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“I want him gone, Lee. I want him thrown out of this college and criminal charges brought up against him.”

Seated next to the professor and cracking open another pistachio, Will Chavouz stretched his long legs out. “Name one thing I’ve done that I could be arrested for.”

“Thirty-nine pregnancies on campus since you came to work here. Thirty. Nine.”

Will frowned and did some mental math as he chewed. There were too many names to count on the spot but he thought the number was a lot higher.

“And that’s only the ones that have been reported!” Dr. Frank Zelaya said.

Ohhhh, that made more sense.

Across from them, Dean Phung had his hands together in front of his face, elbows on his desk. He opened his hands in a gesture remarkably like a butterfly spreading its wings. He was a slim, delicate man with sharp-boned good looks and a smile that could have netted him as many women as Will, if he wasn’t a strictly monogamous man.

“Will’s right. We’ve had no complaints of any misdoing on his part. Everything has been consensual and the young women are all twenty-one or older.”

“It’s immoral and you’d fire any professor on campus for doing it,” Dr. Zelaya snapped.

“There are no rules about staff sleeping with students as long as they are old enough and grades are not involved.”

“There are no rules because you rescinded them,” Dr. Zelaya said. He gripped the arms of his chair like it was the only thing keeping him from floating off into space. When Will cracked another pistachio, he turned and shouted, “Will you stop that?”

“No?” Will said, and tossed back another nut.

Dr. Zelaya glared at him, then turned his attention back to the dean. “He is an infection. How many more women will you sacrifice to his insane need to… to… sleep with every person who even slightly spreads their legs?”

“You can say ‘fuck.’ It’s a safe space, professor,” Will said.

“Will,” Dean Phung said, barely containing a smile. To Dr. Zelaya, “He has had no complaints from his supervisor.”

“Because she’s fu… sleeping with him too!” Dr. Zelaya screamed. That was technically sort of true. Will’s boss was in her fifties, a delightful, attractive older woman with a pleasant amount of extra weight to her. They’d only actually slept together once, mostly because they were bored and it was an excruciatingly hot dull summer day, but Will wouldn’t mind a second go-around with her.

Will raised his hand like he was in school. Dean Phung nodded at him. “One question. What business is this of yours, Doc?”

“My students are my business,” Dr. Zelaya hissed.

“Have any of them come to you and complained? Or have you been spending all your free time following them around to find out where they’re dropping their panties? Because your obsession with this seems pretty goddamn weird.”

“You… you asshole. You unbelievable…”

Dean Phung sat back in his chair. “Frank. From my perspective, you’ve yet to bring a credible charge to bear against Will.”

“You’ve got to be kidding!”

“No. I’m not. Will may enjoy partaking of his pleasures but he hasn’t broken any rules.”

“Because you and the Board have been covering his ass since he came to work here!”

That was also true, and Will had a hard time not grinning about it. Funny how many members of the Board of Directors either were desirable women or had beautiful wives or daughters over twenty-one who now wore one of his WILL’S collars, at least in private. An orgy he led the previous year around Christmas during one of the board meetings pretty much insured he’d be kept on at the college for a long, long, long time.

“How dare you?” Will said, his tone wounded and as arrogant as Frank’s. “I am an upstanding member of the staff here on campus and I won’t put up with accusations like this. Lee, I’d like to file a counter-complaint against him. This is an outrage.”

Frank shot to his feet and lifted a fist. The professor was handsome in a graying fox sort of way, in his fifties with a well-trimmed beard and short cropped graying hair. Middle-aged though he might be, he was pretty well built and could probably throw a good punch.

“Everybody gets one shot,” Will said, cracking open another pistachio. “But no more than that before I beat their asses. So if you’re going to throw a punch, make it a good one.”

“Enough,” Lee said. “Frank, get out of my office. You’re wasting my time here. Will, you stick around a minute and cool off. I don’t want you two riding down the elevator together and fighting like children.”

“I am a fifth dan black belt!” Frank bellowed. “And I won’t be treated like this!”

Both men stared at him as he struck a pose with his palm out, eyes blazing. Realizing he was impressing no one, Frank let the pose falter, then walked out of there tugging at his blazer’s lapels, muttering to himself.

Will was the first to laugh, but Lee was only a split-second behind. “What an asshole,” Lee said.

“Thanks for the pistachios. That was a nice touch.”

“I do love watching you piss them off,” Lee said, and waved off the bag when Will tried to give it back. “Keep them. I need to lose some weight. What brought all this on, his wife, or his assistant?”

Will leaned forward. “Wait. His wife is hot too?”

“You didn’t know?”

“No. I’ve been eye-fucking his TA for a few weeks now. I was holding off until something like this happened.”

“Don’t tell me that,” Lee groaned. “I might be covering for you but I don’t want to know the details. She is over twenty-one, right?”

“Of course. They all are. I won’t fuck with anyone younger.”

“Good.” Lee pulled his laptop to him, opened it, and started tapping away. “His wife was at an alumni fundraiser with him a couple Saturdays ago. Should be pictures.”

While he waited, Will asked, “You up for golf this weekend?”

“Thought you hated golf. Called it a sport for pussies who can’t play real sports.”

Will laughed. “Yeah, you got me coming around on it.”

“Sure, and that clubhouse manager and her mile-long legs had nothing to do with it.”

“What, you don’t want to play?”

“Of course I do. You make me look like a pro in comparison. I get to tell my wife I beat the great Will Chavouz.”

“Yeah, yeah, fuck you.”

“She wants you to come by for dinner sometime. You and one or two of your girls.”

Lee’s wife was one of the few women who resisted Will’s charms. When a woman said no, he backed off, no questions asked, but it was a rare occurrence. Vicky Phung loved flirting with Will but when he made a move at the college’s graduation ceremony the year before, she pulled his hand away from her arm and told him she was very flattered but she was her husband’s only. Will respected that, and Lee for confronting him afterwards in a cool and collected way. Over drinks they got to know each other and their friendship had been firmly cemented since. Even Vicky liked Will. As she told her husband, “He’ll keep you on your toes.”

“Sure. Let me know when.”

“I will. Oh, here we are.” Lee twisted the laptop around and Will leaned forward to look at the screen.

Standing in front of the new academic building was Frank Zelaya, blandly handsome but in an unfortunately garish white suit. One his arm was a knockout Latina. She was in a red dress that probably belonged in a ballroom, not a college function, with a pair of necklaces disappearing into her plentiful cleavage. It was the face, though, that got Will’s attention. He had plenty of busty women at his home or the two other places around town where some of his milkiest baby mommas lived and took care of his gang of kids. Busty women were a dime a dozen in that city.

But this woman was, like his top sluts Naomi and Sandra, in a class of her own, with a dark natural sultriness to her strong cheeks, square jaw, and pouty red lips. Her hair fell in extravagant ringlets down her back, and the camera caught her with a hand on one full hip.

“Fuck me,” Will said.

“Mercedes Zelaya,” Lee said, spinning the laptop back towards himself.

“How did that piece of shit land her?”

“He’s handsome and a professor.”

“Eh, good point,” Will admitted. “Imagine if I taught.”

“Jesus Christ, don’t say that. You’ll give me heartburn. It would be an orgy every day in your classroom.”

“She come around here? Check in on her husband?”

“I don’t know and I’m not doing your homework for you. And you owe me for this. Bring dessert and a six pack to dinner.”

“Hell, I should bring you a seven-course meal.”

“Don’t tempt me because I’ll make you do it.” Will stood up and Lee started typing away on his laptop. But before Will stepped out, Lee looked up. “One more thing.”

“What?”

“Everybody hates Frank. Everybody. And if he’s hated this much on campus, imagine being married to him.”

“Huh,” Will said. He nodded to Lee, and left.

* * *

Will came through the door and was treated immediately to one hell of a sight. Kendra, one of his favorite sluts, rocked on her knees on the couch. She was just entering her third trimester with her first kid from him, and her big belly and huge milk-filled tits would have sent him into hardness even if two of his other top sluts weren’t resting on one knee on the couch beside her, sucking her nipples. Both Naomi and Faith were pregnant too, each for the second time, Faith a little farther along than Naomi. All three of them were nude save for wispy panties disappearing into their nicely rounded asses.

“Hi, Daddy!” Kendra cooed. Neither she or any of the girls were actually related to Will in any way, but used the term affectionately.

“Now this is what I like to see when I come home,” Will growled.

“Thought you would,” Naomi mumbled around Kendra’s nipple. Kendra’s milk had come in extremely early, which the doctor surmised was probably from being constantly around a dozen or two other pregnant women. Will had been up to a lot of fucking in the two years since he first impregnated Sandra, his top slut.

And speaking of, she came out of the kitchen in black panties and a diaphanous wrap she let fall to the ground. The year before, there had been a long nine or ten months when they were apart when she returned to her college to finish out her senior year, but now they were back together and Will never spent a night apart from her if he could help it. There was always a third and sometimes a fourth in his bed, but Sandra was first, always.

He came to her and stroked her pregnant stomach. She’d been the first to give birth out of all his current girls, and now she was in the earliest stages of her second pregnancy. Not even a bump yet, but he grew hard thinking of being close to her during this one. He’d missed that, save for a few vacations out there to see her.

She held out the beer for him. He took it, knelt to kiss her stomach, then stood upright and drank deep. Their other child, as were most of the kids of the core group of women in that house, were at Sandra’s mother’s, being taken care of.

“Mine,” he growled as he came in to kiss his number one slut.

“Yours,” Sandra said breathlessly, and kissed him back with just as much need to her as him.

“Go get the lube. I’m gonna fuck Kendra’s ass. Then yours once you’ve cleaned me up.”

She grinned at that and hurried away with a sway to her ass. All his regulars now had “Property of Will’s” tattooed on their ass in various ways. Sandra had hers lettered between two roses, his favorite of the bunch. He watched, then shook himself and went to the three on the couch.

There was a hierarchy to his sluts. Sandra at the top, then came Naomi, then Kendra and the other regulars, like the cheerleaders he fucked the year before during Homecoming. Most the regulars assayed with Sandra’s mom and in a couple houses close to there to take care of the kids. That usually included Kendra, but it was Naomi’s job in Will’s household to manage his nightly sluts when he got off work, and he realized she was right to pick Kendra. It had been way too long.

Faith was unique in that she was supposed to be his bottom slut, the one everyone else could use, but he liked keeping her as close as Sandra and Naomi, which made her love her role all the more. The subservience wasn’t just an act. She really did like being submissive to him and all his girls, and played up a natural role in his house as the one who liked to cook and keep order.

He moved to the couch and fondled both Naomi and Faith’s asses as he leaned in to kiss Kendra. She liked to play the brat and turned her head at the last second, making his lips brush against her cheek instead.

“You haven’t played with me in at least a week,” Kendra said, pouting.

“Now, baby girl, you know you’re not the only one in my stable. But that doesn’t make you any less special.”

“You don’t like seeing me pregnant.” She knew that was anything but the truth. Will’s pregnancy kink was only matched by his need to make women cheat on their shitty boyfriends, fiancés, and husbands, to see them become his sluts forever.

“You know how much I love you big and fat with my kid.” He gripped her chin and twisted her head back towards him. She couldn’t help a grin and he smiled back. “How much I love those pouty lips wrapped around my cock. These tits bouncing in my face, giving me milk.” He nudged Faith. “Let me in there. Let me get a taste.”

Faith did as she was told and knelt on the floor between Kendra’s legs as Will took her spot on the couch, one hand on the small of Kendra’s back, the other on her humongous fat tit as he brought his mouth to her dribbling nipple. Every one of his women’s milk tasted different. Kendra’s was sweeter than most, thick and plentiful. She still had so much to give, even after Faith had sucked her, and he partook now, massaging her breast and squeezing it as he drank hungrily.

He brought the hand on Kendra’s tit down to Faith’s head as she licked her fellow blonde’s puffy pussy lips. Not all that long ago she despised him, but now she looked up at his unspoken praise with adoration in her eyes, just like Naomi across from him sucking Kendra’s other tit.

Sandra took her time coming back with the lube, but that was all right. Kendra spat into her hand and stroked Will’s already thickened pole, giggling and cooing like they hadn’t done this so many other times. He loved her pouty tone and she knew it, using it to great effect.

“Oooh, what’s this, are you hard for me?”

“Yeah,” he grunted against her nipple, and sucked even harder, not wanting to let a drop get away from him.

“Do my milky boobs make you hot? Hm? How about my big belly? Does Daddy like that?”

“Fuck, Kendra.”

“So close now, so close to having your baby, and then you can fill me up again and again and again.”

Will twisted his head and bellowed, “Sandra! Now!”

Sandra hurried out with the lube. She was on her phone and frowning but the frown disappeared when she hung up. “Sorry, sorry.” She tossed him the lube and grabbed a TV remote.

Will pulled away from Kendra and said, “On your knees, baby girl. Naomi is gonna get you ready, then you’re going to ride me the way you like best.”

“Oh God yes,” she moaned. He helped her to her feet and she twisted around for him. Naomi took the lube and kissed each of her best friend’s cheeks before tonguing her delicate hole, giving Will a wink. He rubbed her ass too. Shit, maybe he’d take all their asses that night.

Faith came to him and sucked his cock. Once her eyes had been thunderclouds when she did this for him, but now they idolized him as her lips wrapped and bobbed up and down. Her slim ass was thrust high and pointed at the TV as Sandra brought up a long, long list of homemade videos. She picked one of Will’s favorites, a blowjob festival Sandra led when she came home after graduating college, All the regulars partook, blowing Will for three minutes apiece. Much later in the video, it was Kendra who won, Will’s cream coating her face as a reward.

Beside him, Naomi worked her fingers in and out of Kendra’s asshole. A little more effort and Kendra probably could have taken Naomi’s whole fist, considering it was about the width of Will’s dick. “She’s ready for you,” Naomi purred.

Will grunted, “Good.”

He tapped Faith on the head and she pulled off him with a slurp. Spittle ran out of her mouth and down her chin and she collected it before rubbing his dick with it, coating him. To Sandra, who now took the lube from Naomi, she asked, “May I?”

Sandra came to her and patted her ass fondly. “Of course.”

She handed over the lube. While Naomi and Sandra helped Kendra off the couch, Faith lubed up Will’s dick, getting him just as ready as Kendra was. “Fuck her ass good,” she said, and kissed his tip one more time.

Will closed his legs and Kendra climbed up on the couch. She twisted around, ass to him, and he spanked it, making her coo delightedly. Fuck, it really had been too long since he took her ass. Sandra held him upright, and Kendra knelt, knees on either side of his hips. Her ass rubbed along the length of hi cock, and then she had the right angle, sinking down onto him, stretching wide around his thickness.

“Oooooh, fuck!” she whined.

“Fuck my cock with that big fat ass, baby,” he said, and spanked her again.

“Yes! In my big… juicy… ass! So fucking full!” she wailed.

Now Sandra took a turn between his legs, kneeling and licking Kendra’s pussy. On either side of Will, Faith and Naomi offered their tits to him. He sucked first at Naomi’s, drawing the milk from her nearly as easily as Kendra. She tossed back her auburn hair and pulled his head tighter to her nipple, her milk the faintest of the group but still so goddamn delicious.

He pulled his head away as Kendra started to bounce up and down on his cock, her ass making wet squelching noises around him as she took him to the balls. She had to practice that over a long period of time to get him that deep, but now most his regulars could. He molded them into the perfect fucktoys, ready for him at any moment.

He turned his head to Faith and she brought her breast to his messy lips. Her milk was thinner and almost bitter in its nuttiness, but he loved it. Loved all this fucking debauchery. He alternated between the two as Kendra cried out, “Uh, uh, uh huh, in my a-ass… big… f-fuck… fuck, m-my ass takes y-you best…”

“That’s right, baby girl, nearly every inch,” Will grunted.

Kendra dropped backwards, ass slapping against his hips. “Oh, oh fuck, it’s big, it’s always so fucking big inside me, s-stretching me… filling me… come in my ass, Will, c-come in my ass, let me feel you, let me…” Her words fell off and her mouth opened. She closed her eyes and yanked up and dropped down in a split second before she cried out, “Ahhhh, ah, coooo-MING!”

Will ignored Faith and Naomi now, concentrating on the blonde on top of him, roping his arms around her big belly and pulling her tighter to him as she quaked. He fucked up into her with a grimace, her words lighting him up and pushing him to his climax. Just as she was coming down, he was coming inside her, pumping, flexing his hips, grabbing one of her big tits and squeezing until the last of her milk for a while squirted out and dribbled down her belly.

The other women ended up in a pile on the corner of the couch, Naomi and Faith licking Sandra but not lasting long until Sandra had Faith on top of her, riding her face as Naomi plunged freshly-washed fingers into Sandra’s cunt, making her come in what might have been record time. It took a solid five minutes before Kendra pulled off Will’s soft cock with a plop that made them both chuckle.

He tended to her in the bathroom. A man always took care of his woman and he did it now, his face a mask as he cleaned her up and got her into the shower. There, she tried to clean him, though her belly got in the way and finally Kendra had to give up with a giggle.

By the time he dried her off and kissed her belly a dozen times, Naomi’s muffled cries reached them as the other two made her come. That set Kendra off again, and Will, behind her now, wrapped an arm around her and kissed her neck. “My giggly girl,” he said, and patted her ass.

He took her to the bedroom and tucked her in on one side, knowing she’d want to use the bathroom a dozen times that night. She reached for his rising dick again with lazy hands, but she was fighting back yawns and he knew he must have worn her out. He told her to sleep and rejoined the others, lining them up on the couch, asses out.

“This is the fuckin’ life,” he said, and spanked all three of his pregnant favorites.

* * *

Naomi and Faith tapped out first and took up the rest of the bed. Still on the couch together, home pornos playing on mute in the background, Sandra sat on Will. He idly sucked her tits or kissed her, filling his hands with her ass.

“Something was wrong earlier,” he said.

“Oh right.”

“The cheerleader house need more repairs?”

Sandra smiled. “The girls are fine. My mom and the babies too.”

He leaned his head back and closed his eyes. “I gotta figure out the money thing. Get us all in one place. Your mom excluded.”

“You know we’re happy with the way things are. We’re making amazing money modeling and camgirling, and we’re taken care of, Will.”

He grunted, knowing he didn’t need to tell her what was on his mind. There was no shame in his estimation if a woman made more than her man. But Will felt a natural need within himself to provide. With as many kids as he had around, he relied on his regulars to take care of the ancillary women and their kids by him. He didn’t like that. He was the one who fucked them, he should be the one to pay for them.

But how? He was damn good at accounting – that was his job, after all – and he knew general office software, but unless he got hooked up with a big company actually willing to promote him past grunt work, that wasn’t going to mean shit. He made six figures but just barely, and that was mostly because of his boss, who was good people but couldn’t promote him much further.

“Get out of your head,” Sandra said, and patted his cheeks with both hands, making him grin and open his eyes.

“Who were you talking to on the phone?”

“Rose and my mom. They told me something weird. Dad and Kaleb were on the news.”

“Why? What did those two fuck-ups do now?”

“Apparently they have a book deal. About you.”

Will tried to process that and shook his head. “What the hell are you talking about?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t have much time to look it up. Give me a second and I’ll get my laptop.”

She climbed off him and headed for the small office. Will went for his pants and his phone, and sat on the couch to browse through the local news. He found it just as Sandra was coming out of the office, laptop open and her eyes studying it.

“Got it,” he said. “Son of a bitch.”

“I got it too.”

There was a short article about a “local businessman turning his life around,” and accompanying it was a lengthy interview. Dan, Sandra’s father, and Kaleb, Faith’s ex-fiancé, sat together to one side of an inoffensively pretty reporter who ticked every good conservative box – blonde hair, just enough of a tan she wasn’t pasty white, and enough makeup to make her seem ageless without slutting her up. Shame. She’d look good with some darker mascara and fuck-my-throat red lipstick.

The last time Will saw him, Dan had a shaved head due to lice he picked up in prison when he firebombed Will and Sandra’s house. Now he either had some kind of hair surgery or a wig that approximated his old lengthy wavy hair. His face was covered in plentiful makeup, enough to hide the scabs and scars of his meth habit, another thing he picked up in prison. His hands were not so hidden under his hips, likely to keep him from twitching.

Dan’s transformation was mildly impressive, but Kaleb’s was nearly miraculous. When he was engaged to Faith, he was overweight and fast approaching morbidly obese. Pathetic, but if he had worked at it for a year or two he could have cut the pounds. But that wasn’t the route Kaleb went with. Months later, he and Dan met up and bonded over their mutual hatred for Will. Dan, being a sharer, introduced his new best friend to meth, and the two tried some juvenile scare tactics, Kaleb trying to win Faith back, Dan looking to share his misery with Will.

Kaleb, then, was a wreck. An absolute shitshow. He lost all his excess weight but far too fast, giving him a melted candle appearance, his fat folds hanging low and loose. His skin was discolored too, like he’d been using for years, not months.

Now though, he looked almost normal again. He was at what appeared to be a healthy weight, his teeth gleamed white with the ladykiller smile that won him Faith in the first place, and his skin, at first glance, seemed to be back to a color approaching human.

Except.

Except that Kaleb twitched on occasion. Except that he flicked his tongue against his teeth every other minute. Except that his fingernails were stained with something. Will embiggened the video and squinted. “Is that… tanner on his fingers?”

“I think so,” Sandra said. “Or makeup, maybe.”

“Makeup?”

“They have to wear it for the cameras, or else they get sweaty and red-faced. The lights are way brighter than you’d think.”

“Huh.”

The interviewer, a woman named Colleen, welcomed the viewers to her segment Books to Ravish. Font so small it was barely readable on a ticker at the bottom of the screen flashed and notified the viewer for all of a half-second that this was paid advertising.

In a perfectly non-accented tone that would have soothed a dozen screaming kindergarteners into naptime, Colleen thanked Dan and Kaleb for coming on her show, and held up a copy of a book on her lap.

“Oh God, Dad, what did you do?” Sandra groaned.

The book’s title, as Colleen explained for anyone who couldn’t read it plastered on the book or the screen, was The Devil Made Them Do It. Dan and Kaleb’s names were on the author line, along with a third, Ian Snow, the poor bastard roped into ghostwriting the thing for them.

Throughout the five-minute interview, Dan and Kaleb talked up the autobiographical take on the guy who corrupted the women in their lives and how they fell from grace. Will was never mentioned by name but it was heavily implied that certain “societal taboos” were to blame for Sandra, Amanda, and Faith’s attraction to him. Even Kendra and Naomi were mentioned in a roundabout way, as part of more college-aged girls having “fallen victim” to a “sexual predator with no remorse.”

Colleen, the interviewer, played the sympathetic ear, doubtless paid to make them look good. Her maternal noises of sympathy and mild surprise were artfully deployed to make the whole thing seem less insane than it actually was, but even she couldn’t hide her shock when Kaleb brought up that the man who corrupted their women impregnated over thirty or forty others in the city.

“I’m sorry,” Colleen interrupted. “Did you say thirty or forty?”

“Yeah!” Kaleb said, rocking back and forth. “It’s that whole crazy idea, you know? That, um, certain men have larger than normal… equipment?”

Colleen tittered. “He must, to have… wow. Wow.”

To Will, Sandra said, “I think you could sleep with a news anchor if you wanted to add that to your resume.”

Will snorted. They finished the interview and Sandra stared at the screen for a long moment before muttering, “That’s my dad. Hooray, me.” She sat back and closed the laptop. “Oh. How did your meeting go with Dr. Dickhead?”

“About like I thought.” Will told her the story. Sandra giggled at his description of Frank Zelaya’s kung-fu pose bullshit. When he mentioned that Mercedes Zelaya was gorgeous, she pulled her laptop to her again and looked her up.

“Oooh. Yes. I like her.” Sandra looked at Will with a lopsided smile. “So, what’s the plan to sleep with her?”

“Who said I was going to sleep with her?” Will’s question made Sandra snicker again, and he leaned back, thinking about it. “The TA. Poppy. I take her and convince her to tell me all about Mercedes. After that, I bump into her, say, oh, hey, aren’t you Frank’s wife, and play it our.”

“Careful with her. Poppy, I mean. Rosemary says she’s not quite all there.”

“Yeah?”

“Said she was on the cheerleading squad but she was a little… unstable. A total control freak. Tried to run things when she didn’t think Rosemary or their coaches were doing a good enough job. She also said Poppy caused two of her resident advisors to quit and gave a third a nervous breakdown. Will, this might be the one and only time I say this, but… maybe wear a condom.”

* * *

One of the cheerleaders called up Frank Zelaya’s office the next day to find out when his office hours were. Frank would have recognized Will’s voice if he picked up, but it was a moot concern. The call went straight to voicemail, and Will got his hours from the generic “you can reach me” message Frank left on there.

He figured the best time to get Poppy alone was right around one. Frank had office hours then but Will knew the man liked to take a longer, languid lunch and wasn’t often back right on time. His boss happily agreed to let him take a late lunch, especially since he bought hers for her and had it delivered. When he left her, she was wiggling in her chair, stromboli in hand. He crossed the quad, saying hello to a few people he knew, and rode the elevator up just I time to see Poppy opening Dr. Zelaya’s office down the hallway.

The twenty-three-year-old was a fuckable cutie, no doubt about that, and Will wouldn’t have waited much longer to screw her brains out. She had thick thighs and a big juicy ass that drew his eyes naturally to her tight jeans. That day, she wore an unbuttoned sweater over what might have been either a bodysuit or a tank, he wasn’t entirely sure since it was tucked into her jeans. It showed off the promise of her tits well without being overly lewd.

Like Faith, Poppy had natural dark rings around her eyes which she didn’t try to hide, but emphasized with smart makeup. Whereas Faith was light-skinned and cooked like bacon in the sun if she wasn’t careful, Poppy’s skin was naturally tawny, especially around the cheeks.

She had a smile like an anime girl, her eyes squinting nearly shut, and used it now on Will, head cocking to one side. He realized with some degree of amusement the pose and smile had to be practiced to look exactly like that, an anime girl. Despite his distaste for all things geek-related, his cock approved and he didn’t fight its rise.

“Mr. Chavouz,” Poppy said, her voice soft and girlish despite nearing her mid-twenties. Another affectation? He’d bet on it. She stood straighter and touched her long, wavy brunette hair as he approached with a wide smile of his own. “I was wondering when you’d stop by.”

“Expecting me?”

“Mm. Yes. Though Dr. Zelaya wouldn’t be happy to see you here.”

“Now what have I ever done to make him mad, huh?” Will asked. He drew within a few feet and kept coming as she stepped into the office, his eyes locked on thick ass in her jeans.

“Maybe for starters staring at his assistant’s ass whenever she’s around?” she said. Then, softer, Poppy added, “Shut the door and lock it. He won’t be back for an hour.”

Will raised an eyebrow but did as he was told. He’d never seen the inside of Frank’s office before. It was fastidiously clean. Mounted on one wall was a painting of a dock at night, the colors alternating between slashes of prismatic rainbow hues and darker purples and blacks. It was nice but too up its own ass for Will’s taste. On another wall were diplomas, news clippings, and pictures of Frank at various honorifics involving himself. Prick. The third was dominated by a large window which would have overlooked the quad had the shades been lifted. Poppy did that now and sat on the edge of the desk, hips spread just wide enough to tease him.

“Sit,” she said, her friendly tone gone.

“Excuse me?”

“You want me, and I can use that. So sit, and we’ll… mm… negotiate.”

Will did, confused and feeling more and more glad about those condoms tucked away in his pocket. “His wife. You know her?”

“Of course. I have dinner with them every other weekend.” Poppy giggled and clapped her hands right in front of her lips. “Ohhhhh my gosh, you want to fuck her. This is better and better.”

“Sorry?”

“Mrs. Zelaya acts like she’s too good for him. Like she’s too good for anybody. I want that slut out of the picture so he’ll finally see I’m his one and only.”

“What do you know about her? How can I bump into her?”

Poppy waved a hand at that and shrugged out of her sweater. “I’ll set the whole thing up if you set me up.”

He almost said “You could do so much better” but the glint of crazy in Poppy’s eyes was real and he wasn’t sure he’d be siccing a psychopath off on some poor innocent.

That said, crazy bitches did get his engine going.

Instead of shitting on Frank, Will pretended to think about it. “All right,” he finally said. “What do you want from me?”

“I’m a virgin and I’m saving myself for him. So get any idea out of your head you’re going to fuck me.” She thought, and grinned. “No. you’re going to make a video for me.”

“A video?” Will asked as Poppy slid off the desk.

“Uh huh!” she said, back in bright and bubbly mode again. “You’re going to film me masturbating. You can jerk off too. If you come on me and we hint on the video it’s you, it’ll make him nice and angry. Then I tell him I wouldn’t let you touch me because he’s MY man. And at the same time you’re making your move on his wife, the uptight bitch.”

“When do you want to do this?” Will asked.

She slid off a sneaker, then the other, grinning at him. “Oh. Right now is fine.”

Poppy dug out her phone and unlocked it. Will took it from her and got a few snapshots of her ass in her jeans as she cleared Frank’s desk off. The halls were alive with sound which meant they would inevitably be heard, but neither of them cared.

He reached out around her and undid the button on her jeans, Poppy gave him another one of those closed-eyed smiles over her shoulder as he filmed tugging them down. Turned out that tank was a bodysuit all along, and it cupped her big ass tight, leaving no detail to the imagination.

She giggled, and twisted around to face him. For the benefit of the camera, she cocked her head and said, “You can look, but you can’t touch, and you can’t fuck. That’s for Professor Zelaya.” With a kiss blown at the camera, she sat up on the desk and laid down against its surface, legs kicking idly off one end as Will positioned himself over her, tugging at his own belt and unzipping far enough he could jerk off to this.

She spread her legs wide, face only going serious for a second before she giggled again and brought her hands down to her sex so clearly defined by the bodysuit. This she gripped and tore with a petite, “Oh!” like she was surprised at her own strength.  She coquettishly covered her pussy lips with one hand before bringing them both up to cup her tits, bouncing them and giggling again. Will wasn’t usually a fan of gigglers but goddamn, this crazy slut was doing it for him.

He stroked his big cock. Usually women gave some reaction to his size, but Poppy and her cracked mind were solely focused on the prize – and the camera. “He’s stroking himself for me,” she said in a pouty tone. “You’ve never stroked yourself for me. Are you doing it now, Professor? Hm?”

“Goddamn,” Will muttered.

She cupped her breasts again, then inched her fingers over the neckline and tugged it down, making her tits bounce free. Her nipples were as big as some of his women’s, hard and begging to be sucked. Fuck, but she’d look good with milk trickling out of them. Will almost reached for her, then remembered the rules. No touching. No fucking. Instead, he jacked himself harder, watching as she jiggled her tits with her hands, then stroked the nipples with her thumbs as she cocked her head again and gave the camera one of those rail-me-like-a-cartoon-slut smiles.

One hand dipped down to her pussy through the ripped material of her bodysuit. Will got a closeup of her big clit and slick pink folds. She spread herself wide for the camera, then moved to cover her cunt with her palm, rubbing it in circles. Without warning, she lifted that hand and smacked her clit and her pussy lips, spanking it as hard as Will would do with his women’s asses.

“Fuck,” he grunted.

“That’s right,” Poppy breathed with delight. “That’s what I’m going to do. I’m yours to fuck, Dr. Zelaya. I’m here for you, to suck your cock, to give you a, mm, hand, to take you up my virgin pussy. You hear that? Hm? You like that? No one’s ever fucked me there. You’d be the first. But if you turn me down, Mr. Chavouz is going to do it. He promised me.”

“The fuck I did,” Will said.

“Shut up,” she snapped. “Like you’d say no.”

This goddamn bitch really was crazy. But… she did have a point.

“And when you’ve taken my pretty pussy, that’s your promise to me. That you’re going to maaaaaarry me,” Poppy said. Her eyes crossed and she stuck out her tongue, a deliberate ahegao look. When she looked at the camera again, she giggled. “Mr. Chavouz. Dig in the bottom drawer of the filing cabinet. There’s a little box in there. Something I’ve been practicing. And give me the phone.”

Will did, and in the filing cabinet found a slim decorative leather box with a clasp. He opened it and inside was a butt plug and a bottle of lube. Flashes of Sandra buying much the same for Faith came to mind, box included. He came back to Poppy and she cooed happily.

“Oooh, now get that lubed up for me. I’m going to show my love what he’s going to get when his divorce is done. My big juicy butt!”

She slid off the desk and turned around to bend over it, getting a close-up of her face as she brought her hand between her legs and played with her pussy some more. Will stared for a moment, then shook his head and lubed up the plug. The end of it was decorated with a big red heart. Suddenly, he felt very bad for Frank, because Will was certain Poppy was going to eat him alive.

He lubed up the plug and said, “You want some around your ass?”

“Pour some into my palm. I’ll do it.”

Okay, so this was definitely not her first rodeo. He filled her palm with lube and she gave over the phone again. He got a close-up of her fingers sliding around her rim and into her bud, two, then a third… and a fourth.

“Jesus,” he said, impressed.

Poppy ignored him and pushed up on her free hand off the desk as she spread her legs even wider. “Gimme the plug, Mr. Chavouz,” she said cheerfully, like she was telling him good job on a test. He passed it over and aimed the camera so it got both a shot of her face as her mouth opened wide and her eyes rolled up, as well as the plug sliding against her bud and then in.

“Oh, fuck, Professor, it feels so good. But it’s going to feel even better when it’s your nice big dick.” She plunged the back and forth and wiggled it all around. “Ooooh, oooh, it’s making me feel so good, I’m gonna come like this. I’m thinking of you, I’m wanting you, I’ve wanted you for so long. Leave that slut and come to ME, Professor! Come to your TA and show me how to be a woman! Shove that dick inside me! Take my virginity! Ooooh, ohhhh, oh fuck!”

She shoved that plug deep one more time and came, dropping onto the desk and making her breasts squash out to the sides. Will got a good angle of that, then he was stepping up to her, jacking off furiously, and he came too, great big spurts across her back and her ass.

“But that… that’ll be his if you don’t take me up on my offer,” Poppy chirped, as though nothing had happened and she wasn’t still fucking herself in the ass. “I’ll do anything you want, Professor. Anything. You want me in costumes, I’ll do it. I know you liked me in that plaid skirt last Halloween. Or you can tie me up, or maybe I’ll tie you up. Mmm. I’ve even got a nice bi strap-on it’s your ass you want played with.”

“The fuck?” Will asked.

“We could get a double-sided dildo! Fuck each other!” She giggled and licked her lips. “I’ll do anything for you, Frank! Anything! Just make me yours! Take my virginity and mmmm-marry me!”

Just like that, it was over. Will lowered the phone and gaped at the young woman as she pulled the butt plug free and stood upright. She turned to Will and said in a conversational tone, “Okay. She’ll be at the English department’s poetry and short story reading on Friday in Batter Hall. Seven o’clock.”

“That’s it?” Will asked.

“We’re done here.” Her eyes darted down to his groin. “Unless Dr. Zelaya says no.”

“Yeah, no, fuck that, I’m out.”

* * *

Sandra waited for him in his office. She was talking to his boss and another coworker when he came in. He went straight for the water cooler, grabbed a tiny paper cup, drank, and refilled it at least five times.

Sandra came to him, and out of earshot of the others, she asked, “How did it go?”

“Uh. Good. Yeah. Good. Friday. Gonna meet up with, uh, with Frank’s… wife. Yeah. Went good.”

“Poppy joining our crew?”

“No. Nuh uh. Absolutely not. And if she comes around, you call the police, then the fire department. Maybe the goddamn bomb squad.”

“That bad?”

“Sandra, that bitch is crazy. She makes Dan and Kaleb look normal. Talkin’ about goddamn pegging Frank and double-headed dildos and shit. Jesus.”

“Wait, what?”

But Will was already going back to his desk, shivering at the thought.

* * *

Mercedes Zelaya didn’t much care about the usual dreck that the English students brought to these functions. It was always overwrought and usually hammy or outright terrible. There were always a few exceptions, and these she genuinely enjoyed, but by and large, this was an excuse to get away from home for a while.

And, on nights like this one, to ogle some of the finest students on campus.

Years ago, Mercedes firmly believed she’d never step out of her marriage. That was before Frank cheated on her. Before the agony of betrayal, and the promises he’d change and that it was a stupid mistake that wouldn’t happen again. That was three mistakes ago.

The tears she used to shed over the hollow shell of their marriage began to dry as of late, especially when Frank started moaning his TA’s name on great occasion when he was about to come. He swore to her they hadn’t slept together, but that little slut wormed her way into their marriage nonetheless, leaving Mercedes to wonder… why not? With an army of young endlessly horny men in front of her, why shouldn’t she get hers too?

Thank God this year’s English department had no students under eighteen. It left her free to drool, to fantasize, to spread her hips just so as Hal Abbott stepped up to the mike. His long wavy hair would make for something to grip when she yanked his head down to her pussy. And those sparkling eyes, if they were to look up towards her as he ate her out? Oh yes please.

Or what about one of the young women? Stacy Wray was delicious, so very long legged and tight-bodied, with breasts that were untouched by time. What about her between Mercedes’s legs?

She smiled to herself. Oh, that was foolish. But it was fun to fantasize.

And speaking of fantasies, a tall, enormously muscled Black man stepped into the hall followed by two curvy brunettes so jaw-dropping the entire room fell quiet for a brief moment. One was deeply tanned and screamed sexpot, the other was softer and lighter in terms of both her hair and skin.

The man was handsome, in a severe sort of way, his face more like a boxer’s than an actor’s. His eyes scanned the seats as Hal began to recite something he’d written and settled on Mercedes. Will Chavouz. It had to be.

“Isn’t that the man Frank’s been having so much trouble with?” Debbie Woodley whispered beside her. The professor loved to gossip, so no doubt this was going to get back to Frank. That should have annoyed Mercedes, and might have in her younger years, but now, at thirty-five, all she could think was…

Good.

Let him hear she’d been talking to the man he sorely hated. She had zero doubt there would be some arguing, then maybe a weekend spa trip and flowers in her future.

“Yes. Will Chavouz.”

She knew what he was going to propose. Her husband’s dislike of the man might be disproportionate to his actual interactions with Will, but he did have a reputation. He wasn’t so much working his way one by one through the sexiest of the twenty-one plus crowd as he was cutting swaths through them. Taking them. Fucking them. Breeding them.

The college was his playground, he was its king.

“Look at what they’re wearing around their necks,” Patricia Wilson murmured on the other side of Debbie. She was a history adjunct, willowy and beautiful. “Oh my. That’s kind of hot.”

Mercedes saw, and she silently agreed. Both of the women wore collars that said simply WILL’S. Like they were his property.

Chavouz and his two escorts moved up the risers. Mercedes thought he was coming to talk to her, and he did give her an amused glance. But no, he kept moving up into the unoccupied seats, his two women following with secretive smiles of their own. Their black and red dresses were just demure enough to be sort of appropriate, or at least aimed in that direction, but all three of them drew every eye in the hall until they settled in.

Oh, he was good at this game, wasn’t he?

Mercedes settled back, hiding her own smile with her hand. How upset would Frank be if he knew Will Chavouz was here? She decided to text him and find out, keeping her phone low and on silent as she quickly tapped out a message to her husband. When she put her phone away, three professors and at least one student were looking right at her.

They knew who he was here for.

Mercedes knew what they saw her as – the trophy wife. She and Frank started dating when he was still in grad school, she the impressionable nineteen-year-old undergrad. Back then, his good looks and raw intelligence were such a turn-on. His blustery visage and pompousness hadn’t shone through until they already walked out of the church together, but soon enough she realized how hard Frank liked to toot his own horn.

Still, she was happy enough in those earliest years. It hurt when she found out she couldn’t have kids, but Frank had still been there for her then, and together they got through it. If it wasn’t for those months, when he genuinely turned off the bullshit long enough to prove to her there was, at least on occasion, a real human underneath the surface, she thought they probably would have divorced after his first affair. But no, she stuck with him, thinking maybe they could work it out.

What a fool she’d been.

Clapping broke out in the lecture hall. Mercedes snapped out of her thoughts and joined them in the applause. Her face burned with heat as she thought about the delicious possibility of breaking her vows with the man somewhere behind her. How that would piss off Frank!

But did she really despise her husband that much? No. She was tired of his arrogance and the cheating, but wasn’t yet ready to take that plunge. Divorce… yes, that was probably in the cards. It was something she thought about many, many times at night, curled up on her side as she listened to him breathe deep.

Where would she go? What would she do? Her father was a wealthy banker in Mexico City, who helped bake Mercedes when he came to the United States on a business trip and fell into bed with her mother. Though their lives were separate, he had always taken care of them from afar. She could probably go to him for money or maybe even a job. Surely he had contacts in the banking world here in the States who could hire her on as a teller. She was good with numbers. It was a feasible idea.

She thought, and she clapped, and she watched the next handsome young man step on stage, his dark eyes seemingly locked on Mercedes like he could tell she was thinking about big Will Chavouz and the yummy students below. Her thighs parted and she fought the urge to run her hand down across her slit through the fabric of her dress.

“Oh my God,” Patricia breathed. “I think one of them is blowing him.”

Mercedes closed her eyes, trying not to look back. Because she wanted to see it, wanted to watch while Will did what he was rumored to do, only it was no rumor, was it? He really was unstoppable, and if she turned to look, he would own her too. Fit her right then and there for one of those collars. Hell, she’d put on a leash for him.

That idea made her rock in her seat, her thighs spreading even wider. Mercy, how she wanted to touch herself.

Debbie elbowed her and giggled. “You like that, don’t you?”

Mercedes couldn’t deny it. In fact, the heat between her legs only intensified at the question. She clamped her thighs together but that didn’t help, especially when she opened her eyes and saw a tall gorgeous blonde take the podium, her eyes sparkling as if to say she knew Mercedes had a secret and wouldn’t she like to come down and share it with the audience?

Minutes crept by and in the few moments of silence between readers she could hear the wet sounds of the blowjob happening just seats above her. They were being quiet but in that room a mouse sneezing would have sounded like an elephant trumpeting. She only looked back once, just long enough to see Will sitting there contemplatively, chin resting on one fist, his other shoulder moving up and down, up and down. The beautiful, deeply tanned young woman with him smiled wide and twiddled her fingers at Mercedes. The other woman, he pulled up by her soft auburn hair. Her lips were wet, a line of drool running down her chin, her eyes dazed and sightless before he brought her back down to his cock.

Mercedes later thought her marriage ended in that moment. What she didn’t realize was that it ended when Will Chavouz took note of her, and decided she was his.

* * *

While Patricia and Debbie wanted a drink after the reading was finished, Mercedes begged off and decided to take a walk around campus. It was a beautiful night for it, cool but not cold, and the quad was always lovely in the fall, well-lit but warmly so. A light rain sometime during the evening gave everything a fresh scent as Mercedes contemplated the end of so many years.

There were people following her, she knew that. Her hand moved instinctually to her purse for the pepper spray she kept in there. A soft, sultry voice said, “We don’t mean to scare you.”

Mercedes should have relaxed, but her traitorous heart beat even faster and she stiffened. Another woman’s voice behind her said, “Did you like the show?”

“The students always are a pleasure to listen to,” Mercedes said and oh, how her voice shook.

A pair of giggles. “Not that show,” one of them said.

Mercedes finally turned, and there they were, Will’s escorts that evening. The lighter haired and skinned one stood with her hands behind her back, a shy, sweet smile on her face, even if her dress bore spatters of what she’d been doing to Will. The other saw where Mercedes was looking and smirked.

“He’s hell on the dry cleaning,” she said.

“I can only imagine,” Mercedes said. “I’m flattered, but I’m also married.”

“If we told you your husband met with his TA tonight for something more than reviewing homework, would you believe us?”

Mercedes instinctively glanced towards her purse and her phone, which had remained silent since she texted Frank. “I…”

The one who gave the blowjob said, “I’m Naomi.”

“Sandra,” the other one said. “Mercedes, right? That’s a beautiful name.”

“What do you mean, Frank is with Poppy?” Mercedes asked, though in her heart of hearts, she knew, and there wasn’t much fight in her voice.

They came to her, their smiles lessening. “We’re supposed to tell you this before you make any sort of a decision. Then we’re supposed to show you something,” Naomi said.

“Two somethings,” Sandra said, looking back over her shoulder, then at Naomi again.

“Right. Yes. Two somethings.” Naomi paused and clicked her tongue. “This week, Will came to your husband’s office to ask his TA about you.”

“And to sleep with her,” Mercedes said. “I’ve heard about him from Frank. But I don’t understand. Did he catch them?”

“Mm, not quite,” Sandra said. She explained what happened with Will and Poppy, leaving nothing out.

When she finished, Mercedes shook her head. “It’s not proof, though, it’s not.”

“Mercedes, we say this gently. If you want proof, we have it. It’s the first thing we’re supposed to show you, but only if you really want to see,” Naomi said.

“If you don’t, we promise to leave you alone,” Sandra said.

“Just like that? He’d give up pursuing me too?”

“Yes,” both women said at once. Naomi deferred to Sandra. “If you tell him no, he will back off.”

A group of students came their way, talking and laughing and ignoring the world at large. The guys all side-eyed the women, but their girlfriends gave them such glares that they were soon refocused on the sidewalks again, the conversation continuing on like nothing happened. But in those moments for Mercedes, she had time to think, and she knew what her answer would be.

“I need to see,” she said, surprised at how normal her voice was. “He’s… he’s cheated before.”

“I’m sorry,” Naomi said softly, and stepped forward to rub her arm. Her apology felt genuine.

From a slim handbag, Sandra produced her phone and tapped away on it. She held it out without a word as a video started playing. It was a view of a hotel parking lot. Frank pulled in at the corner of the shot, and into a parking space. He stepped out, and went into the hotel’s main lobby. The video ended, and Sandra twisted it back around to start the next one. This shot this time was of Poppy’s convertible as it parked in another row, far away from Frank’s. They were careful, but not careful enough.

Mercedes wanted to cry, but there were no more tears left for her marriage. “It’s still not proof,” she whispered. “It’s not.”

“There’s one more. It… gets pretty vulgar,” Sandra said.

“Show me.”

She did. The video started a few feet from a hotel door. Her husband said on camera, “Oh, God, oh we should not be doing this.”

“Tell me to stop then,” Poppy said in a sing-song voice.

“Fuck no. Get back to sucking.”

Poppy giggled. It was that giggle that drove it home. Mercedes heard her husband’s TA giggle like that often when she was a guest at their house. When she would stare at Frank with naked hunger when she thought she could get away with it. Whenever he would say something witty.

It was over. Her marriage was over.

“Can you send me those?” Mercedes asked.

“What’s your number?” Sandra asked.

Mercedes gave it to her, and Sandra sent the videos. When their phones were put away again, Naomi said, “We need to show you one more thing.”

“You’ve already destroyed my marriage. What more could you want?”

Naomi caressed Mercedes’s face, drawing a shiver of pleasure from her. “We don’t want to destroy you, Mercedes. We want to make you into something new.”

“Into one of his,” Mercedes said.

“Yes.”

“I don’t want to decide tonight. I can’t decide tonight. Not like this. Not this angry.”

“That’s fair,” Sandra said. “We’re in no rush. You come to us when you’re ready.”

“If you want to,” Naomi said.

“Then show me.”

They walked beside Mercedes back towards the hall where the night’s readings took place. None of them spoke, except to say hello to students walking by in the other direction.

Then she heard it. A soft whine, a keen of need. “Oh, oh, oooooh…”

She knew that voice. Had, in fact, just been sitting near her in the auditorium.

Patricia.

They stepped onto the grass and came around the corner. Patricia leaned against one patch of the wall, semi-hidden behind a row of bushes as she thrust her slim ass backwards at Will Chavouz. On his knees, he had Patricia’s ass cheeks spread, and was licking her from her pussy to her bud, making hungry noises like he needed this as much as Patricia did.

“Oh. My. God,” Mercedes whispered. “Patricia, were you part of this?”

“Nnnuh-uh,” Patricia moaned. “He came u-up to me in the parking… oh, oh, his tongue… it’s in my…”

Her ass.

Mercedes trembled. She was conscious of her hand moving, and she made no attempt to stop herself this time. She rubbed her pussy through her panties and her dress, but that contact, brief as it was, was enough to wake her from this fugue of lust. She could not make this decision based on her desire for Will or the women beside her. Nor could she make it out of anger.

Much as she hated to leave, she took a step backwards, turned, and walked away.

When she was gone, Naomi looked at Sandra, frowning. “I thought…”

“She’ll be back for him,” Sandra said. “Give her time.”

* * *

Somehow, some way, Mercedes played the perfect wife to perfection that night and the next day. Frank was home when she pulled into the driveway, her whole body trembling with an exhausting mix of anger, shame, and lust. Their home seemed so quiet that night, anticipatory, as though it were awaiting the inevitable blowup between the two.

He was out back smoking a cigarillo, his weekend treat to himself. She wandered through the house, touching the things that had once meant something to her. A small soapstone statue of a lion, bought in Mexico City when they flew to introduce Frank to her father a few months before the wedding. A vase she made in a pottery class they took together after Frank’s first affair, a means to get them together in a room on friendly terms. That had worked. They enjoyed the class and wound up taking two more, cooking and a fun mixology class Frank liked to rely on at department parties.

They had been young, once, and in love. There had been many years, even with the cheating, when that was true for her. But now it felt like Mercedes was slowly walking away from this old life and into something new. The question in her mind was if that involved Will Chavouz or not, and that was not a question to be answered that weekend.

That weekend was for the end of things.

She went out to her husband, and despite the sickening lurch in her stomach as she thought about him with Poppy, she kissed his cheek and brought him a fresh beer. They sat and talked about their day. Frank making up something about pickleball at the club. It was such an easy lie to sniff out but Mercedes didn’t have the heart to. She already knew. Doing more homework was only going to grind her heart into the dirt even harder.

The next morning brought on another lie from his lips. “I’m going golfing,” he said as breezy as you please, and was out the door as fast as he could load his golf clubs into his car. She saw him out the door, then calmly waited fifteen minutes, sipping her second cup of coffee as she stared sightlessly at the wall. Finally, enough was enough, and she got in her car and brought up the Find My Phone app she installed on his phone the night before when he was snoring away.

In another five minutes, she sat in front of another hotel, the last of her sorrow crumbling before the wake of her anger and her lust.

She went to the store and picked out everything for his favorite meal. Rib-eye roast. Potatoes. Carrots. Brown gravy, heavy on the mushrooms which she despised. Broccoli salad for a side. Corn on the cob. Peach crumble for dessert.

At home, she put the groceries away, sat at the kitchen table, and finally let it all out. Tears. A string of furious swearing. A long five minutes when she sort of just… went away, not quite napping, not quite awake.

Then came the work. Packing her bags lightened her mood. So did calling her friend Cathy for the name of the good divorce lawyer she hired a few years back

There was silence on the other end, and then Cathy said wonderingly, “You’re finally doing it.”

“I’m finally doing it.”

“Good for you, hon. Frank is an asshole.”

But am I walking into the arms of an even bigger asshole?

When Frank came home that night, the roast and vegetables were in the oven and Mercedes was dressed in her sexiest summer dress with only the wispiest panties and bra on underneath. Frank took her in and came to her for a kiss. Frank was clever enough to keep an extra bar of his preferred soap around for his hookups with the TA, but he hadn’t been careful enough. The smell of Poppy was faint, but it was there, lingering near his thighs. He washed his cock, but didn’t scrub his thighs hard enough.

“Roast, potatoes, and broccoli salad for dinner?” she asked, her voice light.

He grinned and kissed her. “What’s the occasion?”

“Oh just… wanted to do something special.”

In a half-hour, they ate, seated across from one another. Frank finally realized something was amiss when she started ignoring his conversation. Not that it was much of one. It was always about Frank, 24/7. She could only stomach a few bites of food, but the wine, that went down nice and easy.

“What is it?” he asked as she uncorked the third bottle of the night. “You’re obviously pissed about something.”

“Did you know Will Chavouz was at the reading last night?”

Frank froze, and studied her very carefully. “You didn’t,” he said flatly.

“No. I didn’t. I wanted to. Want to. Very badly. He is… extraordinarily attractive.”

“You wouldn’t fucking dare,” Frank said, dropping his fork to his plate.

“I wouldn’t. But tell me, Frank, was she everything you wanted? Hm?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said, but his fingers twitched and his eyes didn’t quite meet hers head-on. His tells. Not that she needed more proof.

Mercedes dug out her phone, and brought up the video Sandra and Naomi shared with her the night before, the one of the hotel hallway with Frank and Poppy’s impassioned cries. She held it up, and let it play.

“I’m spending the night at Cathy’s,” she said, surprised at how calm her voice was. “When I come home, you will be gone. We’re done. I’m talking to a lawyer this week.”

“No, baby, no, it’s… it’s not me, it’s…”

“Really? You’re still going to try and pretend you’re not fucking her? I’ve given you so many chances, but I’m done. You broke us, Frank, and we can’t be put together again.”

He shot to his feet, arguing, still trying to pretend he was innocent, but she was already on her way upstairs, feeling light, feeling free.

Feeling oh so very horny.

* * *

Late Monday afternoon, Will ran through the new hire packet with a new groundskeeper, a pleasant thirty-something man with the kind of nicked and scarred hands that probably meant he knew what the hell he was doing. Good. The last couple groundskeepers they hired had been dead-eyed twenty-somethings looking for any employment they could long enough to pay rent and then quit.

Someone came through the main office doors just as they were going over the insurance information. Mercedes. It was hard not to lose focus. In a sleeveless white day dress that showed off both her long calves and plentiful cleavage, she demanded attention. One of Will’s coworkers, a young man in his mid-twenties, hurried over to her, as overeager as a puppy. They spoke for a moment, and he opened up the door dividing the small lobby with the offices proper before guiding her to an empty desk.

Will nodded to them both, then refocused on the man sitting in front of him. “Personal business.”

The man looked back over his shoulder, studied Mercedes, then looked at Will again. “Some personal business.”

They wrapped things up, Will stood, and they shook hands. When he was gone, Will went to Mercedes and sat on the edge of the desk. She stared up at him, he stared down at her.

Finally, she said, “I’m getting a divorce. And you’re part of that. That video. With Poppy.”

“Yeah,” he said. “I was trying to get in a room with you.”

“Because you wanted to hurt him.”

Will looked around, then back at her. “Let’s take a walk.”

“Buy me an ice cream. I always crave ice cream when I’m angry.”

“All right.”

They wound up at a small little combination ice cream and coffee place there on campus. She opted for a cone dipped in caramel, he settled for a scoop of black cherry. They sat together at a small table, Mercedes glaring at him.

“You helped split up my marriage.”

“I’m curious. Would he have cheated if I hadn’t helped Poppy make that video.”

“It’s still an asshole move.”

“It is,” Will said. “But I’m not going to apologize. Not if it meant you and me sitting down like this.”

She was silent a moment, blinking back tears. Finally, she said, “Yes. He would have done something with her. Eventually. He was already saying her name in bed. The funny thing is, if he hadn’t and he asked for a threesome, I would have said yes. Maybe. I don’t know.”

“If anyone says no, I back off,” Will said. “You should know that right up front. You tell me to back off right here and now, I will.”

“Tell me what happened. In your words.”

“Have you seen the video Poppy and I made?”

Her expression soured. “No.”

“Okay. I went to her to maybe try and seduce her to get to you. She wanted to me to film her fucking herself for your husband. I helped her out of her clothes, maybe touched her once or twice, but it was all her show, the whole time. That crazy bitch was primed to eat your man alive. I think me showing up was just the catalyst she needed.”

“He’s cheated on me before,” Mercedes said tonelessly, and took a bite out of the hard caramel shell of her cone. “I was going to divorce him someday. I think I was, anyways. I don’t know. I let so much go, and now… now…”

“What is it you want, Mercedes?”

“I want my time back,” she whispered. “I want ten years of my life I can’t have again.” She looked at him, eyes beginning to blaze. “But I can’t have that, so I want to live, Will. But I want you to be honest with me up front, and I’ll be honest with you. What am I to you?”

“I don’t know yet, beyond wanting you,” he said. “I didn’t expect this conversation to… interest me. And you have Naomi and Sandra’s attention too. They’re curious too and they want to see where this could go with you.” He took a bite of his ice cream and thought about it. “Sandra is my queen. My top slut. I’m not going to promise you a spot higher than hers. But you be with us, you be mine, and I will promise you you’ll never be bored again.”

“I can’t have kids. I hear that might be something of a dealbreaker for you.” Mercedes gave him the first genuine smile of the day. “You certainly seem to have enough of them cooking.”

“That I do,” Will said. “I don’t care if you can’t have kids. The only thing I’d care about is you being mine. If I told you to blow me like Naomi did the other day right out in public, I’d expect you on your knees without a word otherwise. You bi?”

“Yes,” Mercedes said.

“Good. Then I’d want you to help take care of the others too. No infighting. You got problems with each other, you deal with it on your own time. When I’m home, you’re Daddy’s.”

“Daddy’s,” Mercedes said, her lips quirking up again.

“Goddamn right.”

A handsome young man and his girlfriend rose from their seats. She laughed at something he said, and he none too discreetly palmed her ass and gave it a squeeze. Mercedes and Will both watched, amused.

“I kind of thought if I ever cheated, it would be with one of his students,” Mercedes said. “I regret not doing it now after the first time he cheated. His TA back then was a young man named Tony, and he came to me, angry and frustrated and telling me I deserved better. He even tried to kiss me. I shut him down. Maybe I shouldn’t have.”

“Naomi and Kendra… they’re about that age. Sandra’s only a little older. She’s in grad school here.”

“I thought maybe I’d seen Naomi and Sandra around campus but I wasn’t sure. They’re beautiful.”

“Mm.”

“Who are you, Will? Why are you so intent on this… this world of sin?”

“Does it bother you?”

“No. It intrigues me. But I want to know what it would be I’m walking into.”

He nodded. “I don’t like complacency. Guys who sit around on their ass and don’t learn to handle themselves, they’re the fuckin’ poison of this society. They don’t fight for their women? Fine. I’ll take what they’re neglecting.”

“So it’s a morality thing.”

“Hell no. It’s a me getting my dick wet thing. You being married to an asshole I don’t like? That’s icing on the cake. My girls Naomi, Kendra, and Faith? They all belonged to assholes who couldn’t get up in the morning and take care of their needs. Taking them gets me off, but it’s more than that. It’s about showing them they deserve to be mine. That they deserve more than these pussy-ass video-game nerds, the fuckin’ assholes who won’t do shit when they see someone being an asshole. They deserve a better man than that.”

“And you’re that man.”

“Most days.”

“Most?”

He sighed. “I gotta figure out the next step for me career-wise. They make bank doing their modeling thing online. Way more than I do. I ain’t so shallow as to feel ashamed about that, but I want to step up. Be able to provide for them and my kids. What I make now, it’s good money, but I got this itch to make sure they’d all be taken care of if worse came to worse.”

“Hm.”

“Yeah. So that’s where I’m at. I only ever told Sandra that, so… there you go.”

“I like the honesty.” Mercedes finished her cone and leaned back, looking out the window. Eventually, she said, “I have to be ten or fifteen years older than your Sandra or Naomi.”

“Only a few years older than me.”

“I don’t have a job. I’m going to be going through a divorce…”

Will finished off his ice cream and dropped the spoon into the cup. “If you’re thinking I’m going to say no to you for any of this, I’m not. But if you’re looking for excuses to walk away from this thing, I meant what I said. Tell me no, and I walk. No hard feelings.” He grinned. “But I am gonna be thinking about that ass for fuckin’ weeks, Mercedes.”

“I thought this would be easy. I’d have a quick thing with you and slap him in the face. But… like you said. Now I’m interested. I still want to hurt him, though. I was such an idiot.”

Will thought of something. “You really regret not hooking up with his students?”

“Yes. I mean, obviously only if they’re over eighteen. I probably wouldn’t even be comfortable with it unless they were in their twenties.”

“Sure. I’m the same way.”

“Why do you ask?”

He leaned forward, dropping his voice lower. “I have an idea. How to burn Frank and introduce you to my world all at once.”

“What do you have in mind?”

* * *

After Mercedes heard Will’s plan, she laughed him off, only to call him three days later after she fucked herself to a half-dozen breathless orgasms thinking about it. It took another few days to set everything up, but they were finally ready.

Showtime.

Dr. Frank Zelaya, fifth dan black belt and a man very sore and unsure about the things that had been done to him the night before by the beaming TA in his front row, stood in front of his class, or about half of it, anyways. Fifteen or so of the guys were absent, leaving just a few younger juniors looking around, baffled. No one emailed him with an excuse, nor did anyone in the class have any idea where the young men were. There were, however, two new additions to his classroom, young women he thought he vaguely recognized from around campus. Cheerleaders, maybe? He wasn’t quite certain but he was fairly sure he’d ogled those gorgeous faces down on the football field.

“Well, let’s get started,” Frank said. His habit was to lecture with a digital slideshow playing on a monitor. Poppy controlled that, normally, but today she was looking at her laptop with confusion.

“Fr… Dr. Zelaya,” she gasped.

“What, Poppy?” he asked, more than a little cranky with her. He could barely walk without it looking like someone had given him an atomic wedgie. Really, damn her and her toys. Although… he really did come like he never had before.

“Hey, honey,” Mercedes said over the monitor as the whole class gasped and one girl tittered. Frank spun, and there was his wife on the screen, dressed in an utterly tiny skirt, blouse, and blazer, her long hair teased out. The camera zoomed out to show her in her entirety, legs in dark sheer hose, feet in stiletto heels. “I bet you’re wondering right about now where the guys from your classroom are.”

The camera turned around and now all the girls gasped or laughed nervously. There were the missing students, all nude, all of them with their hands on their own hard-ons. The camera spun back towards Mercedes, and now she was leaning back against Will Chavouz, who was seated on the desk, pulling the blazer slowly from her shoulders.

“Heya, Frank,” Will said on the video.

“Everybody, OUT!” Frank roared.

Poppy shot to her feet and pointing towards the doors, shouting, “Let’s go, let’s go, let’s go.” Only no one went. They all sat there, watching, laughing nervously, talking… and watching.

“Turn it off,” Frank said.

Poppy tried to, then slapped her laptop shut and rushed for the monitor. She stabbed the power button with her middle finger, and the video cut out. But when she turned around, the cheerleaders were tapping away on their phones. “Anyone want to keep watching?” one of them asked.

“We have a livestream link for anyone that wants it,”

Half the girls in the class shot for them, looking over their shoulders and digging out their phones. Poppy charged for them, “Give me those phones. Give me-” Behind her, the door to the classroom banged shut as Frank fled. Poppy twisted between the class and her beloved professor, scowling. “You’re all getting Fs,” she shouted, then chased after the fleeing professor. “Frank, Frank, wait for-” was all they heard of her before the door shut again.

Across campus, Will popped the buttons on Mercedes’s blouse. “Last chance,” he growled in her ear.

“I want it,” she said, and gave him the grin of a woman reborn. She was not coming into this broken like Faith had been, but choosing her sin, like Naomi, Kendra, and Sandra. Mercedes already intrigued him but it wasn’t until that moment that he understood she belonged with him and the others.

“Are you mine, Mercedes?” he asked.

“I want to be.”

He nibbled on her earlobe and murmured, “Good girl.” To the guys and Faith, who held the camera for him as she loved to do, he said louder, “Here are the rules. Your first time coming, you do it on her face. We want to give Dr. Zelaya a show. After that, take her mouth or come on her again, your choice.” He pulled open her blouse, revealing a bra that cupped and pushed up her tits to the guys jerking their cocks faster and faster. “But her pussy and her ass are mine. And if you try to touch Faith in any way, I will break your goddamn fingers one by one. Understood?”

He got a chorus of “yeah” and “yes.” Good enough.

“Show them that ass while you take your panties off,” Will said to Mercedes.

She spun around, staring up at Will with an open-mouthed grin while she tugged up the back of her skirt slowly, showing off that perfect ten of an ass to the guys. Most of them were pretty handsome, with a couple chunkier and skinnier guys rounding out the crew. To both Will and Mercedes’s surprise, all of them were decently sized, not huge but big enough to make this fun.

Her panties came down and the guys cheered her on. “Look at that pussy, man,” one of them said, elbowing another.

“She’s got the best ass I’ve ever seen.”

“Can’t we please fuck her?” one of them groaned.

“Sorry guys, my pussy is Will’s,” Mercedes said. She held his eyes, and for a moment. “As long as he wants it.”

Will cupped her chin, and brought her up to him. His other hand went to her breast and squeezed as he kissed her, his lips all over hers, demanding and showing her he wanted her too.

Her bra came off, her hand on his as he undid the clasp. Some professional work had been done on her tits a few years ago, a present to herself, and they stood high and proud on her chest, her big dark nipples begging to be sucked. Her tongue slid against his lips and he moved the hand at her jaw to the back of her head, pulling er tighter against him. He squeezed her breast and ran a thumb over her nipple before roughly spinning her around, showing her off for the guys.

They stepped closer instinctively, a pack ready for the hunt to begin. Will brought her around the desk and laid her out on it at an angle, ass to him, her head over one edge of the desk, ready for the guys. She tossed her hair back and curled a finger at them. Two led the charge, a hefty guy with scatterings of freckles up and down his body and a handsome, thin guy with eyes that looked as dark and serious as Mercedes’s. Both of them looked ready to blow already, and Will knew this party was just about to get started in earnest.

Up to that point, he almost forgot Faith was in the room until she got in close for a shot of Mercedes’s ass and Will’s hands roaming her pussy and her bud. Will reached out and took her by the neck to bring her in for a hot and hungry kiss too, lips smacking against each other as she fed him her tongue.

“Make her ours, Daddy,” she moaned.

Will smacked her ass and returned his attention to Mercedes. She was wet and ready for him. He played with her pussy with one thumb brushing against her lips while he undid his belt and unzipped with the other hand. He didn’t bother dropping his slacks all the way, nor did he remove his shirt, He simply lined up his cock, and with a grunt, he plunged into Mercedes’s tight, wet cunt.

“Ooooooh, mm, mm, that’s biiiig,” she wailed. Her head dipped low and came back up, her eyes sightless in the video later. She clawed at the desk as Will drove in deep, then yanked back nearly to her entrance. “Fuck me, fuck me deep like that, oh my God…”

Will did, her heat and tightness spurring him on to a near manic pace right out of the gate. On the video, her tits jiggled with every thrust, her head jerking back and forth, her lips wide open. When the chubby young man stepped forward, she barely even noticed him until Faith said, “Close your eyes, baby. You’re about to get painted.”

Mercedes looked at her, then came back to Earth and shut her eyes, grinning madly. The guy released coating her face with four or five streaks of come against her forehead and her closed eyes. Just as fast, the skinnier, handsomer guy next to him darted forward too, his longer cock straining in his hand as he jacked himself all over her face, hitting everywhere, including her hair.

“Look at her,” one of the students said.

“She fucking loves it,” another said, laughing.

And she did. Mercedes laughed throatily as she wiped away the come on her eyelids, sucking it down as Will pounded into her pussy. Already she was quivering, her orgasm coming on as fast as any she’d ever had before.

She twisted her head to look at the camera, grinning as what the two students did to her dripped down her face. “Look at m-me, baby. Look at how good I l-look, oh, oh fuck, Willlll, with their come all over me. You’ll have to t-teach them the r-rest of the semester knowing what they did to me. And Will… Will’s going to m-make me come so fast and so hard, it’s already happening, the little butterflies are going… oh, oh oh fuuuuck!” She jerked forward, held only in place by Will’s hand on her shoulder as she quivered and came. Her pussy tried to grip him, tried to get him to stay, and she dipped her head again, laughing lower, more breathlessly before she looked up again.  “Do you regret cheating n-now, Frank?”

Another one of the over-twenty students stepped up, cock in his fist. He was the biggest of the bunch and a handsome guy to boot. He grunted, “Close,” and Mercedes licked her lips for the camera as she turned towards the young man and closed her eyes. His come rocketed mostly into her hair and against her forehead. She opened her eyes and he was still jacking his cock, grunting and bucking like a wild animal. Within reach, she gripped him and brought him forward to kiss his tip and give him a long playful lick, Will shoving her back and forth the entire time.

By that point, the table had to be hurting her ribs, so Will pulled out and guided Mercedes on shaky legs down to the thick exercise mat he borrowed from the school’s athletic complex. She dropped just in time to take the next guy’s load on her tits and face. By now, Mercedes was panting hard and an utter mess, come dripping off or drying on just about every inch of her face.

Will got her on her knees and shoved inside her hard enough to make her cry out. Out of concern he’d gone too hard or too deep, he pulled back out of her. “You all right?” he asked.

“Yes yes yes oh God oh fuck me hard, fuck me hard, I need-” He shoved back into her and she dropped, her face nearly on the mat, twisting as her fists balled up. “Oh, FUCK!”

Her ass drove up and down and back and forth, her body moving reflexively as her pussy pulsed around him again, her orgasm hitting her even harder the second time. Will grabbed her skirt and yanked it back up and over her ass so he could see his big cock spreading her wide around him, her pussy lips and his cock soaked with her juices.

Will gestured at Faith. “Get down here and give her ass a lick.”

The guys whispered and laughed to each other, but were stunned into silence when Faith gave the camera over to Will and tossed her blonde hair back. She knelt and without hesitation, spread Mercedes’s ass wide.

“Ohhhh, ohhh, my ass, s-she’s licking my… ass, Frank!” Mercedes wailed.

More students shot forward, hands blurring up and down on their cocks. Without even looking, Faith reached over and collected a handful of Mercedes’s hair. She pulled, and Mercedes’s head came up. Will had the camera and couldn’t see her face, but the shot in retrospect was absolutely fantastic. Her ass rocked back against him, her ass slapping against his while beautiful blonde Faith debased herself licking their newest acquisition’s asshole. Meanwhile, Mercedes ha her head yanked up, and a group of guys shot come all over her, hitting her again and again with thick streaks and painting her anew. All this from a doggy-style point-of-view was captured.

“You,” Will said, pointing at one of the guys who just came, “get a shot of her face.”

The guy hurried to him and Will gave him the camera. He didn’t know it at the time but the guy had some skills, and got a slow three-hundred-sixty-degree shot of Mercedes on her knees, coming yet again and gurgling as in turn the guys’ come dripped off her face and puddled on the mats.

When he made a complete circuit, the first of the guys who came stepped up again and fed Mercedes his hard cock. Now the party was really getting started. Will wasn’t usually fond of sharing his toys but this was too fucking hot a chance to pass up.

The guy was clumsy and shoved in right to the balls, making Mercedes gag on him. “Urk,” she gasped around him. “Hey, easy, asshole,” Faith grumbled.

Mercedes pulled back and gasped, “I can take it, use m-my face, I want it hard.”

Faith took back the camera and got some angles of Mercedes sucking the guy’s cock. Two of the last guys who hadn’t come yet stepped forward and one of them tapped the blowjob guy on the shoulder. He pulled out long enough for them to streak her face, Mercedes rocking back and forth, one eye gummed shut with come by now. Her other eye, when it opened, was rolled up and her tongue lolled out happily before the blowjob guy shoved back into her mouth, taking a fistful of her come-streaked hair and really fucking her mouth.

The blowjob was fast and hard, Mercedes barely able to do anything more than keep him in her mouth. The guys controlled her, used her. The first one came deep down her throat, and the second one was right there, shoving into her mouth with as much intensity as the first. Mercedes choked on him too, eyes rolling up with pleasure, trembling.

Her arms went useless and hung by her side as she was spit-roasted harder and harder. Faith checked on her, getting in close and whispering in her ear if she was okay. Mercedes’s eye fluttered and focused on her. She nodded as best she could, and around the cock in her mouth, she gasped, “Love it, love it, don’t stop this, please.”

From that point forward, Will had no idea when Mercedes was coming or not. Truth was, he wasn’t sure she ever stopped. The pleasure mounted and mounted for her as he pounded into her. He couldn’t explore her ass or finger it because if he let her waist go, she would have collapsed. Sandra had put on some marathon sessions with him. Naomi and Kendra too, to a lesser extent. But no one in his stable had endured a fucking like this. Not one of them, not even Sandra, came close to this.

She took it. Everything Will and the college students gave her, Mercedes ate it up and gasped for more.

“Ore!” she cried out around one guy’s spurting cock. “F-fuck m-my mouth, f-uck my slutty mouth…”

“Are you mine, Mercedes?” Will asked her again.

“Yes, yes, oh my God, yes, don’t e-ever, ever stop, oh fuck, W-Will!”

It was the last coherent sentence she spoke for nearly an hour. An hour of laughing young men stuffing her face full of dick. An hour of Will coming deep inside her cunt, pulling out, and then Faith taking over, on her knees too, eating him out of Mercedes as she finally collapsed and caught her breath, her knees too sore to keep up. The guys stood over her in a ring, coming one more time each, not much more than a spurt or two plastering her already-caked body, but all of them contributing to one of the hottest home videos of Will’s stable yet.

But it had to end. The guys tapped out at round three or four apiece, collapsing into chairs or collecting their clothes and rushing out of there. Will didn’t bother warning them not to tell anyone about this. Of course they were going to tell. That was the first thing Mercedes and Will talked about when she admitted she loved this idea. This fuck session was going to be campus legend for decades.

The college guys might have been done. Will and Faith weren’t. With Mercedes on her back in a puddle of come, Will slid back into her, his hands under her ass and lifting.

“I can’t believe… that thing is real… and your, mm, your dick, it’s inside me…” Mercedes said, and giggled. She sounded drunk, and could barely speak above a whisper after the dozen or so throat-fuckings she’d just received.

“You’re ours now, baby girl. And you’re going to be getting a lot of this cock. And their pussies.” Will snapped his fingers and Faith came to them. She knelt over Mercedes and just about dropped onto her when the door banged open. Frank and Poppy stood there, Frank looking like he was about to have a heart attack. His face was red and splotchy, his eyes huge.

“Hi honey,” Mercedes croaked. “How was work? Students treat you all right today?”

“M-Mer…” Frank whispered. He fell. Literally fell, dropping right to his knees.

Poppy rested a hand on his shoulder. “You don’t need her anymore, Frank… Dr. Zelaya. I’ll take care of you. You and our little babies.”

She stepped forward. Before she closed the door on them again, she grinned and winked.

“Good luck,” Will said, and it wasn’t aimed at Poppy.

* * *

“It’s tradition,” Sandra said. “We all did it when Will first slept with us.”

It was a few days after the blowbang, and Mercedes was still so sore that the whole household treated her with ginger care. She was now seated in the middle of the couch, a cup of hot tea in hand. Sandra had her phone in hers, and was standing in front of the TV.

Naomi, with a bowl of popcorn on her lap, mused, “You know, we’ve never got a picture with the whole group.” She meant everybody there, the regulars. Sandra, Faith, Naomi, Kendra, and now Mercedes. Will was surprised at how well she slotted right into his household, and he didn’t think he’d want her anywhere else for a long, long time.

“There’s a selfie stick right beside the couch,” Kendra said. “I’d get it, but…” She gestured at her big swelling belly.

Sandra fetched it, but not before stopping to kiss Kendra’s stomach. “Babe, you have never been more beautiful.”

They gathered in front of the bed in the master bedroom, Will nude, all the others down to their bras and panties – or those wearing them, anyways. As Mercedes took the center spot, kneeling in front of him with his cock over her shoulder and everyone smiling up into the camera, Will had an idle, strange thought.

This was it. The core group. It was never going to get better than this.

What he didn’t know was that one more woman waited, sighing as she looked out over the city below. The view was unparalleled, the house built into mountainside cliffs. Her feet kicked in the warm waters of the multilayered hot tub as behind her somewhere in the house, her billionaire boyfriend roared with laughter at something one of the two strange guests said. Kaleb and… Don? Drew? Whatever his name, she didn’t like them much, but Laurence was obsessed with their story. Something about a man who stole their girlfriends.

Mikayla Kelly, one of the world’s highest paid actresses and singers, waited to be set free.

* * * * *

Thanks for reading. Find the rest of my work on Amazon here.
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