handsome, clean-cut with a strong jaw, tall face, and a certain sort of boyishness to his eyes. He could have easily passed for ten years younger than he actually was, his early forties, but he was definitely all man, taller than most the guys in his classes and as broad-shouldered as a quarterback. Not hugely muscled, but his button-down rippled in an intriguing way whenever he ditched his sport coat on hot days.



“Whoo boy, that smile could kill,” Eden said faintly.



“Stop!” Juliet said.



Dr. Corbett chuckled. “I’ll take it as a compliment. I know I’ve seen you with Juliet, but you are…?”



“Melting in my panties.”



Juliet gasped, “Oh my God, Eden! I’m so sorry, Dr. Corbett. This is my roommate, Eden. And my…” She blushed. “My girlfriend.”



Dr. Corbett’s smile grew even wider. “Your girlfriend? I’m glad to hear you’re getting back out there. That’s always the hardest part, post-long-term relationship.”



“It helps we’ve known each other since we were freshmen,” Eden said.



Juliet nodded as she unslung her laptop bag. She didn’t actually use it for a laptop, but her tablet and the books she needed for class. “We had a class together our second semester and we’ve been best friends ever since. And we’ve lived together the last two years in the dorms.”



“That’s impressive. I think I’d have cheerfully murdered any of the people I lived with in college if I had to be around them for two years,” Dr. Corbett said. “I don’t know how you eat an entire giant bag of pizza rolls in one night, but one of my roommates managed to do just that.”



“Oh, we have our own horror stories,” Juliet said with a knowing look at Eden.



“She maaaay have had to drag me back to our room when I got it in my head to go streaking. Of course, no alcohol was involved. Neither of us would ever dream of drinking in the dorms.”



“No, never,” Dr. Corbett said. “You both seem like angels.”



“She seems that way, doesn’t she?” Eden asked. “But I’ve been learning the last few days she’s got a freaky side.”



“And on that note, goodbye, Eden, thanks for embarrassing me until the end of time.”



“Seriously,” Eden said. “She’s so good with her tongue. You should find out for yourself.”



Dr. Corbett was good. Instead of looking shocked, he looked… intrigued. Hungry. His smile lessened, his eyes losing their sparkle of good humor. “Hm,” was all he said.



Eden stood up, and Juliet rose too. “I’ll see you later?” she asked.



For an answer, Eden kissed her, making a show of it. She cupped Juliet’s chin, tilting her head up and making her part her lips. Juliet’s eyes flicked towards Dr. Corbett, then back to her roommate when her tongue slipped against her lips. She couldn’t help a little gasp when Eden spanked her ass.



Eden turned her head towards Dr. Corbett. “Pro tip? She likes that. A lot. And she’s got a huge crush on you. After meeting you, I can see why.”



“Good to know,” he said, his voice so close to a growl that it made Juliet shiver.



“See you later,” she whispered, and Eden kissed her again, briefly, and was gone.



* * *



“I’m sorry about that,” Juliet said when the office was theirs again.



Dr. Corbett studied her. “Are you?”



She blushed furiously at that and fiddled with her hands. “I... um…”



His eyes held her for a moment longer, as if he were tearing her clothes off her in his imagination, and that, Juliet would not have minded one little bit. Instead, his face transformed, like he was coming awake, and he said, “Right, let’s figure out what you’re actually going to do.”



“Yes, that sounds… yes,” Juliet said faintly.



In the end, her job would be pretty much as Dr. Obrero laid out. She would take care of the phone, do any filing he needed done, fetch his mail and grab coffee for him. Little tasks, all of them, and nothing she couldn’t handle. In fact, after about ten minutes of going through his plastic inbox and running down to the mail room to grab his mail, she was already done with her chores for the day.



“Well… this is going to make for an interesting working relationship the next year and a half,” Dr. Corbett said. He was back to his old self, no sign of that hungry man she’d seen earlier, and it was kind of a shame. She hadn’t minded his eyes lingering on her and Eden, the tiny indulgences in flirting. It had been raw and electric, a hint of danger to him that he didn’t give off in class or in the meetings they had throughout the years.



She thought of Dr. Obrero’s words to her again and again.



I’m not trying to push you towards anything, Ms. Larsen, but he is a handsome one, isn’t he?



Oh, I’d never… that is…



He told me about your little kiss on the cheek.



I know I shouldn’t have.



But it was a very emotional moment. I understand. More than you know.



I’m sorry?



A story for another time. What I mean to say is simple. He’s a good man. You have a good head on your shoulders. If the two of you were to… mm… pursue something…



Dr. Obrero!



I’m just saying, I hope you choose to follow your heart. And don’t let me push you towards something you might not want to be pushed towards. That’s all I wanted to say.



Well… he is very handsome, isn’t he?



A slow smile.
 My dear, if only I were thirty years younger.



And now here Juliet sat, hands folded on her lap, trying to figure out something she should do before the English department sent her back to her old job. Dr. Corbett checked his emails, typed out a few responses, and pretended very hard he wasn’t watching her out of the corner of his eye, but she saw him do it several times.



Finally, he cleared his throat. “If you have homework…”



“I could work on that Chaucer paper.”



“Great idea.”



“Why are you single?” she blurted.



That got his full attention, and Dr. Corbett blinked at her. “What?”



“I mean… you’re like… the most eligible person I know. You should be married and have like… a dozen kids.”



He chuckled. “Thanks.” He sat back in his chair and thought about that. “I’ve come close a few times. In grad school, I lived with someone a couple years and things looked like they were headed that way.”



“What happened?”



Dr. Corbett drew a deep breath. “She wanted to explore one of my fantasies with me and the results weren’t what she wanted.”



“What does that mean?”



“I’m not sure we should discuss that, being a professor and a student.”



“Dr. Corbett?”



“Yes?”



“I’m not who you think I am.”



“Meaning what?”



“I’m not the sweet, innocent twenty-year-old you seem to think I am. I’m a woman. I’m not as experienced as you are but I’m not made of glass either. I’d prefer it if we started off this… this friendship with us being honest about that. I don’t want you putting me on a shelf.”



He seemed surprised by that, and finally nodded towards the door. “Close that, then.” Juliet did, and returned to her chair. “It was our first-year anniversary as a couple. We didn’t have a lot of money, both of us being in grad school, and we wanted to make it memorable so she decided to bring home a friend.”



“A threesome,” Juliet whispered, blushing hard.



Dr. Corbett nodded. “It was a good time and I enjoyed myself. Meg’s friend, Anna, could keep up with me in a way that Meg couldn’t. I didn’t love her any less for it, but Meg got jealous. It put a crack in our relationship that could never be fixed.”



“And the others you got close to?”



“Same story, different particulars. I learned things I wanted and I didn’t want to deny myself.” Dr. Corbett leaned over his desk, his eyes ablaze, making her feel so warm she shivered from it. “You need to understand me too, Ms. Larsen. I’m not the kind, genial professor. The aw shucks type. I have an appetite that’s not easily sated.”



Her lips parted. Hell, her thighs parted. She fought the urge to reach between them and play with herself. “I think I’m going to like this job,” she murmured.



“Yeah?”



“Yeah.”



Dr. Corbett grinned, only there were a lot of teeth to it, and it didn’t touch those blazing hot eyes. “Good girl.”









Chapter 5



 



Juliet tended to wear clothes bordering on skimpy even before she became Armand’s assistant, so showing up in a gray miniskirt and a black plunging top netted her some stares and compliments from the guys in the class, but wasn’t so out of the ordinary that people stared or questioned why she’d wear such a thing to an English class.



As Armand set up his presentation on his laptop and fed it to the classroom’s monitor, the students settled in, talking and laughing. Juliet sat right up front, doing what she always did at the beginning of class, pulling out her tablet and muting her phone. Nothing out of the ordinary at all, Armand thought, though he could definitely appreciate the view of her legs.



Then he realized what he was seeing – or not seeing – when she crossed her legs.



She wasn’t wearing any panties.



Her ripe pink pussy lips peeked out at him until she caught her professor staring. Then her slightly bored look transformed into delight. Christ, he was practically sweating already and the class hadn’t even started yet. The young woman beside her, Nevaeh, said something to Juliet, and they both whispered as they side-eyed him. Juliet winked, and he fought the urge to adjust his slacks.



How he managed to teach anything that day was beyond him. He barely looked at anyone else in the class, focusing on his beautiful Juliet and the core of what he desired on full display for him. His cock threatened to embarrass him the entire class period, and he wondered more than once if the outline of the thing was visible against his thigh.



The minutes were pure torture, but the reward at the end of them kept him going. Little by little his consternation transformed into a ravenous hunger, and all the doubts he’d been feeling about what seemed like an inevitable hookup with Juliet vanished. He stopped pretending he was going to fight this, and started to imagine all the ways she was going to be his –right there.



Finally, his end-of-class alarm went off, and everyone stuffed their things away. Juliet started to rise along with everyone else, but Armand said, “Juliet, stay behind a minute.”



“Am I in trouble?” she asked, eyes wide and blinking innocently. The class got a laugh out of that. Aside from her lengthy absence, she was a pretty quiet teacher’s pet, if not exactly a straight-A student.



“It’s about the progress of your makeup paper,” he said. He’d thought of the lie halfway through class in case he needed it, and he was glad he had it on hand. Juliet said goodbye to Nevaeh and waited until the last of the class left before she stood up.



Armand went to the door and shut it. She met him at the table at the head of the class, and he stared down at her, Eden’s words about Juliet liking to be spanked playing and replaying in his head. “You violated the college’s dress code today, Ms. Larsen,” he growled.



She raised a hand to her lips in mock horror. “Oh no. I forgot my panties, didn’t I? Gosh, I got to thinking about you before class and… well… I guess I was doing something bad and forgot to put them back on.”



“You need to be punished.”



Her eyes sparkled. “What do you have in mind?”



Armand moved. Decades of working out left him with lean, hard muscles like no one else on the faculty, and he used them now, grabbing Juliet by the waist and twisting her until she was facing the table. He put a hand at her lower back and pushed her down until her cheek was against the surface, a moan escaping her. His cock as hard as iron, he absorbed the sound she made, a pleased little “oooh!” and yanked her skirt up and over her bare ass.



It was round and ripe, especially on her slender frame, and he stared for a long moment, time they didn’t have. He licked his palm, and leaned down to whisper in her ear, “Bad students get spanked.”



His hand came up and down in one swift motion, his fingers together, striking her ass with an upward motion at the end of the swing to blunt the force of it. His palm cracked off her ass and she rocked forward, gasping with it.



“Again, oh God, again, Dr. Corbett!”



Well, that put to rest any worries he might be going at it too hard. His hand rose and fell again, spanking her other cheek, the crack loud and his palm reddening her ass.



“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” Juliet whimpered. She gave him a look of pure fire over her shoulder, and he didn’t need to be told she wanted it again. He brought his hand up and down, then again, then again. By the end, she was rocking back and forth with it.



He stopped and massaged her bruised skin. “That was good, you took your punishment like a good student,” Armand said. His free hand went to her cunt and found her wet and ready for him. He nearly freed himself of his slacks, almost unable to help himself, but they had no time for him to get off. Instead, he slid two fingers across her full pussy lips while he massaged her ass, then drove the fingers into her, making Juliet’s back arch upward.



“Oh, oh Dr. Corbett,” she moaned. “P-please keep doing that, ohhh, oh.”



“Are you going to be good for me the rest of the semester?” he asked.



“Y-yes, mmm, I’ll be good, your best student, mm, ready to show you my pussy whenever you want to see it.”



“When you work for me, it’s either no panties or something sexy,” he said, plunging his fingers inside her fast and hard. She was so fucking tight around him, and as wet as he’d ever felt. She’d have a damp spot down her thighs when they were done, and the thought left him nearly mindless.



“Yessss, all for you, mmm, mmm, Dr. Larsen, I’ll be y-your sexy little student toy, ohhh, oh.”



“If I tell you to show me your pussy or your tits, you’ll do it without question.”



“Yes! Show you… ungh… everything!”



“When I tell you to get on your knees and suck my cock-”



“Yes!” Juliet cried out, nearly screaming the words. “I’ll do it! I’ll do anything you want me to!”



“You’ll be my good student cocksucker.”



“Oh, oh, ohhhhh!” she cried out, coming, quavering around his fingers as she thrust her ass back against him and rose up and collapsed just as fast.



“Say it, Juliet.”



“Your… good… cocksucker! Yours! Any time! Unnngh, oh, oh God!”



“When I tell you, you’ll bend over my desk like this,” he said, and gave her ass a little tap, not so much a spank this time as a pat, but it drove her wild anyways. Everything he did was making her electric.



“Yes! Bend me… over your d-desk! Take me! Fuck me!”



“Not yet,” Armand said, a wolfish smile spreading across his face. Had to go, had to go, but he had to finish this too. Jesus Christ, the urge to fuck her was making his brains vanish. This was wrong but he needed Juliet like he’d needed no other woman in his life, an animalistic, savage “mine!” thundering in his blood. “Soon. And then, when you’re dripping me, I’m going to fuck your roommate too.”



“Yes! Eden! F-Fuck Eden! Fuck us b-both! We’re yours, we’re yours, we’re…” Her voice reached a feverish pitch and her head jerked upward, her eyes sightless.



“My student sluts,” he whispered in her ear, and that was it for her, exploding on his fingers as she came and came and came.



“Urgh, your, your… best… student… s-s-sluts! Y-yours! Oh, oh God, oh FUCK!”



He fingered Juliet through the aftershocks of her orgasm and slowly pulled his fingers out of her pussy. His hand went to her arm and he helped her upright, turning her around on her shaky legs. Juliet stared up at him with dazed delight, a dopey grin on her face. He kissed her, their lips making sweet, soft noises in comparison to the hardcore fingering and spanking he’d just given her. It felt right, somehow, an assurance that whatever he’d just said, he cared for her.



“Juliet, was I too rough? Are you all right?” he asked softly.



She beamed up at him. “More than all right. Oh my God. That was… that was amazing.”



“Sorry your ass is going to be sore all morning.”



“Wroth it. So very much worth it.” She looked down at his hardness in his slacks and gasped. “Oh. Wow. Oh wow. But you’re going to be hurting, aren’t you?”



“I don’t care about that. I’ll get over it and we don’t have the time. Let me clean you up and then we need to go.”



She laughed and leaned up to kiss him. “I know you’d take care of me, but you have to walk halfway across campus and I have my next class right next door. Go.”



Armand tried to think of something witty to say, some great last line until they saw each other later in the day, but he couldn’t. In that moment, he was too busy staring into her eyes, confused but pretty goddamn sure he was falling in love with a woman twenty years younger than him.









Chapter 6



 



The necessities of Dr. Corbett’s job made it hard for Juliet to ramp things up, but there was a deliciousness to the anticipation, the little looks they gave each other in class or in his office. He had a stream of student meetings that week, and explained dryly that as the end of the semester loomed, the number of students panicking about grades always ticked upward, especially freshmen.



It didn’t bother Juliet at all, especially since she had another budding relationship to explore. Her love for Eden only grew fiercer as the days went on. She always knew Eden was something of a domme, even if she didn’t actually know that word, but now she got the full brunt of it in their relationship, and not just in bed, either. Eden was always touching her in possessive ways when they walked, wrapping an arm around her waist, taking her arm, or pressing the small of her back whenever she held a door open for Juliet. Little touches to let her know she was Eden’s, and Juliet loved that about her.



With her wealthy upper middle-class parents giving her a healthy monthly stipend, Eden had always been generous about treating Juliet to dinners off campus, but now these took on a different feel. They were dates, and Eden treated them like it. Juliet particularly liked when her roommate dressed her up, selecting her clothes for her and helping her put them on. It wasn’t that she was helpless to do such things, but she loved being taken care of. Eden’s hands were much like her lovemaking, gentle but assured.



She’d gone wild when Juliet relived every breathless moment of that spanking and fingering session with Dr. Corbett, and the two wound up in a sixty-nine together, eating each other out fast and frenetically. Juliet never made her roommate come so hard or so fast. Usually she was the louder one of the two, but Eden’s cries of passion elicited knocks on their door from giggling girls on their floor asking if she was all right. Eden hopped off Juliet, strode to the door in the buff, and answered it with her wetness still gleaming on her pussy.



“Bitches, I am better than okay, and unless you either get in here and join us or start paying like it’s a show, go on and fuck off.”



Sadly, they didn’t take Eden up on her offer to join them, and instead meandered off down the hallway, still staring back over their shoulders until Eden closed the door on them with a huff. “Damn it, I was hoping they’d say yes. Mya’s hot and I know that slut is starting to think about Team Bi.”



“You’re really serious, aren’t you?” Juliet asked.



“I am. I love you, honey, but I’ve got an appetite.”



“Dr. Corbett said the same thing.”



“How do you feel about that?”



Juliet thought about it. “As long as I get to have you two and we’re all honest about who we’re hooking up with, I think I’m okay with it. For now. I might want that to change someday but if we can’t have fun in college, when are we supposed to?”



“I love that answer.”



Now, Juliet walked down the hallway to Dr. Corbett’s office, only to find him seated across from a student who was doing the same hangdog look Juliet herself had done not all that long ago. Dr. Corbett saw her and said, “Juliet, would you mind working out of Carla’s office today?”



“Sure, Dr. Corbett. I mean, no, I don’t mind at all. Let me know if you need anything.”



He gave her a tight smile and returned his attention to the student. She walked on, and found Dr. Obrero browsing her computer while slurping up a forkful of what smelled like sesame noodles, the microwave kind.



Dr. Obrero looked up and smiled. “Busted. Don’t tell my doctor I’m eating these. I have diabetes and these are most definitely not on the menu, but at my age, I like to enjoy myself from time to time.”



“I don’t think you’re nearly as old as you pretend to be. And in spirit, you’re even younger.”



“You are gunning hard for the title of my favorite student ever. Dr. Corbett told me he might send you my way for a while. Sit, chat with me. Tell me how it’s going. Have you eaten lunch? Would you like one of these? I keep a stash in my filing cabinet. Not much use for it these days except to keep the mice away from my food.”



Juliet smiled as she came in and slipped off her laptop bag. “No, thank you, I just had a gyro in the cafeteria with my girlfriend.”



“The one word I’ll never pronounce correctly,” Dr. Obrero said. “A product of living in a tiny Midwestern town. Everyone there pronounced it with a hard H. He-row. I can’t quit it.”



“My mother says ‘crick’ instead of ‘creek.’”



“Oh yes, a good one, that. Have you ever visited Missouri? There’s not a word in existence they don’t take joy in butchering.”



Juliet had a report to finish, and worked on that as Dr. Obrero finished her lunch and correspondence. From down the hall, the student in Dr. Corbett’s office said loudly, “This is bullshit!” Juliet looked up sharply at that, but Dr. Obrero didn’t even bother with a glance.



“The freshman culling,” she said. “It’s always ugly. I’m so glad you were able to make amends with your professors.”



“With your help.”



“Ah, the education system is not an unfeeling machine.”



“Still, thanks,” Juliet said. She remembered something, then said hesitantly, “Dr. Obrero, can I ask you a question?”



Now she did look up from her monitor. “Of course.”



“You were going to tell me a story. You said something like you knew the position I was in when it came to, um… having a little, um, a crush on Dr. Corbett.”



“It’s a bit more than a crush, isn’t it?” Dr. Obrero asked softly.



“I don’t want to get him in trouble.”



“I know. I am, after all, the one pulling the strings and hoping you two wind up together.”



“Why, though?”



Dr. Obrero smiled a smile of memory, and maybe one of sorrow. It didn’t touch her eyes, which went distant and clouded. “Because he’s a good man, and you’re a lovely young woman, heart and soul.”



“There’s more to it than that, isn’t there?”



“You are very astute. Let’s go for a walk, shall we?”



It was not really a question. They left their things in the office and Dr. Obrero locked up. They headed down the hallway in the opposite direction of Dr. Corbett’s office, to a second elevator bank that led to the back doors of the building. It was out there they walked rather than the quad, onto a side street lined with jacaranda trees that wouldn’t bloom for another month or so.



“They’re lovely trees, aren’t they?” Dr. Obrero asked, her voice very sad. “Someone made a mistake in picking them, though. The only students who get to see them bloom are those staying for summer classes. Well, sometimes the fall too, but not like May.”



“I think that kind of makes them special in a way,” Juliet said. “A little bit of quiet beauty for the ones who stay behind.” Dr. Obrero looked at her as if surprised. “What? I do all right in creative writing.”



“That’s not it. The man I’m about to tell you about said much the very same thing to me, once upon a time about late-blooming cherry trees at another college. The kismet has been strong lately.”



They strolled down the sidewalk as Dr. Obrero collected her thoughts. The campus was lively, but not this section of it, as though the students actively avoided the professorial office buildings like a no man’s land. But it really was a lovely part of the campus she’d never paid much mind to before and she appreciated it now, enjoying this stillness among the chaos that had been her life lately. Had she really only broken up with Charlie two weeks ago? It felt like another life, and it was, she supposed. She was no longer that naive small-town girl, not anymore. Not that she was worldly now, but never let it be said that Juliet Larsen didn’t learn from her life lessons.



“His name was Ty,” Dr. Obrero finally said. “He was my Juliet.”



“Oh,” Juliet said, the pieces finally clicking.



“I was thirty-four and fresh off a divorce. He was nineteen, a sophomore. Bookish and very much of the eighties.”



“What does that mean?”



“Long hair, jean jacket, too much aftershave.” Dr. Obrero blinked back tears. “What I wouldn’t give to smell it again.”



“You two…?”



“Yes. He was a kind young man, fiercely intelligent and opinionated, and a feminist in a time when that brought on a lot of ridicule, especially in men. But he was a man too, or became one, under my tutelage. Not a virgin, but let’s just say it was a delight showing him things.” She clicked her tongue. “I’ve never told any of this to anyone apart from my husband later in life.”



“Your secret’s safe with me.”



“Thank you. He impressed me in class, and I held him back one day to gush about one of his assignments. He really did have a brilliant mind but I was a woman with a crush and I made a fool of myself. He laughed it off, and we shared an awkward kiss. It soon turned to more.”



“What happened?”



“I did. The college where I worked found out about the two of us and told me to either break it off and continue being a professor, or suffer the ridicule of professional humiliation and a formal investigation when it was announced.”



“Oh no.”



“He was devastated. I didn’t tell him any of that, not until it was too late and I realized what a foolish decision I’d made. He told me he would quit school to be with me, that he’d work any job he could find and he had the brains to be a manager fast. That wasn’t what I wanted for him, and in that regard, I still stand firm. I do not want you leaving behind your education for whatever might happen with Armand.”



“I won’t let it. I’m too close to finishing.”



“Good,” Dr. Obrero said with real relief in her voice. “That was my biggest concern. That, and Armand’s future.”



“Eden and I can keep a secret.”



“Eden is…?”



“My girlfriend.” Dr. Obrero looked at her with delighted surprise. “We’re both very interested in Dr. Corbett.”



“That’s wonderful. You’ll have someone you can turn to when he can’t be there for you.”



“Yes. It’s going to be crazy, we know that. But… I love her, and I think I’m heading in that direction with Dr. Corbett too.”



“Wonderful.”



“Has he said anything about me to you?”



“No. But if you two, mm, play around in a classroom environment again, you may wish to keep a quieter lid on things.” At Juliet’s shocked expression, Dr. Obrero smiled wide. “No one knows it was you. The rumor is it’s another professor, someone he had a fling with a couple years ago. It’s a lie I’ve encouraged.”



“I’ve distracted you. Tell me what happened with you and Ty.”



“He was heartbroken. So heartbroken he transferred, and I didn’t know about it until he was gone. Ohio. A beautiful little campus. I flew out to visit him there, to apologize. He told me if I really loved him, I should let him go.” She paused a moment, then continued on, her voice murky with emotion. “I held out hope he would come back to me after he graduated. I was so foolish. Perhaps it was infatuation, perhaps it really was love, but it deserved to be explored and relished.”



“It’s never too late,” Juliet said, her own voice emotional, because she knew that yes, yes it could be.



“Oh, Ms. Larsen, I wish that were true. With all my heart. He was in a car accident two days before the new millennium.”



She cried then, the few traces of tears of a woman who had lived a thousand lives in just seventy years, and Juliet turned to her to hug her. Their embrace lasted a long moment, and when Dr. Obrero pulled back, she had a smile on her face again, a real one.



“I believe in silly things. That the universe presents opportunities for choices to play out in different ways. Maybe that means I’m trying to project the opposite of my own megrims onto the two of you – excuse me, three – but I believe this is one of those silly moments.”



“He’s a wonderful man.”



“He has never shown me any reason to believe otherwise.”









Chapter 7



 



Chad snapped, “This is bullshit!”



“No. This is called consequences, Chad. You will discover in the real world that you can’t skip work. This is your first taste of that knowledge.”



“You’re a smug asshole,” Chad said, rising to his feet. Ah, there it was. He’d already tried the best friend act, pleading, and now this, the name-calling. It was funny how many of these meetings went the same exact way.



“If you disagree with my decision, you can appeal through Student Services. Thank you for coming in today. I hope to see your best effort the rest of the semester.”



“What does it matter now?” Chad asked. He stormed out of there, leaving Armand feeling tired and irritable.



He knew who would cheer him up, but before he went and retrieved Juliet to bring her back to the office, he knew he should type up his report while it was still fresh in his mind. He started that, listening with half an ear as he heard a door thump down the hallway, and Carla and Juliet talking as they headed for the elevator bank down at the other end of the hall.



Oh well, no heavy petting for a while, he thought to himself, and got to work.



The report didn’t take long. He’d always found that short and to the point worked more favorably than some lengthy paragraphs when it came to issues with students. In the early days of his professorship, people in administration used to actually read the things. Now, he suspected the numbers he’d inputted into Chad’s grading field were merely submitted to some database and tallied against the student’s other professors. If the algorithm didn’t find any anomalies, Chad would be sent packing. It was only a theory but Carla agreed and had once made up a wild report about a fictional student bringing a pet chimpanzee to class where it promptly flung its excrement in every direction, and she had to send her students out to the hallway until it was subdued. She submitted it, only to get a form letter email back saying they could find no student in the system named Gilbert Diaperdoodoo.



Armand really had the
 best
 boss.



With the report done, Armand’s eyes fell onto what had really been troubling him the last couple days, an open desk drawer, and more specifically, a blue folder within. He took it out for the dozenth time and thumbed through it. Words and numbers he’d already examined a half-dozen times made a stew of his mind. Any other year of his career and the pages within would have made him dance up and down the hallway. Hell, just a month ago, he would have been doing the Charleston. But now…



Someone knocked and Armand snapped out of his fugue. At the door was Eden.



“Hey Doc,” she said, reaching out to both sides of the doorframe and leaning in, putting her big chest on good display for him. She was done up that day from head to toe, her makeup heavy on the blush and red lipstick, giving her a freshly fucked look he’d bet every dollar he had was intentional. The crocheted sleeveless top not only showed off the slopes of her breasts, but the little lace-like cutouts showed off plenty of her soft belly too. Not fat, not overly toned, just plentiful and youthful. Combined with her designer jeans, she had him hungry for her in seconds.



“Eden, good to see you. Come in, have a seat.”



“Not interrupting?” she asked teasingly as she came in and perched on the arm of one of his guest chairs.



“No, just putting my old tired brain through its paces.” He dropped the folder back into the drawer and shut it. “I think Juliet and Dr. Obrero stepped out. Not sure when they’ll be back.”



“I was hoping to get you alone for a few anyways, so this works out.”



“Yeah. I was hoping for the same thing too.”



That flustered her, but she returned his smile. He had a vision of jacking his cock and coming across those glasses of hers. But her eyes drifted away from him, her smile lessening as she gripped her knees.



“Is something the matter?” Armand asked.



“Don’t… hurt her,” she said haltingly.



“Have I given you the impression I would?”



“No. But I love her and I think she’s falling really hard for you. So I don’t know how this is going to work out between the three of us, but whatever she is to you, please, be good to her. Don’t break her heart.”



Armand thought about that and stood. She watched him with dull, wounded eyes as he walked around his desk, went to his door, shut, and locked it. He came to Eden, and she stared up at him. He gripped her under her arm and lifted her up.



“You’re not just here for her, are you?” Armand asked.



Eden shook her head slightly. With that, he looked behind him at his desk and pushed a few things aside, clearing a spot. He returned to her, clutching her neck with both hands and leaning in to kiss her. She melted like butter on the stove, her hands going to his arms, his shoulders. She moaned against him, a wordless thing, as would be nearly the entirety of their encounter that day. They were both aware they could be caught at any moment, and that made it all the more delicious and dangerous.



His hand dropped to one of her full, ripe breasts and he grunted now too, a soft sound of approval. She smiled, her pained eyes clearing of the storm. His hands dipped to her jeans and he undid the button and drew the zipper down. Her black polka dot bikini briefs were cute, but he barely registered them as he slid them down her thighs. There was no time to undress her entirely, not if someone knocked and he needed to answer in a hurry.



She let herself be guided to the desk, where he gripped her by the waist and hoisted her onto its surface. He dropped to his knees before the sexy honey-blonde, his eyes on her clean-shaven cunt. For a moment, his conscience kicked in, fifteen years of the job reminding him cheerfully that this was wrong, this was the sort of professional taboo he didn’t walk back from, but even that part of him seemed to be cheering him on as he dropped his mouth to Eden’s sweet twenty-year-old pussy.



Eden’s body was as receptive to his every touch and lick as Juliet had been with his fingers and his hands. The blonde leaned back on her hands, ass rising slightly off the desk to give him better access, her lips parting. She stared down at him with eyes bordering on stormy. Only in that moment, Armand knew something. Not suspected –
 knew
 . He’d thought she was the aggressive one in her relationship with Juliet, but in truth, it was Eden who was the vulnerable one, and that more than any words they’d exchange in the days or weeks ahead or anything else they might get up to won him over. She truly did love Juliet, and he had a feeling she was looking for something more than just fun with him too.



Armand could give that to her, and he did. This had to be fast, but he put as much of himself into making love to her with his tongue as he could. He was drawn in by the taste of her, of her sweet-smelling soap and the formless tang of her wetness. But what really drew his attention and his delight were her tan lines, stark white against her glowing skin. Even with Eden half-naked before him, moaning softly as he brought her closer and closer to an orgasm, the idea of her on a lawn somewhere in a bikini small enough to give her skin those light patches drove him to rock hardness. He vowed to himself to spend hours tracing them with his tongue, maybe together with Juliet.



Her hips began to rock as he focused his attention on her prominent clit. She shot a hand to his head, gripping his hair, mouth falling open wider and wider but no sound emitting from her until she finally gasped as her orgasm hit her hard. The sound was shockingly loud in the silent office even if it was barely above a whisper, and instead of panic, Armand felt a savage sense of pride he’d made this beautiful busty blonde half his age come.



He rose to his feet and gripped her chin to kiss her hard. She returned it with a fervor, her hand going to his silky slacks and undoing them. He wanted to drive his cock into her, to come inside her, but it felt like that would be a betrayal of Juliet’s trust. Whenever he did fuck the pair of best friends, he wanted them together or not at all.



“I’m not going to fuck you yet,” he breathed into her ear. “Not until you and Juliet are together. My place. This weekend.”



“Mm. I like that idea. But I can do things other than fuck you.”



With that, Eden pushed him back, biting her lip in an exaggerated gesture of wantonness he loved. She dropped, knees bent, ass against her calves, and he finished tugging his slacks down, a surge of lust roaring through his body. She moaned with surprise and pleasure at the size of him when he flopped out, and her hands eagerly wrapped around him as she stared up at him.



Armand nearly told her to suck it, but Eden needed no words. She took his cock between those ruby-painted lips, smearing her lipstick up and down the first few inches of him. She tried her best to suck him deep, but as fiercely sexual as Eden seemed, she was still so damn young and inexperienced. Three, four inches of him was all she could take, but that was plenty for him. Besides, the sight of the busty blonde staring up at him behind those glasses, her pretty painted face bobbing back and forth enthusiastically, was enough to get him off and in a hurry.



There was no coming back from this, no denying them anything they wanted from him, and in return, Armand was ready to take what was his. He’d put them together on his bed and claim them both, make them his, make them drip him. They belonged together, and they would be his.



“Fuck,” he growled, his hand going to the back of Eden’s head. He gripped her by the ponytail, wanting to thrust his cock into her mouth, but at the same time recognizing to do that would be to hurt her. He’d need to train her up, teach her to get used to his big cock sliding deep into her mouth, down her throat.



But then again, that was what Armand was good at – teaching.



She must have sensed his fight for control because she smirked up at him, her lipstick ruined and smeared all along his tip and first couple inches. She got her tongue into it finally and started working him with it, and it had the desired effect. He drove into her mouth, fighting not to go too deep, but using her now, pumping his hips, his hand on her hair tightening into a fist in his last moments.



At the last moment, Armand pulled out of her mouth and dropped a hand to his cock. “Open,” he said simply, and she did, staring up at him, tongue out, ready to accept his treat. And he gave it to her, shot after shot, some hitting her tongue before he aimed upward and came across those sexy glasses, making her grin up at him.



“I knew you were going to want to do that,” she said breathlessly when he was finally spent.



Armand chuckled and reached down to help her to her feet. “Had to. Fuck, you’d be gorgeous without them, but those glasses look pretty goddamn sexy on you.”



“That’s why I wear them,” she said, her voice low and throaty and dripping with lust. He grabbed a box of tissues off his side table, the same box he’d offered to Juliet when she came in and broke down that life-changing day. Armand helped Eden clean the come off her face and she tended to her glasses and did herself back up.



“We need to sneak you into the bathroom to clean off the last of your lipstick and makeup,” Armand said. “There are bathrooms just down the hall. I’ll go out and see if the coast is clear. If it is, I’ll knock.”



“Okay.”



“And Eden.”



“Yes, Dr. Corbett?”



He cupped the side of her face, and her eyes glazed over as she stared up at him. “It’s not just about Juliet for me. I’m looking forward to getting to know you too.”



She nodded and relaxed. “Me too,” she murmured.



Armand stepped out into the hallway. A student was turning the corner at the end of the hallway, but away from them, so he quickly rapped his knuckles on the door behind him. But he hadn’t thought to check the women’s bathroom, because just as Eden reached it, Juliet opened it up and stepped out, making Eden gasp and laugh.



Juliet looked between them both, confused, then her eyes lit up and she grabbed Eden by the arm, yanking her inside. Both popped out one last time and blew him kisses, and Armand retreated to his office, laughing to himself, and feeling pretty damn good.









Chapter 8



 



Dr. Corbett’s home was a nice small place on the edge of the city, with a big yard and a grand weeping willow rising above the house in the back. Two long planters bookended a short set of wooden stairs leading up to a small covered porch, just big enough for the two of them to stand and not get knocked over when Dr. Corbett answered the door and pushed the screen open.



He looked amazing that day, in a long-sleeved dark blue shirt and black slacks. He smelled good too, not just his rich, citrusy aftershave, but something else, something he’d been cooking. Onion, maybe. He smelled like home.



Armand’s eyes roamed over their bodies. Eden stunned in a tight little black leather miniskirt and a lacy camisole top that did little to hide her nipples. Her hair was done back, as always, in a ponytail, her makeup slutted up to the nth degree. Juliet agonized over her own outfit, knowing she couldn’t match her roommate for pure sex appeal. In the end, she decided to play up the sexy student thing, and picked out a pleated skirt she’d only ever worn dancing with Eden, along with a strapless black top that drew the eye to her slender stomach. When she showed off the outfit to Eden nervously, her roommate had pinned her to the door and shown her appreciation with a minutes-long make-out session that had Juliet coming as Eden rubbed her pussy under her thong.



“Come on in,” the devastatingly handsome professor said without preamble.



Juliet took Eden’s hand on instinct. Eden looked down at the joining of their fingers with some surprise and delight, then looked back up at Dr. Corbett again as he moved aside. They each kissed him as they came in, and his hands lingered low on their backs, his eyes dancing with lust and amusement.



“You are the only students I’ve ever had in my house,” he said.



It was a beautiful home, deceptively larger on the inside than out, thanks to the unique way it stretched out towards the backyard. Eden said as much, and Dr. Corbett nodded.



“It was part of what drew me to the place,” he said, guiding them through a living room and into a homey kitchen where something rich and tomatoey was baking in the oven. “I saw it, and I thought it was the most bizarre layout I’ve ever seen. Almost like a trailer, but with the door on the small end rather than the wide one, you know? Anyway, I saw it, I initially said no, and then I couldn’t get the place out of my head. The yard, the neighborhood, they were all perfect. And I like things with character. So I made an offer fifteen thousand below asking and walked away with it.”



Eden blurted out, “What are we?”



That shut Armand’s babbling up. He and Juliet both looked at the blonde, who stood there with one foot on tiptoes, looking for all the world like she was going to cry. It shocked Juliet to the core of her being. She thought she was the nervous one, but now she realized Eden was just as anxious about the future as she was.



“Are we your… your toys for the night?” Eden continued. “For the semester? Please don’t lead us on, Dr. Corbett. You know how I feel about her.”



“Eden,” Juliet said softly, and took her roommate’s hand in her own.



“Armand,” Dr. Corbett said to Eden. “Please. In my home or out on the town, it’s Armand.” A timer on his phone went off and he went to the oven to pull out what looked like mini pizzas. “Flatbread bakes. I wasn’t sure what kinds of meats you might like, so there’s chicken, sausage, or vegetable. Not the most complex showstopper of a dinner, but the tastiest thing I cook. Hands-down.” He also pulled out a pan of roasted vegetables that smelled even better than the flatbread. Frustrated with his stalling, Juliet nearly snapped at him until she saw the faint quirk of a smile on his face. “I am… crazy about the two of you. I’ve never slept with a student. Never even come close. I’ve looked, sure, plenty of times. But I’ve never seriously entertained the idea. Juliet won my heart-”



“I can go,” Eden babbled. “It should be you two, of course it should be-”



“Stop,” he said, and came back to them, tossing off the oven mitt. “When you came into my office the other day, when you showed me who you really were and how much you care about her, that won me over too.” He brought his hands to their cheeks, and like they’d rehearsed it, they both relaxed into his touch, sighing with relief and pleasure. “I’m ready to sacrifice it all to be with the two of you. That’s where I’m at. No. You’ll be my toys, and I’m so very much looking forward to that. But you’ll be more to me too. My lovers. My partners.” He looked between them. “If that’s what you want too.”



Juliet nodded, tears threatening to spill over. Eden gasped, “Yes. Yes.”



He moved in to kiss them both, Eden, then Juliet. They were soft kisses, warm, gentle. He took their hands, and guided them to the dinner table.



“Sit. Eat. And then I’m making love to you all weekend long,” he promised them.



* * *



They hadn’t thought to bring toiletries but he had taken care of that, with toothbrushes still in the packaging and two small gift baskets full of things they might want later, like soft soaps and lotion. After the amazing dinner, complete with glasses of the best wine Juliet had ever tasted, she and Eden stood side by side, brushing their teeth and gargling, smiling at each other in the mirror.



When Juliet finished first, she pressed a hand to Eden’s bottom. “I love you,” she said softly.



Eden finished up, rinsed, and turned on her girlfriend. “Jerk. Making me want to say it back when I’m doing the least sexy thing in the world.”



Juliet kissed her. “You’re always sexy.”



“Let’s go be with our man.”



“Our professor,” Juliet said, eyes twinkling. She knew things would be more complicated than they seemed, that Dr. Corbett – Armand – would need to keep them secret until they graduated. The college had no rules about professors dating former students – she’d looked that up – but if administration found out he was dating two current students, he’d be fired immediately. She wouldn’t let that happen, and neither would Eden.



They stripped and came to him, resting on his back on a nest of comfortable pillows. His bedroom was such a guy’s room, soft tan and brown walls, a steel gray comforter formerly on top of his bed and now piled off to one side, his sheets just as masculine. He could use a woman’s touch, Juliet decided – or two women.



 She’d yet to see his cock like Eden had, and her lips parted at the size of him resting on his belly, already hard. He was clean-shaven, his balls nearly as big as her fist. Across his chest was a sea of thick hair, emphasizing instead of hiding the firm ridges of his hard muscles. He had a swimmer’s body, lean but muscular, a man’s body.



He curled his finger at them, his smile making Juliet shiver with anticipatory pleasure. She crawled onto the bed first, followed on the other side by Eden, freeing her long blonde hair.



“You two are the most gorgeous things I’ve ever seen,” Armand said, his voice a low, throaty growl that would have had every woman in class wet if he used that tone in a lesson.



“You’re so handsome too,” Juliet said as she neared him. She wanted to take that cock in her mouth the way Eden got to, but he took them both under the shoulder and brought them further up his body to kiss them each in turn, Juliet first, then Eden. His hands went to their bottoms, and Eden rocked with it, smiling faintly. They spent long minutes like that kissing each other, touching what they wanted, beginning the swift, breathless fall into loving each other. Eden visibly relaxed in those moments, letting the questions go, at least for the moment. They would come back, and soon, questions about what to tell their parents, questions about how they could keep this secret, questions about sneaking in and out of his place on the weekends or date nights out on the town or a thousand other things they would need to explore. Instead, Eden simply let herself go, as Juliet and Armand already had, and in those long moments, she finally accepted that this was real.



As Eden and Armand kissed again, Juliet snaked her way unseen down his body. He finally took note when she planted sweet little kisses along his thigh to his cock, Armand rising up on one elbow. But Eden was ready to play too and pushed him onto his back again before she hurried on top of him, twisting around so she could watch her roommate suck their professor’s cock while she ground on his face.



Armand pulled the blonde down to him, his tongue as eager as if he was in college again. “You taste so fucking good,” he said, and pulled her even tighter to him. Eden rested one hand on his chest as she rocked against him, staring down at Juliet as she bobbed on his first inch, then two.



“He’s so big I couldn’t take him very deep,” she said.



Juliet came off him with a pop. “I don’t know if I can either,” she said, cheeks flushed.



“I think you two are doing just fine,” Armand said. That got a little shimmy from Eden and he chuckled against her sensitive skin.



As it turned out, Juliet could take a little more of his cock than her roommate, but only by a matter of quarter inches, at least to start. He was so big inside her mouth her tongue barely had room to wiggle around against him, but with a few more bobs and a slight adjustment, she finally found a position where she could really tease him, her ass thrust high in the air, her small hands resting on his thighs.



“So beautiful, nnngh, sucking him,” Eden said.



Juliet came off him again, spittle trailing from her lips to his cock before she spoke and it popped. “I want to see you riding his cock like that soon. Grinding on him. Fucking him.”



“Yuh huh,” Eden agreed breathlessly. “Going to fuck him. We’re both… going to… fuck him.”



“All weekend long,” Juliet said, and swallowed him down again. In her enthusiasm, she took more of him in her mouth than ever before, almost all of him, her jaw spreading wide, her eyes watering.



“Fuck!” Armand grunted underneath Eden.



The blonde rocked faster on his face as she watched, jaw hanging open. “Oh God, oh J-Juliet, taking so much of him, oh my God, oh my God.”



“Mmmf!” Juliet said around him. She pulled back, drew several deep breaths through her nose, then plunged down again. This time, he hit the back of her throat. Her fingernails dug into his thighs, and she pulled back yet again.



You can do this. You can take him. Show him what you can do.



She drove deep and his hand snapped to the back of her head, his hips jerking, his licking stopping as he growled, “Fuck, Juliet, fuck, fuck, fuck!”



“Oh, oh shit, oh shit, you’re taking almost all of him, you’re deepthroating him, Juliet!” Eden said. She straightened upward, hips driving down, coming, coming as she watched her roommate suck their man down, her mouth wide-open, her eyes unfocusing.



Armand’s cock slid down Juliet’s throat, making it bulge. Her eyes blurred with need of oxygen, her fingernails leaving deep impressions in his skin, but she pushed down the last half inch, taking him, gagging, but doing it, sucking every inch of him, every fucking inch of their professor.



He moved.



Armand lifted Eden off him and she dropped beside him. Juliet came off him coughing and gasping for air. He scrambled to her as she rose up on her knees. His hand went to her chin, gripping it hard. “That’s a very good fucking girl,” he growled, and plunged his lips against hers. His hands went to her shoulders and pushed her backwards, down onto the mattress, his cock resting against her mound before he adjusted it and pressed it against her entrance. But his eyes widened at the last second and he looked up at Eden.



“Condoms, the drawer-”



“We’re clean, we’re both on the pill, are you okay?” Eden said, her words rapid-fire.



He didn’t answer. He’d gotten tested at the clinic that week and knew he was fine. He gripped Juliet by the thigh and slid into her.



“Ohhhhhh, fuck!” she cried out. His student. His twenty-year-old student, and he was inside her, pumping deep, her tight little cunt wrapped around him, squeezing him, begging him to release inside her. He was almost disappointed they were on the pill, because his brain was shouting at him to come, come inside her, fucking make her pregnant, make them both big with his kids, to suck the milk right from their tits, to see their big bellies brush the sheets.



Never had he fucked anyone like this, his mind gone, his body driving into Juliet so hard he threatened to send her spilling over the edge of the bed if he kept pushing her along it. She clutched him around the shoulders, gasping, crying out, her first orgasm making her hips rock and a foot kick.



“Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh Dr. Corbett!” she wailed.



He was going to come. Too soon. Too fucking soon. Instead, he dropped his head to her breast, sucking her dark little nipple into his mouth, grunting his pleasure as he felt the beast inside him retreat for a minute or two.



But not for long.



He pulled out of Juliet, his chest rising and falling, his next words guttural “Eden,” he said, “on your back.”



The blonde hurried to obey, dropping onto the pillows in the same spot he’d started, blonde hair fanning out in a vision of lust and ecstasy. He flipped Juliet over, staring at the ass he’d tanned with his palms, and her dripping little needy cunt.



He took her again, spearing her fast and hard, gripping her waist with both hands and plowing her into Eden’s cunt. She could barely keep herself on her elbows and knees, let alone aim where her tongue landed, but Eden helped her with that, slapping her hand down on her mound and rubbing her pussy while she drank in the scene before her.



“Fuck her, fuck her hard, this is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” Eden whimpered.



Armand would have agreed if he could process words in that moment, but the man was gone to his pleasure again, his cock pounding deep inside Juliet. His need roared between his legs, demanding he fill her up, but he held on, clinging to the edge of his first orgasm of the night like he had something more to prove to his two sexy students. Some vision floated through his mind, words he barely comprehended – take care of her, be sweet to her – and he knew he could not finish in Juliet. His mind came back to him, and with it his control, despite his body urging him to rethink this, to come inside Juliet right now and fuck Eden later.



No. He would not give in. He’d take them both. He’d show them both what was in his heart and what he intended to do soon.



“Dr. Corbett… c-coming, nnngh, mmm, it’s… I’m coming… ‘gain…” Juliet cooed, and she quivered around him. Time, he thought.



He pulled out of her and she dropped, her body no longer able to support her. While his mind was on fire, hers was fried, her pleasure leaving her not only incapable of complete sentences, but complete thoughts. She saw what happened next through pops of consciousness, like a movie missing seconds at random times as scenes played out. She saw Eden sitting upright. She saw Dr. Corbett – Armand, her pleasure-fractured mind whispered with a thrill of heat – kissing her. She saw Eden on top of him, positioning herself reverse cowgirl style and looking down at Juliet with a grin.



“I think she’s coming back to us.”



“Hi. Hi hi hi,” Juliet croaked. She could barely muster the energy to crawl forward and drop her lips to Juliet’s mound, amusedly frustrated with herself for not having brought her roommate to an orgasm when Armand was fucking her senseless. But she’d make up for that now.



She lapped the joining of their bodies, Eden’s mound and pussy, his cock when her roommate wasn’t taking every inch of him inside her. Eden was so beautiful in that moment, leaning back on Dr. Corbett’s chest, knees up off the mattress a little, her hair spilling down across one breast, her eyes focused on Juliet.



“I love you,” Juliet babbled. “I love you so much.”



“I love you,” Eden said, and bounced to the rhythm of the words. “I love you, I love you, I love you, Juliet, oh, oh, it’s so… so… good!”



Eden came. It was so fast, and she was so beautiful, moaning and laughing and crying a little too, because they really did love each other, and on this strange and wonderful night, their lives were forever changed, the two becoming three, and Juliet and Eden both wanted so desperately for this to work.



For it to be forever.



“Kiss me,” Eden said, “I need you to kiss me, please… please…”



The words were like coffee shot directly into Juliet’s system. She found reserves of energy she didn’t know she had and lunged upwards, gripping Eden by the shoulders and driving her lips against her roommate’s. They clutched each other as Armand gripped the blonde by the waist and fucked up into her. His thrusts were wild, his face locked in the agony of need.



Juliet saw all this, and whispered to her roommate, “Together, let’s take care of him together.”



Eden grinned and pulled off him. He grunted in protest but soon he had two beautiful twenty-year-old college juniors with their lips pressed to his slick cock, bathing him with their tongues, staring up at him.



“Love us,” Juliet breathed. His hands went to their faces in the last, and he spoke one word, his voice hoarse, his heart already theirs.



“Yes.”









Chapter 9



 



Monday, Armand dressed in his best suit. The task he needed to do deserved him at his very best. Carla deserved it too.



He went through the motions of his classes. The brightest spot was Juliet in the front row, the golden glow of the well-fucked leaving her smiling the entire class. Armand wanted to return it, but he would give it his all for the rest of the semester. He saved it for after class, when she was the last to leave and stopped just long enough for a brief, fiery kiss.



“I’ll see you later?” she murmured.



“Absolutely.”



He spent his lunch break with colleagues he liked but hadn’t hung out with in a year or two, at least. He wasn’t sure why. So much wasted time, he thought, but he would waste no more. They talked about what they’d been up to, and one of them said he’d finally gotten around to reading Armand’s novels, and that they were incredible. “Vibrant,” he said, and it made Armand’s day even better.



And finally, it was time. He spent just long enough in his office to grab the folder out of the drawer, the contract, the one he’d been so excited about at first, his biggest pay raise to date, and he walked with it to Carla’s office.



She looked up from one of those noodle bowls she wasn’t supposed to have. Something with peanuts, he thought, and smiled. She smiled back. “Ahhhh, contract time,” she said.



“Yup. And I wanted you to be the first one to know I’m saying no.”



She pointed the fork at him. “Good for you. Fight the man. Ask ‘em for billions. We deserve it.”



“No, Carla. I’m done after this semester.”



She lost her smile. “What’s happening? Talk to me.”



He came into the office and sat down on one of her chairs. “Juliet is what’s happening. You knew the two of us would hit it off. I’ve come to care a lot for her closest friend too. Eden. I won’t keep them a secret, not after the end of the semester. I’ll take the punches. I’ll deserve them. But I love them too much to treat them like my dirty laundry.”



“L-love,” Carla said, her voice so soft it barely carried to him. She swallowed, and set aside her noodle bowl. “Reconsider. See them through the end of their senior year. You could keep it secret that long. So could they.”



He thought about that and finally shook his head. “No. Even a year of hiding what we are feels wrong to me. It’d be too easy to say, oh, just another few years, sorry, girls. I’m sorry, Carla. This job, it’s meant the world to me. But Juliet, Eden… I really do love them.”



“What will you do?”



“Work on the books for a while. I have enough saved I can take the rest of the year off and really crank out the pages. The money I’m making on them, it’s almost matching what I’m making here, minus the health insurance. After that, I’ll find something. Tom DeLucca’s been trying to convince me to start up some indie author services with him. Maybe I’ll take him up on it. Or maybe I’ll find something new.” He smiled as her eyes glistened. “Don’t cry. Please. I’m not planning on leaving town. You’ll still see me around.”



“No, it’s not… oh give me a hug, you wonderful man.”



She stood, and now her tears came in force. His own eyes stung as he came to the woman who would forever be his favorite boss. “The world works out,” Carla murmured.



 



 



* * * * *
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